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A WEIGHT-FOR-YOUTH HANDICAP. 

[Dedicated to a young lady with a sensitive nose who complains bitterly that the long-haired youth of to-day make the atmosphere oi a 
ball-1 oom intolerable with the reek of their cosmetics.] 

I siooD and watched her as she stepped Greatly intrigued that Age should snatch 

In at the dance-room door; A boon to boys denied, 

The gaze of all the well-groomed “ bloods,’’ I asked her: “ Can you tell me why 

Conboious of perfect ties and studs, You cast a preferential eye 

. Followed her where she bravely swept On older heads with thinner thatch 

Over the shining floor. Is it the brains inside ? ' ' 


From brows on which no sign of toil 
Had come from thinking hard 
Their locks were trained in lengthy streaks 
(It must have taken weeks and weeks) 

And plastered down with care and oil 
And slabs of potted lard. 

But when, as those who bring a gift 
No woman yet refused, 

They kindly oSered her a dance 
She gave their heads a searching glance, 
Threw up her pretty nose and sniffed, 

And begged to be excused. 

They bore their underrated charms 
Into the buffet-room, 

While she, who showed such want of taste, 
Allowed her admirable waist 
To be disposed wnthin the arms 
Of men of riper bloom. 


” I hardly care for brains a bit, 

Not at a ball,” said she; 

” Give me a man with whom I seem 
To float like seraphs m a dream, . 

And I ’ll not ask for pearls of wit 
Or plums of repartee. 

” These boys may have the brains of mice, 

/ look outside the head; 

The thing that puts me off is just 
Their greasy polls that catch the dust; 

Besides, my nose is rather nice — ” 

(” I see it is,” I said). 

There are who simply loathe to wear 
A cranium smooth and blank; 

But, as I joined the mazy whirl 
With that extremely pleasant girl, 

To Fate that pinched my wealth of hair 

I heaved a pious thank. 0. S. 
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Parson. “ Yes, Mbs. Johnson, it ’s all very nice and pretty ; but how am I to get up those steps into the pulpit ? 

Mrs. Johnson. " Well, REAiiiY, rector, we ’d quite forgotten that > Bur if you ’ll miss the second step, and mind the ‘ red hot 

POKER,’ PtIT YOUR FOOT TO THE LEFT OF MrS. JoNES’S MARROW AND THE GARBAGE FROM THE HALL, YOU ’LL ONLY HAVE THE ONIONS TO GET BY ; 
BUT don’t tread ON THEM, OR TSBBS*LL BB A TEAB-8SBDDIN0 1 ” 














iMtcner (itfto hat heard cAout the power of the human eye.) “ 1 -esm. lov -tou irirLOosBo iX him ! ” 
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their resources are not sufficiently reported. A Mr. Jones of Upper 
MINCE-MEAT. i^ake grants Tooting, who had never had a gun in 

By Our Chnnvariety Artiste, policemen who have distinguished his hand before, shot a labbit last 

Realising the fact that the cult of themselves by gallantry to cooks. week. ^ ^ 

the Christmas Card is on the wane, ^ . 

an enterprising firm is advertising Some recently-published statistics We would caution our readers 
pianolas as an admirable substitute, show that old age, as a cause of against a gentleman of philanthropic 

death, is more frequent among cen- appearance who goes about asserting 
We wonder whether it is generally tenarians than any other class. that he recently sent a cheque for 

known that, if the — — n ^ certain 

plan of a famous charitable insti- 


German strate- 
gist be carried 
out, the invasion 
of this country, 
when it takes 
place, will happen 
on the afternoon 
of Christmas 
Day, at an hour 
when the entire 
British nation is 
rendered helpless 
by a surfeit of 
plum-pudding. 

♦ * 

By the by, a 
little boy writes 
to ask whether it 
is a fact, as his 
mother tells him, 
that, if he eats 
too much plum- 
pudding and too 
many mince-pies, 
the currants will 
all come out on 
his face as spots. 
We are sorry, 
but we must 
really refuse to 
make trouble be- 
tween mother 
and son. 

* « 

The experiment 
tried in Panto- 
mime last year of 
having “ principal 
boys of the 
male sex is to 
be abandoned. 
" Girls will be 
boys," as the 
saying hasn’t it. 

One of the fea- 
tures of the 
coming Panto- 


A 


' f ?S 
' || 





I’m SIMPIT QALLiir’ o» ns a i,ub, ahd yer 
' [FVienettt/ relations resumed 


£1,000 to a certain 
charitable insti- 
tution. It seems 
that, being of a 
retiring disposi- 
tion, he preferred 
his gift to be 
anonymous and 
so didn’t sign the 
cheque. 

* , ♦ 

The danger of 
i dying on trade 
terms * A lady 
wntcs to (‘om- 
plain that an in- 
strument which 
bhe bought af a 
recent sale was 
described as on 
upright piano, 
but is now be- 
having most Je- 
cepti\ely. 

* ♦ 

4e 

This is cut- 
ting it rather 
fine, isn’t it, 
guv 'nor V " said 
a cabby on re- 
ceiving a shilling. 
The fare looked 
angry for a mo- 
ment, then a 
wave of generos- 
ity passed over 
him. " Very well, 
I ’ll make it 
guineas," he said 
as he handed 
cabby a further 
penny. 

V 

He was a 
simple - looking 
youth, and, as he 
entered the con- 
sulting-room, he 


mime Season, we are told, will be a A lady, the other dav, gave one of m-. V,a.^ t ** 

ooon song of which the refrain is Sue, her huge Direotoire hats of which 

legal profession, which, through no thank you, madam,” said the * « 

fault of its own, has for some time grateful recipient, ” I shall keen it * 

emnloit They^can We ought not to say it, for it 

p yment. ^ ^ all go to church together in it on boastful, but we cannot resist 

* Sundays. drawmg attention to the fact that in 


The Trustees of the Carnegie Hero , 
Fund have, we hear, decided that 


my three little girls. They can We ought not to say it, for it 
go to church together in it on boastful, but we cannot resist 

drawing attention to the fact that in 
*** the foregoing paragraphs we have not 

A ouHom i, 
















ZiONG-rELT WANTS. THE COTJNTEY HOXTSB TIP-TABLE. 


ACHES AH 

Mine is a flat on the uppermost floor of the mansion, 
Far from the motor-bus, high above whistle and shout, 
Here 1 could give my afflatus its needful expansion, 
Ponder my numbers and patiently worry them out. 


AND IVORIES. 

D, Sorry to bother, but really— your baby— my dear sir, 
out, Dammit, do somethingl I wrote, “ Yours in sorrow 
(and ire)." 


Calmly remote I pursued my professional labours. 

Lived as a type of the homely industrious poor. 

Sat in content with myself and at peace with my neigh- 
bours, 

Till they imported a beast of an infant next door. 

Bagpipes and bo’Buns, a bushel of average babbies. 

Screams of despair from a steamer that ’s run on a 
shoal, 

Pulleys and brakes that want greasing, noctambulate 
tabbies, 

Cries of the errant purveyor of cabbage or coal — 

Start them together from all the four points of the compass ; 

Throw in a gramophone able to penetrate walls; — 

[ Then you 've a dream of the pandemoniaoal rumpus 
I Wafted abroad when that blessed homunculus bawls. 


He, the good fellow, replied that he pitied me deeply ; 

My lot was bitter, but his was more desperate still ; 
Thought, on the whole, I got ofl, by comparison, 
cheaply ; 

Begged that I "d give him my prayers I Poor devil, 
I will. 

As ^or the rest of the world, it is cold and unfeeling ; 
Even my housekeeper — one in whose arms I was 
nursed — 

Calls it a lamb 1 And whenever 1 yell to the ceiling 
(“ Cursed be the baby,” I yell, “ be the baby accursed ! ”) 

Tells me in triumph (and glares as if / were the 
criminal) 

I was a baby myself 1 It was ever the rule — 

Give ’em a baby in range, and the soundest of women '11 
Sacrifice logic to sentiment— silly old fool 1 

Daily I 'm in at the death of my best inspiration ; 

Nightly I find myself — roused by that infamous brat — 
Sitting up straight in my bed in a cold perspiration. 
Sighing for she-bears, or Herod, or something like that. 


First to the mother I entered a dignified protest: 

Said that the music was hard on poetical ears. Riofiina Inr ^ ^ w a Perspiration, 

Did it have any effect ? Not the vei^ remotest ! Sighing for she-bears, or Herod, or something like thai 

Save when we meet in the lift and she mockingly Ever the demon goes on, and despairing and hdlow-eyed 
sneers. Still H am told) I must bear this preposterous din 

‘ teiroJiid Sto ' 

Daily the melody grew; then I turned to the sire:— « lu bo oub em ii x 
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HOW TO ACT A CHILDREN’S PLAY. 


Intboduotion. 

Bear Ethel, — Whenever I read a 
booh or an article beginning “ How 

to 1 always throw it in the 

fircj and 1 expect you do the same. 
My “ How to’ 8 ** are generally called 
“ How to avoid paying rent " (but 
of course you can't really), or, more 
comprehensively, ** How 
to Succeed.” Yours, I 
suppose, would he ” How 
to knit a shawl for 
Mother's birthday,” 
which is a good thing 
to know, but rather a 
bother. Well, I just 
thought I *d tell you that 
this ** How to” of mine 
is a different pair of bed-‘ 
room slippers altogether; 
and as your Uncle George 
has gone to a great deal 
of — I can’t h^p feeling 
— unnecessary trouble to 
illustrate my meaning, I 
do hope you will learn 
a lot from what I have said. 

By the way, this is really a dedica- 
tion, and so should have been written 
in the third person, because it is so 
much more dignified. / did begin 
like that, but the Editor stopped me; 
he said he couldn’t help feeling that 
what we were gaining in dignity we 
were losing in grammar. I think 
perhaps he was right, but I shad 
insist on italics, anyhow. 

Uncle Arthur. 

Chapter I. — Choosing the Play. 

Of course the first thing of all to 
do is to select a suitable play. The 


the eldest sister to be the one who | 
marries the handsome Prince; and 
at the same time you simply can’t i 
let Muriel be the Queen of the Fairies ' 
and wear the ornamental lampshade. ' 
And so what are you to do? I 

Well, by an extraordinary bit of 
luck I have a little play by me | 




OoAQHESfl Covamr Tom. 

Wilbraham kids always do Dumb- 
crambo, and tbare is a man in 
London who does Hamlet; but 
neither of these is much fun. And 
the worst of the old fairy stories 
IS that, though they have a splendid 
B-®rold and Wilfrid, there is 
absolutely nothing ‘in them that will 
just suit yourself. 1 mean nothing 
really made for you. Now it 's a dif- 
ferent case altogether with Enid— 
quite a small part would do for her. 
Jsut for yourself, you do expect as 


The Paiet Geotto (with SriiJkcnTES) 

which 1 wrote some I mean 

which I have just written especially 
for you. It is called 

The Wolf; 
or, 

Prince Rupert and the Fairy Princess. 

Chapter II. — Reading the Play. 

This is the most exciting moment 
of all, because of course everybody is 
wondering what the play is about. 
The clever author (that means me) 
is surrounded by the oast (that 
means the whole lot of you), and, 
after a hearty tea, he declaims hia 
work to them — ^to the accompaniment 
of shouts of laughter, bursts of ap- 
plause and the like. Something 
in this style : 

The Author. The — er — title of our 
little play is The Wolf; or 

Ethel (reproachfully). Oh, uncle 1 

The Author. What 's the matter 
now? 

Ethel. You said there was a fairy 
princess in it, and I was going to be 
it, and it was to be the chief part. 

Muriel (loftily). I *d much rather 
be an ordinary human person. 
Wouldn’t you, Enie? 

The Author. But you are, Ethel. 
It is. 

Ethel. Then oughtn’t I to be in 
the title? 

The Author. You don’t understand. 
It 8 called The Wolf; or, Prince 
Rupert and the Fairy Princess, I 
have to put the wolf in there, but he 
hardly comes into the play at all. 
In fact he only has a growling part. 


Dick and Harold {simultaneously). 
Bags I the wolf * 

Harold and Dick {eagerly). I said 
it first, didn’t I, uncle? Shut up; 
you didn’t. 

The Author. I shall want one of 
you to be the Prince. 

Dick and Harold. Bags I the 
Prince, anyhow. 

Ethel. Hadn’t we better 
settle the parts after- 
wards, uncle ? I’m go- 
ing to be the dear little 
Fairy Princess; how 
lovely ! What will you 
be, Janet? 

Muriel. I don’t mind 
what I am. Do you, 
Enie? 

Harold and Dick. All 
right, then ; I ’ll be the 
Wolf. 

[They start giowling in 
various tentative keys. 
The Author. I think we 
shall have to get your 
cousin Tom to be the Wolf. We 
want a big one. Now then, I ’m 
going to read it to you. Er — The 

Dick and Harold {in fits of 
laughter). Won’t he look a sausage? 

Ethel, You don’t mind my being 
the Princess, do you, Muriel dear? 
Because, you see 

The Author {angrily and loudly). 
Will you all be quiet for a moment? 
. . . Now then — {very loudly) — THE 
WOLF^ 

Wilfrid (suddenly). I — Vant — my 



Uhole showing Childeeen how to act. 

mummy . I — w ant — ^my — mummy . 
I— want [Uproar. 

Chaptbb III. — The Stage. 

As soon as possible you must come 
to some definite agreement with 
Mother about the drawing-room. The 
best way is to go into her room one 
morning when she is very busy writ- 
and say quite anyhow (as 
though you didn’t care a bit): 1 
suppose, mummy dear, you don’t 
mind our doing our play in the draw- 
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ing-room? Uncle James said ” 

And then she *11 say : ** JDon*t worry 
now, dear, I *m very busy. Yes, 
yes, I know ; run away, there *s a 
darling. So of course you run awav 
and tell the 
others that 
Mother said JJ I 
‘‘Yes.’* 

About a week J 
before the night 

you *11 have to '' 

take charge of '' 

the drawing-room 5 ^ § 

altogether; and 
if you can get . 

Mother safely off 
to London to buy 
Christmas p r e- 

Bents before you ' 

really begin you jvrm 

will get on much f Hf 

faster with every- 1/ 

thing. There is 
no harm in 
Pather staying 

on. He will be ^ 

BO glad that you 

aren’t using the L-jj 

library that he 
will actually help 

m some of the heavy work. Probably, 
when you start moving the grand 
piano, he will even suggest getting 
a couple of men in to do the thing 
properly. That, though, would spoil 
all the fun , and you must quickly 1 

assure him that 

the whole idea 
was to do every- 

thing yourselves, ' 

and that if he ^ 

took one end and uy^ ii 'i 
Uncle James the ' 

actly where you I 

The Soeneby. 

scene is T/ia iH 
Faiiy Grotto, and 
that of course 

Ethel, live for 
the first part of \\ 
your life — until, 
in fact, Prince 

Eupert comes III 

and kisses you 
and turns you 

into a mortal, which, between our- 
selves, is a much better thing to 
be. Uncle George has drawn a pic- 
ture of this enchanted cavern, and 
1 want you to notice particularly the 
stalactites hanging from the roof. 
You have read all about these in 


your science books; but I may say 
here that they are called stalactites 
because that is such a difficult word ] 
to spell. You remember the story 
of the harassed ambassador who was 







Getting ready for the !Night. 

embarrassed by a scintillating stalac- 1 
tite — well, it had to come into that ' 
story. I 

To return to the picture : the | 
stalactites with the crease down the 
middle are Cousin Tom’s, and the 










The Night Itself. 


rather baggy stalactites are Uncle 
James’s, and the ones with the stalag- 
mites fused on at the knees must be 
Harold’s, and . . . Well, you see, 
of course, how it is done. There is 
also, you notice, a wonderful magic 
pool in the middle of your cavern. 


The legend is that he who looks into 
the water will see the face of his true 
love reflected ; and when Eupert looks 
in then you come and peep over his 
shoulder; so of course he sees your 
face too. 

^ Then says 
uillocx, Eupert: 

»Cvvli f* Whose is this 

loveli/, thi. 

•ir; f 1 

® “ nil I - I *ve seen it once 
iti r~ tii or twice about 

m place . 

And you sing 

(/ ’m- sure I ve 

g--' m Q-^other picture 
/” ^ you ’ll see how the 

cascade ’s done. 

Dresses and 
Stage DiREonoNS. 
Before I come to the acting, I 
had better finish with what they call 
** the properties ” — which means the 
things you make out of other things 
ready for the night. 

As is always the case, the girls’ 
things are much 
^ easiertoget 

lent fairy-skirt, 
ij for instance, can 

think that Miss 

- 1/^^ ply have to set 

to and make 
something for 
Dick out of that piece of blue plush 
that was left over. 

There is just one tip I must give 
you about stage directions. It is very 
important to pay attention to the 
author’s directions to the actors, be- 
1 cause, after all, he wrote the play and 


N(i 



Punch’s Almanacli for 1909. 


ought to kuow best how it should be 
acted. So when you read a note like 
this : ‘ During this speech of the 

mcked Baron*Sf Sunnylocks has been 
growing more and more frightened; 
he turns deathly pale, beads of per- 
spiration stand upon his brow, his 
knees tremble more and wore, until 
at the last horrible threat his veiy i 
hair stands on end with tenor *' — 
when you come across this you must 
see that Harold really does carry out 
the author’s intentions. Most of it I 
should be fairly easy for him, but the 
last direction does want a little I 
scheming. The best way is to have i 
a magnet suspended from the ceiling, 
and ready to be let down when re- 
quired. Then, just before he goes on, 
Harold must dip his head into Wil- 
frid’s “ Chemical Pood ” (which, as 
you know, has a lot of iron in it to 
make him strong), and then at the 
critical moment the magnet is let 
gently down .... Whereupon an 
extremely realistic scene ensues. 

Oh, by the way, don't forget the 
moon. The best London people 
always have them full. I can’t say 
why. 

Chapter VI. — How to Act. 

The first thing to remember is that 
it is necessary to cross the stage 
every time you make a remark of 
any importance. I have never quite 
understood why this should be so, but 
they always do it in London ; and what 
is good enough for them is 
good enough for us. Thus, 
if Prince Rupert is on the 
right - hand side of the 
stage and you are on the 
left, and he says, “ I love 
you I " you both cross over 
before you reply Ru- 
pert I ” I fancy the reason 
must be that the common 
people who are stuck into 
the sides of the gallery can 
only see one-half oi the 
stage; and as they got a 
bit tired of never seeing 
more than half the charac- 
ters in a night they com- 
plained to the fireman. He 
told the man at the door 
who says Stalls-to-the- 
ieft - dress - circle - this - way, ’ ’ and 
gradually it got up to the Manager 
himself, who made the new rule. 
Of course you have no gallery in the 
drawing-room, but you may as well 
follow the general custom. Anyhow, 
it gives the audience a chance of 
seeing both aides of you. 

Uncle James will show you several 
I of the more important gestures, and 
you must see that you get these 
right. Por instance, when the Prince 


declares his love he has to put both 
hands upon his heart as he leans 
eagerly towards the lady. Of course 
most of the audience will understand 
what is happening, but Grannie, who 
is deaf, may not hear the words, and 
she will probably upset everything 



by saying, “ There < I told hmi not 
to have a second help.” 

Did I mention improvisation That 
means putting in your words when 
you have forgotten mine. It is possi- 
ble that you may have to do this 
bometimes when your memory goes, 
as it does in History always; and 
then the great thing is to do it as 
naturally as possible. For example, 
the Prince may be telling you the 
story of his adventures in the search 


for the magic ring. At the end of 
them you have to say : 

At such fierce deeds my maiden heart 
doth quail; 

And yet, fair sir, I thank you for your 
tale. 

Suppose, however, you have for- 
gotten those lines for the moment. 
Don't be nervous; and don't rely 
entirely on the prompter, because 
he may be busy. Just say with a 
sweet smile, ” What did you say? *' 


and then, while he is telling Ins story 
all over again (as most men would 
be glad to) you can be thinking of 
something nice to say afterwards, 

Chaptbb VII. — The Night Itself. 

So, finally, after all ;^our rehears- 
ing and dressmaking and scene 
shifting you will come to the night 
itself. Aunt Molly will be at the 
piano playing “The Waltz Dream,” 
when you will discover that the 
prompt-book has been lost; and at 
the same time Cousin Tom will dis- 
cover that the best pair of stalac- 
tites is his, after all. While he is 
expostulating with Uncle James, the 
curtain will go up, and Uncle James 
will say, “ You fool, drop that cur- 
tain! Oh, I beg your pardon, Miss 
Fellowes, I didn’t see it was yon.” 
Then Aunt Molly will play “The 
Waltz Dream ” over again, and 
Cousin Tom will come in properly 
and begin to growl. Having per- 
formed his part with immense vigour 
he will retire into the wings and take 
his head ofi, when he will learn that 
the curtain has been down all the 
time, because they can’t start till 
the prompt-book has been found. 
Whereupon Harold will yell out he 
can see through the hole iii the cur- 
tain, and Uncle Qharles has it in 
his hand; and Uncle Charles, who 
has promised to prompt, but is now 
turning over the music for Aunt 
Molly, who is playing “The Waltz 
Dream” for the third 
time, will be indignantly 
sent for. Aunt Molly will 
insist on coming behind 
the scenes too, to see if 
she can help, and Miss 
Pringle, who has been 
very busy in the green- 
room stitching up Prince 
Rupert, who had split at 
the last moment, will take 
her place and play “The 
W a 1 1 z Dream.” Then 
Uncle James will say, 
Now clear the stage 
there, please. All behind 
the scenes. Where is 
everybody? Tom, come 
on. Now Miss Fellowes, 
we really are ready this 
time. The other cord, I thinL 
On all-fours please, Tom. No, the 

other cord Now, before Miss 

Pringle begins again. Now I . . . . 
Get behind, Harold.” 

And then, all of a 'sudden, every- 
thing will go perfectly smoothly. . . . 

And when it is all over — 

Chapter VIII. 

There will be loud calls for the 
author. 



The wrong way of working the Limelight 



















VERY ADVANCED GOLF. 

Important Notice (the Balloon Hole) — Playei s are requested \ot to ascend to the creen till ihi pla'^fr'^ in front have 

QUITTED THE LADDER 
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J/OTARY 6, 1909.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


A LEAP-YEAR LAMENT. 

So the Old Year is done, 
And let me add 
The fact that I, for one, 
Am jolly glad. 

This was the kind of year 
I used to laud, 

But it has proved, I fear, 

A beastly fraud. 


I ’m disappointed ; yes, 
I find myself 
In single cursedness 
Upon the shelf. 

0 ladies, why so coy 
At such a time ? 

1 am no callow boy, 

But in my prime ; 

Not beautiful (’tis tiue), 
But kind and good, 


Points which I fancied you 
Quite understood. 

Yet, though my charms have been 
Fully disclosed, 

As all of you have seen, 

Not one ’s proposed. 

Still, feeling (as I ought) 
Extremely vexed. 

There ’s comfort in the thought 
It ’a my turn next. 







[Jakuaky C, 1900. 


A GUIDE TO POPULAR EMOTION. 

['■' Perspective is eveiythiag wKea it comes to a question, of news , and 
tlie ne'W'spaper takes tke accuiate view of the interest of its readers . . . 
If you coiuit interest hy space you will find that nearly 
divided its space equally between the seismic horror (which was m 
Italy) and the snow sprinkle (which was at our door).’ ‘The Omce 
Window,” Daily Chronicle 

Ah * wliat it is to have a flair 
For things that touch the vital part I 
To put your thumb (and hold it there) 

Upon the people’s pulsing heart ! 

To scent the truths tliat pay you best, 

To plumb the common mind of men so 
That this you know should be compressed 
And that be printed in extenso. 

Yonder, by Italy’s lovely shores, ^ 

Nature takes on her ravening mood ; 

Earth rocks, and Ocean bursts his doors — 

The strand with myriad deaths is strewed ; 

A world in mourning shares the blow, 

Since ^ief like this draws hearts together ; 

And yet, it seems, our papers show 
An equal interest in the weather. 

From w’here “ The Office Window ” shines 
We get these large perspective views, 

That sense of values wliich assigns 
Its native worth to local news ; 

There, flood and flame and ruining vralls, 

Horrors from which the numb brain flinches, 

Are balanced here by snow that falls 
Reaching a depth of several inches I 

Yet when I scan my daily sheet 
I sometiiues doxibt if what one reads 
Reflects in superficial feet 
The average person’s mental needs ; 

If area represents our taste, 

What of the speeches, stupid, solemn, 

That through the vSession run to waste 
In weary column after column V 

Nor does it move me much to hear 
Jxist how a blizzard, blowing keen, 

Dammed up a locomotive near 
Tlie environs of Aberdeen ; 

’Tis not demand controls supply ; 

Petty or poignant, grave or silly, 

*‘Tliis is the stuff you want,” they cry. 

And one must take it, willy-nilly. 


0. S. 


** Even the Loudon County Council was remembered witli gratitude, 
as the electric cars, croicded thoiiyh they tccrej conveyed City people 
homeAvaid.”— Daily 2'elegraph. 

The italics are ours — to emphasise the Great Thought em- 
bedded in this paragraph. It is really wondeif ul how seldom 
these electric cars stop to consider how many people they 
have inside. 

“Nearly the whole of England and Wales, if it could have heeu seen 
from a balloon, would have been snow-covered.” 

The Daily Telegraph 
Evp as it was, with, aohody looking at it from a balloon, 
quite a large part of the country was under snow. 

Sir Heskt Cottos has said in Tlie New Age that the 
partition of Ben^ was “the greatest blunder that had 
committed in India since Clive won Plassey.” If 


been 


Clive a victory at Plassey was not exactly a blunder we 
can quite understand that Sir Hekrt regards it as a verv 
unfortunate occurrence. 


OUR CHRISTMAS PUDDING. 

Dear Mr. Pmch,—l have been reading your tragi- 
comedy about the charms in the plum pudding, and feci 
particularly sympathetic because sometlnng ot the sanio 
kind very nearly wrecked my own happiness on Christ- 
mas Day. Fortunately the issue was a triuinph of mind 
over matter-or perhaps 1 ought to say love over loatli- 
It happened like this. We bad just arrived at 
the pudding stage, and I felt it wah the moment of my 
life, and Lizzie, our maid, felt it was the moment of 
hers, as she bore ifc to the table in triumph, and I could 
see she ’d been having a grim struggle in getting it out 
of the saucepan, for her face was post-office red, and she 
had forgotten to turn her sleeves down. Personally, 1 
had never made a Christmas pudding before, as I have 
only just begun to keep house for my brother Harry, 
and I could see he looked a bit^ anxious, for we had 
already had one or two trifling failures. 

Mr. and hlrs. Bostock and Dick Barry were dining 
with us, not that I care for the Bostocks a bit, but I 
wanted to please them because they can be useful to 
Harry ; but I do care for Dick, and I particularly wanted 
him to see how domesticated I was, because — well, 
every woman will know why. The pudding certainly 
looked a picture, its rich brown complexion showing a 
vivid contrast to the red holly berries that crowned it, 
and in its firm yet spongy interior I had hidden the 
usual mascots — a threepenny-bit for riches, a wedding 
ring for marriage, and a thimble for spinsterhood. I 
managed to give Mr. Bobfcock the slice with the three- 
penny-bit in it, and he w’as delighted at the attainment of 
more riches; but at the second mouthful I noticed a 
queer expression cross his face, as he helped himself 
again to brandy sauce and passed it significantly across 
to his wife. An eloquent silence fell upon us, till Harry 
began talking eagerly about the Budget; but even if I 
had been interested I couldn’t have joined in, for 1 w^as 
too occupied with wondering what it could be that made 
the pudding taste of camphor. The eggs were all right, 
I knew, so was the fruit and the suet, and I had just 
determined that Lizzie must have used a lump of 
camphor instead of soda in w'ashing the forks, when 
Mrs. Bostock gave a startled ejaculation and stared at 
something on her plate. Everybody stopped eating 
with wonderful willingness. 

What is ifc, Mrs. Bostock? ” I exclaimed. 

“ You ought to know that best,” said Harry, hooking 
up the offending object on his fork. It was a soft, 
whitish thing, and looked like a flabby capsule of sodden 
paper. 

‘‘Why, it’s only the thimble,” I exclaimed, much 
relieved. 

” The thimble ! ” fcliey all cried, incredulously. 

” Yes,” I replied. ” I couldn’t find my silver one, 
so I put in Lizzie’s. It was made of celluloid, and I 
expect the — ^the goodness has all boiled out of it.” 

“Good Heavens! We’re poisoned,” groaned Mrs. 
Bostock. 

Harry turned on me with a face like a thunder-cloud. 

“You must be mad/' he said. “ I thought you had 
more sense. No wonder the beastly stuff tasted of 
camphor.” 

""Camphor, indeed!” exclaimed Mr. Bostock. “Do 
you know, young lady, that celluloid contains nitric and 
sulphuric acid and chloride of lime? ” 

I shook my head. If I ’d tried to speak I should have 
-As it was, my eyes were full of tears. 

All excellent things for the system when taken in 
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HEREDITARY INSTINCT. 

Suffragette Mother (snatctiing a spare moment from really important things to visit the nursery). “ But, mt dear child, what are you 
CRYING FOR, WITH ALL THESE NICE TOYS ? WflAT CAN YOU WANT ? ” Infant. “ BOO-HOO ! I WANT A VOTE I ” 


small quantities,’* said Dick Barry. “It’s the best! 
pudding I ’ve ever tasted, Miss Mabel. May I have i 
some more, please? ” 

And, in spite of all they could say to dissuade him, j 
he had another slice, and nobly ate every bit, and if Mr. j 
Carnegie knew about it I believe he ’d give him some 
Hero-money. As it was, he only got the wedding-ring; 
and when, after the Bostocks had gone, and we had 
been engaged about seven minutes, he asked Harry if 
he would trust my life to him, Harry replied — 

“Certainly, if you’ll trust yours to her.” Which 
showed that the nitric acid and chloride of lime were 
still rankling. Yours sincerely, Mabel Green, 


“Willett, William, builder of fine modem bouses; famous as the 
inventor of the method of saving daylight, embodied in the Bill of 1908; 
blessed, but not yet adopted by Parliament ” 

The Daily Mail Year Booh. 

We advise Mr. Willett, whatever other structures he erects, 
not to build too much on the last clause of this sentence. If 
Parliament refused to adopt him while the Bill for feeding 
school children was under discussion, there is not likely to 
be another chance for some time. However, he has been 
blessed, which is something. 

A poitAnaire, who has been in his time too much 
sounded by the medical profession, suggests that the new 
year, nineteen-nine, should be known as the Annus 'pul- 
monaAus. 


CONSOLATION. 

Yes, there ’s no doubt who it is — ^though perhaps it 
seems strange to you 

How the fleet years should so graciously alter your 
look; 

Hardly you 'd guessed that Time’s fingers could make 
such a change to you, 

Save for the Horror that smirks from that photograph 
book. 

Look at that waistcoat — suggestive of round-the-town 
roystering ; 

Look at your manner in ties and your beast of a hat ; 

Look at yourself as you seemed, in the halcyon cham- 
pagne-and-oystering 

Days of your youth, when you went about vestured 
like that ! 

Do you at times get a longing for lost juvenility? 

Do you, from peaceful backwaters of forty or so, 

Hanker for days when, assured of a wondrous ability. 

You were to lead all the world in the way it should go ? 

Well, if you do, and the heyday of youth comes and 
cries to you, 

Cries of old days ere the silver cord stretched and 
grew thin, — 

Turn to your Aunt’s book of photos, for that is my 
soundest advice to you; 

See what you looked in the ’eighties — and find Con- 
solation therein ! 
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Games. 

1908. year marks an epodi in the 

LooKiNci back on the past year 1 can ijigtory of Games. Wc have retired from 
see that it has been (as nsual) one of football and are not the cricketer we 
noble endeavour; b-equently irustrated, on the other hand, we have 

but invariably well-meant. In accord- j^^ade immense strides in croq[iiet. We 
anre with the custorn of the newspapers j^^p^ove slowly at billiards. In Novem- 
I have set down hci^ its record of potted the red rather neatly, and 

achievement in the different provinces everybody said, “There’s no getting 

11 ^ ^ away from that — ^he must have meant 
i offer this to the public in fiOl confidence of f^o^. it 

of their sympathy and appreciation. gpoii it to explain. In the early 

Art. ' part o£ the year we could have shown 

^Ve Lavo had our pliolograpTx Uken you a trick or two in Diabob. Dumg 
for the 6rHt time for iany yeai's, and if October we issued dmllenges to Goxrn 
the result isn’t Ait I don’t know what and Bumrs-' £10,000 to the nearest 
is. The photognipher said; “ Would win, lose or Ue, but luckily 

you like them eu aWiouette or straight- tl^ey were not accepted. That is all, 
fronted?” We said in French that wc except that I can no longer jump the 
had thought of carles de visile. The ancestral herbac^us border, as the gar- 
result is a sort o£ tlu*ec-quarter face with dener keeps on discovering. 


one wing forward, and tlie man insists Hydrostatics. 

that we imist have looked like t^t once. AnniiiiEDKs’ Principle-that if a heavy 
Hie only other aclnevement in the world j ^ ^ 

of Art IS a moleskin waistcoat of some n-n 

distinction. I had no idea that moles ?! 


rr T XTu. equal amomit of water gets out onto 

.1 f if A quickly - ^s'^demonstrated 


.1 . 1 h i xi biLt: Jiiciu uoiCAxy — was utriiiuiisiicitct-i 

« + hoov below, who, however, 

coloured skin imdenlth. As he has 

been there and I liaven't,! cannot argue ® 

^ h». .utogete ; good s 

Bicycling. ^eet lower down. 

At the heginniug of the year our eldest Indigo, 

brother sold our bicycle for a sovereign Indigo has maintained its status quo 
and gave the sovereign to our second throughout 1908. There have been 
brother. A bad year for Bicycling, occasions during the year when we had 
therefore, almost decided to be an Indigo planter 

Science. in Assam rather than stick it in this 

(I thought for the moment Science beastly country. On each occasion the 
began -with a C, which is vrby it comes weather cleared just before we had 
in here.) packed the sandwiches. 

Several important discoveries have Husic. 

been made in 1908. For instance, the a j x- vi ^ n j? 

small wdiite raspberries in tapioca pud- ^ 

ding are to bo there; you always notable truunphs upon tbe pianola 
thought that they had got in from some ^ ^ T®^ “Jf elapsed.^ W e 

Other dish, when the cook wasn’t look- ^ ^ Sonata Appassionata 

ing. And wlien your watch gains a ^ f^hufflnig Jasper with equal verve 
foot you don’t put the regulator to A The fruitiness and 

becaiise it is advancing, but to 5 because flavour of our rendering of 

you w’iint to retard it. (Or else the other Valse Tzigane, iSo. L192, J9 J, 


way round— j. nave lorgotteii again, “ — ; 

Anyh<nv, I found out that I had been iJ®'V’er be forgotten. In July one 

doing it -wrong.) Another discovery tlie black notes stuck down and re- 
made in tbe early part of tbe year was budge for some time ; but we 

the meaning of the phrase “Bank Rate up at last with the potted-meat 

Vnchangecl,'” but that is too technical ^ ®^y> ^ ^ think much of 

to explain here. A record year for 1^^® pace and staying power 

Science. a good strider; quite a useful 

Education. over timber he might be ; but he is 

_ Ji.. 


forgotten 


kindly return by the end of the month 


rather crudely. You know wliiit doctors 
are. And you know how wdiite mice 
icill exercise. The tailor said Walter 
was too small to make u]) into a white 
waistcoat, even an evening one, and that 
he would be hopeless as a tie. 1 
advertised for a wJiile mole, but they 
seem to be rare. Altogether 1908 was 
a sad year for pots. 

Thought. 

Perhaps the past year was above all a 
year for Thought. To the pursuit of 
Thought we devoted many afternoons in 
many positions. Some ])eople w^ouhl 
find it impossible to think properly in 
one of those hard, wooden office chairs 
with the corrugated backs, but 1908 
proved that the impossible could bo 
achieved — that one could be as busy in 
these as elsewhere. 

Xylonite. 

Wc did not do any of this. 

Yclept. 

We were yclept every morning punctu- 
ally at 8 (and arose punctually at 9.30) 
throughout the year. 

Zeugma. 

^ I suppose you thought I couldn’t do 
X. Y. Z. Well, this is just to show you. 
In the ordinary way, of course, I should 
have referred to the zeugma under 
Music. We ordered a low-strung one 
last month, but it has not yet been 
delivered. 

So much for my record of the past 
year. Reading it over on this first early 
morning of the New Year, I feel that *1 
have not spent the twelvemonth in vain. 
At the end of it I can say truthfully that 
I am, if not a year wiser, at least a year 
, older, a year fatter. And now, as it is 
just two o’clock, I will start the New 
Year well by carrying out any first reso- 
lution — that of going to bed early, 

A. A. M. 

■ ^ •* The spacious days of Elizabeth, when tlie 
Englishman, half explorer, half warrior, half 
freebooter, half patriot, itded the Spaiiibh 
j\Iaiu.” 

From T. P.’s Weekly, wMch. is publish- 
ing a series of articles on “Literarv 
‘ Taste and How to Form it.” 


Science. 


1908 lias not been wholly liarren. We lacking in— what shall I say? 

a-re learnt where Bosnia is. Adagio eon nwlto espres^one ma non 

troppo, if you know what I mean. 


XJKiaiHiX 10 . . 1 S . -r- 

troppo, It you know what I mean. 

Fiuaiice. 

The old system of keying no accounts Walter, tlie white mouse, perished in 
and ne\'® fflmg m the wimterfoils of May. The doctor said it was too much 
[ cheques agam answered admirably. exeroise on an empty— well, he put it 


“In accordance with his annual custom, an 
unknown benefactor walked into the cabhier’s 
office of the Church Army last week, handed 
over a cheque for £500, and left without waitins 
for thanks. ® 

As OTeat quantities of this parasite are in 
demand at this season, a word or two from the 
Garden’ as to how to,” &c., &c. 

Western Daily Press, 

Our own comment would have been that 
the signature on the cheque might have 
given a clue to the benefactor’s identity 
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DONT’S FOR DEBUTANTES. 

m.— THE ETIQUETTE OF THE COUNTEY HOUSE 





Remember that ip you are young and unmarried you are likely DON’T let ihe mln imagine that the billiard-room is lxolu&iv"ely 

TO BE overlooked ; SO MAKE YOURSELF NOTICEABLE FROM THE FIRST. ' FOR THEIR USE, AND THAT WOMEN SHOULD PLAY BY WITATIOK ONLY. 
DON’T COME BY ANT TRAIN SUGGESTED TO YOU BY YOUR HOSTESS — | DON’T PRETEND AN INTEREST IN THE ORDINARY GAME IF YOU DO NOT 
ARRIVE AT SOME UNUSUAL HOUR. ABOUT 7.59 (iP THE DINNER-HOUR IS 8) FEEL IT. A COMBINATION OF BlLLURDS AND HoCKEY IS FOUND BY M Us'Y 
WOULD BE RATHER EFFECTIVE. 1 PEOPLE MORE AMUSING, AND TS CONSIDEBABIY EASfFR TO TFARN 












iW.i 




111.1 


DON’T BE FORMAL OR STILTED IN YOUR LANGUAGE. TlIUS, SHOULD AbO^E ALL, DON’T BE SHY. 1F YOU SHOULD CONTEMPLATE 1.VK1NG A 
YOU COLLIDE WITH ANOTHER GUEST ON THE StAIRS, DON’T ON ANY BATH, AND FIND THE ROOM ENGAGED, DON T SCUTTLE BACK TO YOUR 
ACCOUNT SAY “PaBDON ME” UNLESS YOU WTSH TO BE MISTAKEN FOR BED-ROOM AND PERHAPS ALLOW A SECOND PERSON TO GET A BATH BEFORE 

AN American. Say “Sorry, old chap,” unless the guest should you — sit down outside the door. 

HAPPEN TO SPEAK FIRST, IN WHIOIt CASE SIMPLY SAY “ NaUGHTY ! ” 
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SERIALS FOR ALL. 

IV. 

Our next specimen is from The Athe- 
ncBum. Its title is 

IRENE’S ERROR, 

A Study In Reparation. 

Princi'pal Characters : 

Welred Russell, a patient compiler. 

Ida, his daughter. 

Martin Cutter, a reviewer. 

Irene Panksnat, a female novelist, 

Mostyn Dasent, a male novelist. 

O’Decimo, a publisher (known as the 

Jew O’Decimo). 

Synopsis of Previous Chapters. 
Weired Russell, having just completed 
his magnum opus on the protective colour- 
ing of postage stamps, goes off to Broad- 
stairs for a week’s rest before he begins 
a new work. He takes the MS. with 
him to number the pages. While he sits 
on the esplanade with his daughter, she 
attracts the attention of O’Decimo, who 
also is staying there, and he determines 
to marry her. He therefore contrives a 
rencontre with her father, whose name he 
knows, and by gross flattery wins his 
way into Russell’s heart. Russefl im- 
proves the occasion by tendering his MS. 
for publication, and the Jew O’Decimo 
is so enamoured that he not only takes 
it, but offers £100 on account of a 16 
per cent, royalty, thirteen to count as 
twelve, which are better terms than 
Russell had ever received before. The 
only condition is that Miss Russell shall 
bring the proofs every day as they are 
read to the ofi&ce. Miss Russell, who 
meanwhile is secretly engaged to Martin 
Cutter, a reviewer, temporarily agrees, as 
she knows it is her fether’s only chance 
of getting his book published. 

O’Decimo therefore goes off with the 
MS., and puts it in his safe. It happens 
that he has there also the last new 
novels by Miss Irene Panksnay, What 
of the Night? and Mostyn Dasent, her 
great rival, The Redness of the Bose. 
It happens also that Miss Panksnay, 
goaded to fury by the success of her 
rival, and properly indignant at the 
deplorable tone of some of his purpler 
patches, has determined to break into 
O’Dedmo’s premises and steal and de- 
stroy Mostyn Dasent’s new MS. 

iimed with a skeleton key, she does 
so, opens the safe, abstracts what she 
thinks to be The Redness of the Rose, 
and, hurrying with it to Waterloo 
Bridge, drops it into the Thames. She 
has now just discovered that it was not 
The Redness of theRose, but Mr. Russell’s 
treatise on the protective colouring ol 
postage stamps. 

Chapter VII. 

Irene staggered across the room in s 
state bordering on mania. 

il —I I 

She looked again at the paper, and 
igain read the fatal paragraph : — 

Broken into by burglars last night, the safe 

Df Mr. O’Decimo, the well-known publisher, 
sras robbed of a valuable manuscript of that 
rising author, Mr Weired Russell. This work, 
which had occupied Mr. Russell for many years, 
dealt in the most exhaustive and fascinating 
way with that alluring theme, the protective 
3 olouring of postage stamps That it should 
have excited the cupidity of the thief is there- 
fore not surprising ; but that the world should 
lose it is a matter of the gravest import. 
Mr. O’Decimo has offered a reward of £100 to 
anyone returning it to him and no questions 
asked. 

Irene was in despair. What should 
she do ? She was a humane and just 
woman, and her one idea, she repeated 
to herself, had been to deprive the 
reading public of a book which she 
honestly believed to be a danger. And 
in her foolish haste she bad taken away 
and destroyed the harmless work of a 
deserving author. 

Destroyed ? 

But had she? How long would it 
need for Thames water and Thames 
mud to obliterate and ruin a dosely- 
packed manuscript ? Some days surely. 
There was time even now to dive or 
dredge. 

She started impulsively for the hell, 
but almost immediately checked herself. 
Of what use to dive and dredge? It 
could not be done in private, and to do 
it publicly would be to braud her deed 
— ^her jealousy? 

No, rather must she keep her secret, 
and by all the means in her power make 
]*eparation to the unfortunate Weired 
RusseU, the author. 

Having thus decided, Irene pressed 
the electric button. 

It was answered by a page. (Accord- 
ing to Mostyn Dasent’s quip, this was 
the best page of all her many thousands.) 

“Get me the Post Office Directory,” 
she said in the beautiful silver tones 
that had enchanted so many bazaar 
audiences. 

Tbe boy returned almost in the twink- 
ling of an eye. 

*fiene fluttered the pages breathlessly 
tin she came to Russell. She looked 
down the list — 

Russell, Charles 

Russell, Or, W, E. 

Russell, T. W. 

Russell, Weired 

Ah, there it was. She hastily com- 
mitted the address to her ivory tablet 
and bade the page blow three times for 
1 a taxi. 

“ It ’s only once now,” said the boy. 
i “ Of course,” she said. “ How foolish 
! of me 1 But I am all unstrung,” 

In a few moments the taxi was at the 
door and she was on her way to 131. 
Bloomsbury Street, Welred’s address: 
b only, however, to learn that the familj 
1 was at Broadstairs. 

“ To Broadstairs ! ” she cried to the 
taxi driver. 

“Impossible, madam,” said lie. “I 
have neither the petrol nor tho pluck.” 

“Then drive mo to Charing Cross,” 
she replied, 

V. 

Another example is a chapter from 
the vivid romanco now nmning in The 
Tailor and Cutler . — 

LORD SELVAGE’S FOLLY. 

Principal Characters : 

Lady Angoia Lapel, eldest daughter of 

Lord Kerseymere. 

Lord Selvage of Cashmere, an eccentric 

millionaire. 

Sir White Westoott, a dandy. 

The Marquis of Gaberdine. 

Prince Serge de Vicuna. 

Mr. and Mrs. Home Spuntner. 

Astra Gann, an adventuress. 

BhagginIs, an unprincipled Oriental, 

Lord Selvage’s evil genius. 

Synopsis of Previous Chapters. 

Lord Selvage, a wealthy nobleman 
of great goodness oL heart but deploral)le 
taste in dress, has bet hh friend, Sir 
White Westeott, £10,000 that witliin 
three months he will be the accepted 
suitor of Lady Angola Lapel, the reign- 
ing dibutante of the season. Tjacly 
Angola, on her side, has promised her 
father, Lord Kerseymere, that she will 
never wed a man who weai*s ready- 
made clothes. But she is strangely 
fascinated by Lord Selvage’s personal 
magnetism, and, torn in two between 
love and duty, begs for a week in which 
to consider his proposal, and promises 
to give him an answer at Lord’s on the 
day of the ’Varsity Match, which happens 
to be the^ last day of the three months 
specified in the wager. 

Chapter XI. 

Lord’s on the day of the University 
Match — a brilliant summer day, 
when the most recherche efforts of 
Nature were equalled and eclipsed by 
the triumphs of sartorial art. On all 
sides one saw the cream of England’s 
womanhood ffraltlessly gowned, and the 
fine flower of England’s youth tastefully 
garbed in the height of fashion. It was 
the luncheon interval, and brave men 
and dainty women were refreshing them- 
• selves, after the strain of two hours’ 

; attentive observation, with choice comes- 
‘ tihles and sparkling beverages. 

Admirably placed, Lord Kerseymere’s 
drag, crowded with a bevy of Society 

L celebrities, attracted universal attention, 
and Lady Angola Lapel, in a wonderful 
i tailor-made confection, was the cynosure 
, of every eye. But the proud beauty 
; wore a far-away, distraite air, and paid 
r but little heed to the gay badinage of 
Lord Harris Tweedie and Prince Serge 
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A DETERMINED OPTIMIST. 

‘‘ WrLL, THERE ’S OyfE GOOD THING ABVHT THIS ’eRB WLVTHER, ClKWJlE, THE FTIES D0\'T 
BOTEEB }B2J” 


de Vicuna. Nor was her anxiet.v un- 
natural, for this Wcis the day and tho 
hour on which she had promised to give 
a decisive answer to the most opulent o£ 
her myriad suitors— -Lord Selvage of 
Cashmere. His generosity was a by- 
word, but so was Lis wardrobe. Dressed 
at times in the height of fashion, he 
would at others flout the decalogue of 
Mode by appearing in ready-made suits 
of the most deplorable cut and pattern. 

Suddenly a tremor ran thiough the 
vast assemblage. A strange figure was 
seen approaching the drag. He wore 
brown boots with black spats, blue 
flannel trousers, a grey frock coat tightly 
buttoned across his chest, and -crown- 
ing horror— an American grass straw' 
hat. Strong men fainted and delicate 
women shrieked as he remorselessly 
pushed his way towards the drag. Alone 
Lady Angola retained her seK-possession, 
though her features were drawn wdth 
agony ; and as Lord Selvage — for it was 
he — ^raised his infamous headgear and 
gazed with fond inquiry full in the face 
of his inamorata^ she hissed out the 
single word “ No ” in a thrilling w^hisper, 
and L'^rd vSelvage fell prostrate on the 
emerald swaid. 

There was no more cricket at Lord’s 
that day. The news spread with light- 
ning speed to the pavilion, and the nval 
Blues, by a unanimous vote, resolved to 
cancel a fixture which had been so 
horribly deseciated. 

VI. 

Lastly, we may conclude with a 
severely condensed extract from the le- 
markable psychological serial which is 
appealing exclusively in The Webtmin- 
ster Gazette : — 

THE EGG DANOEE. 

By Alfred James and Henry BAOSHor. 

Trlnovgdl Characters : 

I Arthur Belper, a philosophical states- 
man. 

Mrs. Spangler, an American journalist. 
Hilary Bolland, an ex-diplomatist. 

JoNVH Brumfit, an Imperialist politician. 
Annice Worple, an Eurasian egg-dancer. 
Lord Harbinger, a Tory Democrat. 

Synopsis of Previous Chapters. 

Arthur Belper, a Conservative states- 
man deeply addicted to psychological 
research, has devebped a style so cryptic 
and complicated that none of his sup- 
porters are able to fathom his meaning 
or intentions. After patiently enduring 
his masterly ambiguities for several 
years, they grow restive and resort to 
the plan of employing Mrs. Spangler, 
an American interviewer and accom- 
plished hypnotist, to elicit a comprehen- 
sible eirenicon from Belper which will 
satisfy the conflicting demands of the 
various sections of his Party. The pre- 
liminary negotiations occupy Chapters 


I. — ^XXXVHL, as the result of which 
Belper consents to discuss with Mrs. 
Spangler the basic principles of Psycho- 
Pragmatism, as applied to the re-organ- 
isation of the Primrose League. 

Oilvpter XXXIX. 

The great fact, aU tho while, however, 
admittedly, had been his incalculability, 
since he had “ supposed ” himself, from 
decade to decade, to be allowing, and in 
the most liberal and intelligent manner, 
foi the exigencies of political evolution. 
[Five pages are here omitted, containing 
8,000 commas, 7,000 qualifying adverbs, 
and 16,000 other kinds of words.] 

They entered the office together, our 
young lady and Belper, with a dim 
consciousness of impending calamity, he, 
characteristically, admitting himself with 
his key. [Fifteen pages are here omitted, 


describing the silence in which Belper 
and Mis. Spangler ascended the lift to 
the first floor.] 

“ I believe in the flower,” she broke 
out. “I feel that it wrould have been 
quite splendid — quite huge and im- 
measurable.” 

“ So you had the idea of this ? ” 

“ Of what ? ” sh^ quavered. 

“ Well — of what has happened ! ” 
‘‘But has anything ever ‘happened’? 
I believed at least you’d have persisted 
if he had known that both of us had, so 

to speak, come to ourselves, that is 

“ Then you went so far as to hint 

“ ‘ Far ’ is not the word. I don’t say 
they love him better,” she granted 
tremulously after a luminous pause; 
“ but he is grim and worn, and with 
his great clumsy monocle he does not 
compare with your adorable pince-nez.” 



\ 



l^urfMh 



THEKODEBNB^TISITO 

Mib MUbb. j comfortably dead. 

Ten years ago they used to say They ’ll lay me snugly in the Abbey. 

“ Sabdoo ’ s the drama’s hope.” But he 

who So, scorning critics’ blame or praise 

Desires to fill the stage to-day fSince critics always think it funny 

Should write his play s like M. Banm. That anybody writing plays 
Denounce Peer, Plutocrat and Priest, foranything but money), 

Bich man and poor man, saint and I set all thought of pelf aside, 


smner, 

Dives dyspeptic at his feast, 

And Lazarus without his dinner ; 

Set up the pulpit on the stage — 
The dramatist secure inside it 


And even, while I could, extracted 
A certain melancholy pride 
IVom ranking w’ith the Great Unacted. 


^ fit few, said I, . 

The dramatist secure inside it ^ leading man on half his salary, 

tried it. 


I Untempted by the golden lure 
Of popular appreciation, 

I only lusted to secure 
A small attentive congregation. 

Later, I said, a larger throng 
Will gather round me as a teacher, 
I only need to pitch it strong, 

Like Father Vaughait, mov 
preacher, 


To a half-empty pit and gallery, — 


That is the most I hope at first, 

One of those orgies on a Sunday 
tion. Where censored masterpieces burst 

Like bombshells upon Mrs. Grundy. 

teacher. I can’t pretend to«hope that I 
, ^ Shall rouse the interest Baeker rouses 

at moving When even Mr. GALSwoErHY 

Plays to such very empty bouses, 


But still the drama ’s vogue is far, 

Yes, very far from being ended. 

While Mr. Sotro’s motor-car 
Costs such a lot and looks so splendid. 

Such was my young ambition’s dream. 
But flee ambition, oh, my brothers ! 

Ignore her ignis fatuus gleam 

And realise — with Maugham and 
others — 

’Tis better far to win the bays, 

The gilded bays, of popularity 

Thau spend your days in writing plays 
For one performance at a charity. 

So I will bow in Bimmon’s House, 

And with my fellows make obeisance, 

And nothing any more shall rouse 
My pursy soul from its complacence. 

And if as I descend the aisle, 

Grown rich at last and sadly fatter, 

I catch the bland and mocking smile 
Of G.B.S., what does it matter ? 

I shall have won my piece of earth, 

My M.V.O., my wreath of laurel, 

Have sold my soul for what it ’s worth. 
They buy it. And we needn’t quarrel 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Mr Lloid George "ts statement that 
those who eat plum pudding ought to 
give thiee cheeis Xoi Fiee Trade his 
been successfully chillcnged with the 
aigument thit many of the m 
giedienls aie taxed, and those Fiee 
Tiadcrs who suffcied from indigestion 
on the 25th oi 2Gth ult now know the 
leason why ^ ^ 

“Who invented Chiistmas Caiols^ * 

asks TP^s WeeUij We 

agiee that an itlempt ought 
to be made to fix the respon 
sibility ^ ^ 

* 

Duiing the blizzard a tiain 
from W averley loi King s 
Cioss was snovednp at East 
Linton It now transpires 
that one of the passengeis 
was Lord Dalmeny We aie 
sure the snow could not ha\e 
known this # 

* 

“ Old Mooie ” predicts that 
1909 will be a “red year ’ 

If this lefers to noses, it seems 
likely (at the time of writing) 
thit the prophet will scoie a 


By the by, we are soiiy to 
hear that the sale of Comic 
Noses duiing the festive sea- 
son led to one oi two i egret 
table incidents, owing to leal 
noses being mistaken loi the 
imitation article 

4s 

It IS rumoured from Afiica ^ 
that aU the leading wild 
animals there aie arianging 
a great Marathon Race in the * 

opposite direction for the day 
of Piesident Roosevelt s 

arrival ^ * 

* 

Piesident Castto declares 
tliat he will not present the 
new Venezuelan Government ACasi 

from settling outstanding dis- 
putes with foreign Powers 

This generous undertaking shows him 
to be a good fellow at heart 
* u 

4c 

The statement that Johnson bears no 
maiks of his great fight with Burns is 
denied According to our infoimation 
he is black all over 

4* 4e 
4c 

‘ Six Unbribvble Counoiilors 

Astounding Siori from America” 

So says 2 he Daily Graphic Is this 
q uite kind and cousinly ^ 

4c 4c 
4> 

“ Boss ” Croker has been interviewed 


bv a representative of The New York 
He) aid We give two extiacts — 


VTe leain that one of the Women s 
Suffrage militants wab emplo\ed while 


E'cij young man he said should m pi ison in making men s shirts 


take an interest m politics And ait and I temptation to leave a needle in each 

that pays much ^4c^ 

(2) I would not he a Member of the Biitibh The Vicar of Southbank refused last 
Paihament even if ihey were to make me week to preach a sermon because, he 
Piesident of England he said ‘No one can declared, he was annoyed persibtently 
^ko -myamg but an Amenciu out of me ty a member of the congiegation It 
Peisonally, we dou t want to make anv- i& now runiouied that the last mentioned 
thing out of Mr Croker, hut we do gentleman has received several flattering 
appieciate his childhke candour offeis from other congregations to visit 

- — , their parishes 


A 

w 

T 


A ^ 


The following hues, which 
we ventuie to cull from a story 
in The Sphere^ would seem to 
show how important it is to 
look befoie you sit — “ As he 
paused an instant half-way up 
the stairs, bis eje caught in 
the leflected hght of the street 
lamp, lying carelessly where 
it had been thrown on the 
window seat, the outlines of a 
magnificent party wrap with 
its sable collarette ” 

4c 4c 
4c 

“What IS a Mining Roy- 
alty’ ’ asks a correspondent 
Well, we suppose that the 
plutociat who IS known as 
The Coal King is one 

4e 4c 
4c 

A gentleman writes to The 
Enepress to point out that the 
theimometer which formerly 
stood imder the dock at the 
Maible Arch has not ^et been 
replaced We understand 
that it IS not intended to 
replace it, the authorities being 
utterly ashamed of the va- 
garies of our weather. 


V [Bismarck’s] disciples have 

* •fTk Y times used the threat of war as a 

/ ^ hut the> have 

ne'ver \eiituied to l«t the caonon 
— ~ speak 

^^colsoIous PiAciABisM This IS from an article in 

j of Mimicry u Natunl Histoiv r cently observed m 

thAlondonstreet** “The Chess Board of 

Euiope ” France, we may add 

It was announced last week at Truro in the same metaphor, has often threat- 
that a number of militant vSuffragettes ened to lay a stymie, hut has never yet 
would addiess a meeting in Victoria ventured to huff Germany for giving a 
Square , but none turned up Cabinet miss in baulk Hence the score remains 
Ministeis aie now complaining bitterly at a try all. 

that they have never been the victims 

ot a cruel hoax of this kind 

4c ^ 

* Mr Will Crooks MP on Satui day paid a 

Among those whio attended a lecent second /isit to Poplai Workhouse and sang 
At Home cf the London Society for . The Rocky Road to Dublin to the imnateb 
Women s Suffrage was Signora Cvrlotta Ihe hon Membei was accompanied by Mrs \ 
m CoHTO CuiDGV, who possesses 

votes in Madena Ibis slTonld be one | -Dady Chromcle 

of the Blessed Islands where good i There was going to be no mistake at the 
Suffiagettes go when they die | piano this time 



^^col soious Pi aciabism 

of Mimicry u Natunl Histoiv r cently observed in 
th<» I ondon street" 
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DUMPED DISEAlSES. 

Russian Influenza. 

Measles made in Germany. 

Our head -lines demonstmte once 
again the disastrous results of our quix- 
otic Free Trade policy, and the urgent 
necessity for Protective measures ol: a 
drastic cliaracter in the bacteriological 
vrorld. Statistics show tliat an increase 
of 500 per cent, has taken place during 
the past month in influenza of foreign 
manufacture, and that this is a deliberate 
attempt at dumping in these islands 
diseases for which there is no demand 
in the country of origin, and which are 
of no benefit except that they keep the 
medical facility in work during 
a slack time. What have we ex- 
ported in return ? Nothing but 
a few cases of ophthalmia, flat 
foot, and ansemia of little com- 
mercial value, being the property 
of rejected aliens with less than 
£5 in capital. 

In spite of a letter from the 
German Emperor to the Home 
Secretary, sketching a plan^ of 
campaign against the foreign 
malady, German measles have in 
places completely ousted the 
home-grown article, which is pre- 
ferentially encouraged by only a 
few patriotic British physicians, 
though it supplies equally good 
raw material for the flourish- 
ing industry of patent medicine 
manufacture. 

There is, couA^ersely, an 
alarming falling-off in such an 
invisible import as the All- 
British complaint of Maltese 
fever. With our Crown posses- 
sions and colonies we do prac- 
tically no business except in 
large cases of sea-sickness, 
winch, as they benefit no one 
but the catering departments of 
steamship companies, may in 
one sense be termed an unpro- 
ductive industry. We receive nothing 
from Australia beyond a little “ miner’s 
elboAv” from the gold-fields, while 
African maladies are produced almost 
Avholly for local consumption. 

There is no reciprocity, no Free Trade 
within the Empire to cement it together 
by the means of Preference to All-British 
ailments. Our Protective measures 
against hydrophobia demonstrated how 
easily imports can he controlled. The 
Empire should be seK-contained in the 
matter of diseases, and not dependent 
on foreign supplies in time of war. 

Let us suffer imperially. 

The IStew Bain-Producing Bxplosive. 

”The Fifth Dragoons left for England amid 
numex'oua explosions of popularity. Rains have 
fallen fairly generally throughout the Colony.” 

Qacettsf-oicn Free Preset, 


IN THE TRACK OF THE STORM. 

Snow-flakes from all Quarters. 

[With achnowledgmenls to The Daily Mail ] 

The quality of the snow delivered at 
Sandringham was almost exactly the 
same as that enjoyed by the inhabitants 
at Stepney, E. 

:|e « 

Dui*ing the last 40 y^rs snow has 
fallen in London 34 times under a 
Unionist Government as against only 
18 times when the Liberals were in 
power. 

♦ * 

A Suffragette conceived the novel 
idea of writing “ Votes for Women ” in 


passenger from a snowod-up train near 
Dundee. Up to late last night it had 
not been recovered. 



*** 

Asked for an explanation of the spidl of 
cold weather a well-known scientist siiid 
that in his opinion it (‘ould only ho 

accounted for by the low temperature. 

* * 

Hi 

Snow has proved such a far boiler 
noise-deadener than wood-blo(*ks for 
roadways that several Borough Councils 

are leaving it down as an experiment. 

* * 

There has probably not been so much 

written about snow for 28 years. 

« * 

A list of previous Great Snow- 
storms will be found 

[In other papers. — E d.] 


HOW 


THE 

WAS 


GOOD NEWS 
MADE. 


a 

Scill^Jsks 

kA&onfJ 


BRITAIN IN A BLIZZARD. 

Mai> showing outstanding incidents of the 
(with aojecnowledgments 10 Tee Daily Mail). 


the snow, in Trafalgar Square, ivith the 
butt-end of a dog-whip, 

♦ ♦ 

* 

Weather experts tell us that we must 
thank Greenland for the recent cold 
snap. We fail to see the necessity. 

A great deal of the snow at Newcastle, 
it was noticed, fell direct into the river. 

4c 4c 
4c 

A bumper of cod-liver oil before bed- 
time is recommended by the medical 
profession as the “ best blizzard bever- 
age.” 

4c 4e 
4c 

The fourteenvli bole at North Berwick 
looked quite different owing to the 
bunkers being full of snow. 

4c 4c 
4c 

A threepenny-piece was dropped by a 


“Am I disgracefully late?” 
whispered Phyllis’s molber to 
our mother, as she came into 
church alone. (Phyllis is stay- 
ing with an aunt in Austnilia.) 
“I had five letters from Aus- 
tralia, and I simply had to read 
them all before I could start.” 

“ Really ? ” whispered our 
mother with unfeigned interest. 

“ Yes, five,” said Phyllis’s 
mother, beaming. “And I do 
hope your rheumatism is better.” 

“ Phyllis is engaged,” said our 
mother to us at lunch. 

“ At last ! ” said sister Amy. 
“How relieved Phyllis’s mother 
will be ! ” said sister Margy. 

“ How do you know ? ” said I. " 
“Phyllis’s mother told me that 
she had five letters from Australia 
this^ morning,” said our mother, 
as if no further evidence was 
■required. 

“But ...” said I. 

“I could see by the way she said it. 
Of course she is engaged.” 

“ Of course she is,” said Amy. 

Of course,” said Margy. Tliereupon 
I withdrew, as I was clearly intended to 
withdraw, from active part in the con- 
versation. 

One of the letters would he from 
Phyllis,” said Amy, “ written before he 
proposed. She would say that it was 
still raining and she was enjoying her- 
self frightfuUy and didn’t want to come 
home a bit. She would write that in 
the afternoon, and they would go out 
and post it together. On the way hack 
he would propose, and she would write 
another letter to catch the same mail. 
They would go out and post that to- 
gether. She would be so phased that she 
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wouldn't mind the extra stamp a bit, 
and he would think it was the nicest 
pillar-box he had ever seen." 

"Two," said Margy. "The 
third would be from him, saying 
what a lucky man he was, and what 
a sweet girl Phyllis was, and might 
he come to England to see Phyllis's 
mother, and Phyllis said if he did 
he would fall more in love with her 
than he was with her, and what a 
sweet girl Phyllis was, and what a 
lucky man he was." 

" The fourth would be from the 
aunt, telling Phyllis's mother all 
about his family, with just a post- 
script to say how glad Phyllis's 
mother will be, and what a blow it 
will be to lose her daughter." 

"The fifth would be from the 
uncle, with just a few words about 
the financial position and all the rest 
about his cold." 

"Whose cold?" I asked. 

" The uncle's, of course. I sup- 
pose Phyllis's mother will write to 
Phyllis, saying she cannot bear the 
idea of losing her. ..." 

" Having sent her out for no other 
purpose! " 

" . . • , and though she doesn't 
want to spoil Phyllis's happiness 


she cannot promise anything yet. 
Then she will write to him a letter, 
more kind than enthusiastic, saying 
what a treasure Phyllis is, and that 
she does not know whether she can 
see her way to parting with her 
daughter." 

" Isn't it possible ... ? " said I, 
boldly. 

"No, it isn't," snapped Amy. 
" Leave him alone ; he is only a man. 
I wish he would go on overeating 
himself, and not interfere in things 
he doesn't understand. What shall 
we wear? " 

My sisters went to tea with the 
De Wintons in the afternoon (with 
intent) and the De Wintons always 
sup with the Priestleys on Sunday 
nights. Violet Priestley is en- 
gaged to Jack Hammond, and I met 
Grace Hammond in town on Monday 
afternoon. 

" I have some news for you," she 
said, " if you will promise not to tell 
a soul. I oughtn't reaiiy to tell any- 
one, but you are different." I did 
not promise anything, but that did 
not seem to make any difference. 
"Phyllis is engaged. Isn't it a 
good thing? Fancy if she had been 


sent out all the way to Austria for 
nothing! " 

"Or worse still to Australia!" 
said I. 

" He is a tall dark man with a 
black moustache. His father is a 
judge, and his family is the oldest in 
the colony. Phyllis had written to 
her mother about coming home, and 
he went with her to post the letter. 
On the way back she told him what 
the letter was about (wasn't it clever 
of her?) and he proposed then and 
there. He has written to Phyllis's 
mother, and promised to settle on 
Phyllis . . . but I mustn't say how 
much. Phyllis is coming home at 
once, and he is going to put his farm 
straight and follow by the next boat. 
The wedding will be early in Janu- 
ary, and immediately afterwards 
they are going back to America." 

"Why don't they try Australia?" 
I suggested. 

" Same thing," she said. " What 
do you think of it all, and what am 
I to wear? " 


Later I met Phyllis's mother. 
"They tell me," I said, "that 
you had five letters from Australia 
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yesterday. Let me congratulate 
yea heartily/* 

‘'Thank you very much/* she 
said. I love letters from a dis- 
tance, and it is nice to hear from 
one’s little nephews and nieces. Tive 
separate letters describing a chil- 
dren’s paity they had been to. But 
I do wish they ’d tell me something 
about Phyllis and when she thinks 
of coming home/’ 


IN SUMMER-TIME OR WINTEEr 
TIME. 

In Summer-time, in Summer time — 

But that was years ago — 

No day was ever long enough, 

For none was ever slow. 

And those who romped and frolicked then 
Through every flowery day 
In cheer! Illness and innocence 
Were like the birds at play. 

The birds they had a brighter note, 

The flowers a deeper glow— 

But that was in the Summer- time 
A hundred years ago. 

In Winter-time, in Winter-time 
How cheerily went the hours ! 

The holly then was all oiir joy ; 

We had no thought of flowers. 

The holly-berries seemed to have 
A brighter tint of red ; 

The lawn, so green in Summer days. 
With w’hiter snow was spread ; 

And every cheek with health was flushed 
From sporting in the snow — 

But that was in the Winter-time 
A hundred years ago. 

In Winter-time or Summer-timo 
What ineiTy songs were sung, 

Wiien every step was light as air 
And every heart was young. 

Then, whether robed in rustling green 
Or cloaked in silent white, ^ 

The trees, the tall familiar trees, 

Looked j Ubt supremely right. 

But now the songs are weak and few, 
And nothing seems to show 
As in the old and happy days 
A hundred 3’-ears ago. 


Too Young at Sixty-Nine, 

“ The Eail of Leicester, who has jn-st cele- 
brated liis eighty-sixth birthday and -who ih the 
‘ Father * of the House of Isolds, is one of the 
mo'st remarkable living examples of family 
longevity. The long period of 154 years has 
elapsed since his lather was born, and his 
lather was in his sixty-ninth year at the time of 
his birth .” — Weatinineter Gazette. 

But surely that cannot be regarded as 
a fair start ? 


**In tih'' Peak district of Derbyshire the 
yesterday was covered to a depth of several 
inches .” — The Daily Chronicle. 

But, we still ask, where are the snows 
of yester year ? 


THE OLD STYLE IN THE LANE. 

PeLcr Pan and Pinkie between them 
don t seem to have done much damage 
to tiio old stock-pantomime, if one may 
judge from the huge audience that sat 
palienllj’’ through most of tho Licit 
Wliitthujton show at Drury Lane on New 
Year’s Eve. I cannot say what may 
have happened duiiog the dinner-hour, 
but a great deal of patience was needed 
after that. The songs that I heaid, 
topical or other, were poor stuff, the 
knockabout business rather tedious, and 
the humour of the dialogue pielty thin, 
except wdien Mr. Wilkie Bard relieved it. 



I can well believe that Mr. Arthur 
Collins has once moie surpassed himself 
in the splendour and costliness of liis 
scenery and dresses, for that is what 
they always say ; and, indeed, the alder- 
manic ideal was very sumptuously illus- 
trated in the Harbour of Gold, but I 
would gladly have done with smaller 
crowds and a little more real dancing, 
in place of all that trotting and skipping 
through a maze of stuffy, meaningless 
manoeuvres. 

I have nothing tosayagainstMiss Truly 
Shvttdck, for the courage with which 
she carries off a name like that dis- 
arms criticism, and, after all, she did 
just wliat she was supposed to ; hut one 
longed to exchange her Prince of Phau- 
tasia for just a moment of Pickle or the 
Queen of the Fairies from His Majesty’s. 
Mr. Wilkie Bard found a godsend in 
his catch- song, “She sells sea-shells on 
tho sea-shore,” which, with the assist- 
ance of a confederate in the dress-circle, 
be tried to make the audience learn by 
heart. His quiet humour was very 
pleasant indeed. So was that of Mr. 
George Ali, as Mouser. Ignoring the 


acrobatic traditions of the pantomiiLO 
cat, lie gave a superb exhibition of 
intclligeitt rescive. iMitb J\Lvrte George 
net given much chance for her 
gamin erics ; Miss Queenie Leighton was 
li aimlessly conventional as the Principal 
Boy ; and liliss LlAniE AVilson made a 
pretty and natural Alice. Those who 
conlri\cd to liear her voice thought that 
she sang nicely. Mr. Aubrey Fitzoerai.d 
introduced some clever burlesque, but be 
was meant for better things and better 
company. 

I am half afraid that I have not writ- 
ten with quite that lavish enthusiasm 
which is expected of (and usually sup- 
plied by) the critic of Drury Lane pan- 
tomime. 1 must try again another year. 


THE INCOMPLEAT BURGLAR. 

He w’as at it again last night. I 
woke with a start, and heard him 
stealthily cutting a pane out of the 
French window dowuistairs. After 
that he crept into tho house, and 
padded quietly about the ground-floor 
rooms, appropiiatuig anything that 
took his fancy. Yet this morning, 
when I wont down to breakfast, the 
window-pane was puttied in its frame 
again, as neatly as if a glazier had 
done the job, and nothing was 
missing. 

Strictly speaking, I suppose I 
ought to have gone down to attempt 
his capture. But I really don’t 
know what I should have done w’lth 
him if 1 had caught him ; I am averse 
from bloodshed, especially in the 
home, and, with the policeman pass- 
ing only once in twenty-four hours, 
there might have been some awkward 
delay — ^time which it w’ould be 
difficult to fill in tactfully — before 
the moment for giving him into 
custody arrived. So, knowing by 
now that he always restores what he 
picks up, I merely lay still and 
listened. “ It is only honest Burglar 
Bill,” I said to myself. ” Presently 
his better matuie will gain the upper 
hand again, and he will go away, an 
erring but not a dishonest man.” 

Before I understood his idiosyn- 
crasy I did look for him once or 
twice, with a poker. But the only 
result of this enterprise was to excite 
the dog, who had not heai’d the 
intruder, but joyfully welcomed 
the supposition that a new, a bettor 
era was dawning, and that sociability 
was to be extended henceforth into 
those dull, small hours that hang so 
heavily at times on one's paws. 
Burglar Bill evaded me altogether, 
and, on the whole, I am not sorry 
that ho never came within reach of 
my poker. 
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Some people say that the chang- 
ing temperature of the night air can 
make floorboards creak, and cause 
staid old arm-chairs or bureaus to 
kick out. Perhaps; but the night 
air was never yet cooled that could 
take a pane out of a window and put 
it in again. People who doubt the 
existence of Burglar Bill are cynics, 
with no belief in the ultimate good- 
ness of human nature; but for the 
sake of such a belief I cling to my 
theory of a strong, erring man whose 
conscience ever pricks him when the 
really difficult part of his job is over. | 
I can see him doing silent battle with 
his evil angel in the dark rooms 
downstairs, the veins on his brow 
standing out in the intensity of the 
struggle. Slowdy, for it means food 
and drink to him, he puts back the 
cruet-stand that he has abstracted 
with such patient skill from the side- 
board cupboard; slowly the tears 
trickle down his fuiTowed face; then, 
in an agony of remorse, in altogether 
uncontrollable agitation, he runs up 


a few stairs and down again, plays 
one muted note on the piano — have ! 
never been able to account for this — | 
and so, having robbed one of nothing j 
but sleep, passes out silently and 
sorrowfully into the night. 


“ Particularly handbome auci chaste is a bugar 
dredger of Empire design Also verj service- 
able in navy seige Dundee Courier 

In this hne a more popular speciality is 
a milk strainer, which gives the milk 
that blue tint so much sought after by 
connoisseurs. 


Home ! 

“ llie moment of time T\heii one year quietly 
“ A tramway car at Merthyr yesterday changes into another we all know, but the 
jumped the rails and broke into the beautiful imperceptibility is less eMdent ” 
boundary wall of the Drill Ilall, where Daily Telegraph 

it lodged.”— T/ie Daily Mirm\ it happens that we cannot 

see the imperceptible \ 


“ By counting the number of glasbeb between 
the appaiition and the hrst glass the month in 
which the event lequired to happen will come to 
pass may be ascertiined Woman's Life 

And so it comes about that the event 
required to happen is, in the case of 
topers, often postponed for many years. 

“Lost, Brown Purse Finder please return 
Ladies’ Gyinnabinm ’* 

A large order. The Finder will have 
to do it gradually, starting on Monday 
with the parallel bars. 


An Impossible Fable. 

Once upon a time there was a very ! 
rich man who denied himself nothing, 
entertained lavishly, and lent money to > 
all his friends. 

In course of time, ah hough he was 
very rich, these habits brought him to 
poverty. 

When the friends to whom he had lent 
money heard that he was impoverished 
they rallied round him and repaid him 
everything. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned ClerJts.) 


charcoal-burners, I incline to think myself defrauded if there 
is not an ogre or two in the tale and a sprinkling of fairies. 
This, however, may be mere prejudice, and there is much in 
Little Peter to make amends. Peter himself, for instance, is 


1 AM tired of stories of the German invasion of England ; wholly delightful. But for that very reason I object the 
of the landing at Felixstowe (is it ?), and the gallant defence more strongly to his end. I do not like nice little hoys, 
by the Mayor ; of the rise of aU the waiters (slow, easy-going especially Peters, to be carried away by angels in the last 
men as they have seemed to me), and the advance upon chapter. Children have no business with the theory that to 
Epping Forest. I wish that for a change ^'failing my little die young is the reward of amiability. For one thing, it 
romance of the Sandjak invasion of Novi-bazar) somebody puts a premium on bad tempers. 

would give us the story of a French or an Italian raid. 

Nevertheless I am grateful to Mr. H. G. Wells. The War Dan to Beersheha (Heiotimann) is the happily-named title 
in the Air (George Bell) shows us Germany once more as of Mr. Archibald Colquhoun’s latest work. To the already 
the aggressor ; but this time it is America upon whom her voluminous and valuaWe story of the author’s travels in four 
double eagle eye is cast. The accounts of the air-fights do continents it adds records and descriptions of Burmah, Siam, 
not move me much, but the adventures of the Cockney hero Southern China, Central America and South Africa, where 
on Goat Island, Niagara, are thrilling. This is Bert Small- he made the acquaintance and gained the confidence of Cecil 
loays, one of the great Ki'pps family, which only Mr. Wells Erodes. The South Africa Company, under that great man’s 
can draw; and he is so well done that I could have wished direction, was at the time engaged in annexing the vast 
he had been the hero of a humbler tale. Until, that is, we territory now known as Ehodesia. Mr. ^ Colquhoun was 
got to Goat Island, when I was all for more fighting. The appointed to administrative post with promise of eventually 
Wa^ in the Air is an immensely interesting story, well 1 having charge of Mashonaland. His narrative of the advance 




— of the Chartered Com- 

I pany’s force, led by Mr. 
Selous and captained 
by Dr. Jameson, is new 
and full of interest. 
There are few men of 
the present day who 
have journeyed so far as 
•Mr. CoiQUHOUN. ^ Fewer 
still combine with the 
passion for travel the 
gift of making the 
leader share their plea- 
sure, whilst escaping 
^ 1 their privations. 


written, of course; but of the Chartered Com- 

it seems to lack single- x Pony’s force, led by Mn 

Bell), to send him in- — 1 ^7 / — L unanimous youthful 

numerable readers, and EXPLODED REPUTATIONS.—VH. tradition — indifferent, 

yet one cannot furnish Leander. and Lady Eitohie’s 

the least hint of it with Fairy Blackbtieh in the 

out giving away enough to spoil the interest, excepting for Blackstick Papers (Smith, Euder) is of the easy-going, 
j those cautious readers who guard against shocks by taking garrulous, gossipy kind, dainty and easy of movement, agile 
the last chapters of a story first. But perhaps I may in speech, reminiscent in mood. She loves to stand meditat- 
mention two subsidiary attractions. There is a most endear- ing on Brighton Parade, that no longer neglected thorough- 
ing set of people in it, and my own appreciation of them is ffire, or to muse in the windows of a house on the front, and 
not, let me confess, affected by the fact that one or two there to call up the ghosts of past literature and dead fashions 
of them owe much to the tactfulness of their former indiscre- — ^the literature of Thackeray, the fashions of a day rather 
tions. And there are opened several vistas of thought which earlier. These Blaekstick Papers, by Thackeray’s daughter, 
make the book a good deal bigger than its three hundred appearing lately in the Gornhill, wisely avoid comparison 
and fifty-odd pages, closely printed. If I were to try to with the Eoundahout Papers which Thackeray himself con- 
build a sort of literary Colossus out of the many novels I tributed half-a-century ago to the same magazine, then in its 
have read this last year, Mr. Mallock’s book would certainly infancy. 

supply the brain for the whole. ” . 




EXPLODED REPUTATIONS.— VH. 
Learder. 


There are fairies and 
fairies, pixies and pig- 
mies, good and bad, 
but none — according to 
unanimous youthful 
tradition — indifferent, 
and Lady Eitohie’s 
Fairy Blackbtiek in the 


Of the making of literary Peters there is no end, nor does 
it appear that some among the older ones lose with time 
their power to charm. Of such is evidently Lucas Malet’s 
Little Peter (Frowde, Hodder and Stoughton), who makes his 
reappearance in a dainty new suit of white-and-gold, with eight 
most sympathetic and really illustrative pictures by Charles E. 
Brock. It is a guise in which he will be very welcome at this 
holiday season. Personally, when I am given a book about a 
little boy who lived, once upon a time, at the edge of a dark 
wood, the son of poor but honest parents, and intimate with 


Germany, according to The Standard's Beilin correspon- 
dent, is much exercised as to what Englishmen wear in 
town. 

I “ The dispute arose at a rehearsal of the English play Mrs. Dot. 
In the first Act some^ men drop in to afternoon tea at five o’clock with 
' a hostess. The question arose, What would these men wear in such 
I circumstances in London ? ” 

! 

I The proper costume would, of course, be a brown-colotired 
I bathing suit, neck to knee. The L.C.O., however, does not 
[ encourage mixed bathing at the hour mentioned. 
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Sir Hubert Herkomer’s protest will on record, consisting of about 
CHARIVARIA« against the enormous sums wbicL are 26,000 words, was proved yesterday. 

Mr. IloosEn:r.T, our omniscient press expended in the purchase of Old It contrasts with the shortest will of 
informs us, is taking one dozen tooth- Masters has caused keen satisfaction 3 words.” Certainly there is a con- 
brushes with him to Africa. Teddy’s among living artists. When one re- trast here, 
fondness for showing his teeth is, of members that for the pi i ^ of a single %* 

course, well known. Eraiiz Hals the Trustees of the National It has often been said that it needs a 

Gkillery might have bought thousands detective to find a lady’s pocket. At 
Yot in the opinion of many dentists of Louis Wains the scandal becomes a sale last week a doteciive discovered a 
the use of the tooth-brush is inadvis- vividly apparent. pocket which went the whole way loiind 

able as it tends to damage the teeth. a lady’s skirt, and it subsequently excited 

Curiously enough, small boys liave Nothing but a stern sense of duty great interest at Marylebone Police Court, 
realised this instincti\ cly from time ira- could have persuaded The Daihj Express *** 

memorial. Thus may we learn wisdom to publish the following telegram the It is, we hear, doubtful, after all, 

h'om the mouths of babes. other day . — “ There is no foundation whether the County Council will erect a 

*** whatever for the statement in The Daily stone at the comer of Edgware Road to 

Prom New Yoi'k comes the news that Mail — ^Knollys, Sandringham.” mark the spot where Tyburn Tree stood, 

during the past . It is feared that it 


during the past r 
twelve months no 
less a sum than 
£18,186,400 has 
been given to pub- 
lic institutions in 
the United States | 
Mr. Oabnegic heads 
the list withi 
£1,487,520, Mr. 
Rockefeller is next 
with £586,800,1 
and Mrs. Sage 
comes third with 
£311,927. With a 
view to promoting 
similar healthy 
competition among 
our own wealthy 
men, a certain en- 
terprising little 
news-sheet, we hear, 
intends to offer a 
prize of Five 
Guineas to the mil- 
lionaire who gives 
most to British 
charities during 
1909. 




CAUTIOUS. 

{Exlrad from Policeman's Evidence.) 

I a suspicious xoise— as it rnonT sb the breaking of ol\ss- 


“ The greatest 

mistake made by modern educators is The cry of “ Back to the Land of 
that they try to kill imagination in Eden” still goes on during the re- 
children,” says the Journal de Qeneve, grettable displacement of the Palace 
The little clucks themselves are all in Theatre’s most popuLr feature. See the 
hivour of the abolition of spanking for following advertisement : — 
stoiy-tdlmg. EMPRESS HALL, EARL’S-COTTRT. 


- It is feared that it 
might prove a 
source of annoy- 
ance to those whose 
ancestors lost their 

lives there. 

* * 

* 

A number of 
boys were fined at 
Newport, Mon., last 
week, for playing 
football in St. 
Julian’s Church. 
It dees not, some- 
how, seem the right 
.place for it. 


“Employment in 
dent’s Outfitting and 
Hosiery ; or would go 
as stocktaking.” 

Liverpool Conrier. 

If the applicant 
could impertonate 
income - tax pay- 
ment in a pleasant 
and convincing 
manner, he would 
be more likely to 
- get a job. 


According to M. Lkstfastt, who has 
just issued a work on Central Africa, 

cannibalism in the Congo is a hygienic mi • • i -x* i. -n- i 
neceasitv on account of the natives re- ^ municipal aiithowt les at Rio de «* ];^gt ]ig Harris 3,300 in 10,000 
quiring salted nourishment. Thisnew Janeu-o have prohibited the weiring of and a heating by 1213 
flieory robs the custom of nil grounds ‘“y of heaclgeai- lu theatres. It tlie wed. 10,000 to 4,513. -TheDady 

IS expected that wearers of wugs wull 


EMPRESS HALL, EARL’S-COURT. 
HRST GRAND FANCY and EVE DRESS 
CARNIVAL. 

TnURSD.AY NEXT. Admission Is. 


. “ ‘ East is East, and West is West, 

And never the twain shall meet.* 
So runs an old couplet.” 

The TatUrm 

We prefer the aged triolet; 

“Oh, oh! 

Anto- 

Nio.” 


of objection— -except possibly on the expected that wea 
! part of the food-stuffs. desperatel.v._^ 

* * _ . . 


i The ups and downs of artists’ repu- the celebiation of the 150th anniversary j 
I tations are always interesting. In a of the opening of the British Museum. 

I competition for pavement artists at the Why not a Dinner to the Mummies? 

Fun City a “ Turner seascape ” gained * 5 jt* 


:uggle desperately. That *s what Stevextson ^ may Lave ' 

^ ^ meant, but it ’s notliing like what he 

Suggestions have been invited as to did. 


“ Lost, Leather Purse, containing Money. 
Finder rewarded.**— Z/a?icafl?ii»'e Daily Post. 

This is one of those self-evident truths 


only a third prize. 


Says The E.rpv€ss : — “ The longest ; which hardly needed saying. 


VOL. cxxivi. 
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A GUIDE TO POPULAR EMOTION. HINTS TO BEGINNERS. 

if^ Mr Deae Totraro Maif,— I’m goiog to assume that you 

xi XI . • lx- i A fn, n^sh, haveu’t done mtich yet. You ’ve tried to start yourself here 

Pt Will be forgotten that iii our last issue we riuoted TJie DaiLy Aiavcii t j .:V Mt. Ti^mcr 

r/imi?eZe’s dictum about journalistic “perspective” aud its approval of and tliere> and very litde good has come of it. . 

tlie principle on which an equal space wais allotted to the accounts of MURRAY and the rest of them have shown a deplorable lack ot 

the disaster in Sicily and the snow-sprinlde at home. We have now to enterprise, and the result is that Sannibal : A Tragedy in Five 

report (on the authority of The Dally Maih ^\hiclL gave nearly half though it was type-written, still reposes in your drawer 

S-fS™. S:"-SStL'^S.xS.w l i. comply mtl mongli *«. .Brie, to Bnke a ydoBj and 


report (on the authority of The Daily Maih ^\hiclL gave nearly half though it was type-written, still reposes in your drawer ‘ 

Cduim rf its cHef irage to the h^ious awiomjce^nt), t^t a company with enough short stories to make a Tolume, and 

standard of lavishness 111 the social life of New lork ivas establisned jr* j t) « toWL nil 

by Mi\ and Mts. GfoiuiE tT. Gould on the occasion of the introduction a sequence of seventy MS. sonnets dcalmt, with all the 
of their daughter Marjorie to New York socuty The enteitahimeut aspects of life. These publishers arc shocking bunglers, oi 
was “the imst gorgeous ill the historj' of the American plutocracy, out- course. They know next to nothing of their own business, 
shining even the lamous Bradley AUrtin entertainment some years ago.”] their only way with genius is to distrust and reject it. 

In Liberty’s chosen patch of earth 


Where all are equal at date of birth, 
Where bullion sprouts in the open air 
And every man is a millionaire — 

If you are anxious to shine aloud 
Above the ruck of the gold-edged crowd, 
It isn’t enough to give a feast 
At fifty dollars per man or beast ; 

It isn’t enough to give a ball 
On an amb“r floor in a topaz hall; 

Nobody notices things like that 
In the mere I'outiue of a plutocrat ; 

Your only hope is to go one more 
Than anyone else has gone before. 

Mr. and Mrs. Gr.oRGE J. Golld 
(Stars of the New York sky, and hchooled 
In the social manners that stamij tliat spot 
As the ultimate judge of wduit is w^bat) 
Saw and seized on a lifetime’s chance 
Of giving a most exclusive dance, 

A filty-tliousand-cloUar rout 
For an innocent daxigliter’s coming-cmt, 
With 80 flunkeys to swell the pomp 
Of little Miss Marjorie’s virgin romp ; 


Still, what are you to do? You can’t force these dull 
fellows to take your work, and print it prettily, and offer it 
to the public, and advertise it all over the press of England. 
You can only hope that some day you may find one of them 
in a lucid interval of literary intelligence. Then, of course, 
Hannibal wall come out, and Mr. Beebboiim Tree will recognise 
in it the one thing he has been looking for, and your fortime 
wiU be made. All that, however, seems to be a long way off, 
and in the meantime, as I said, you’re waiting. You’re 
even thinking of advertising yourself as a potential secretary 
to a Member of Parliament, having heard of cases in which a 
man rose from that position to be a C.V.O. or a member of 
the British Academy or a Fellow of the Royal Geographical 
Society ; anyhow, something very brilliant, which was 
supposed to make a deal of diff^ence to his wife. 

Now, I don’t see why you should wait any longer. These 
hints of mine are going to put you in the right way to make 
money and a name. You will think of them in after life as 
“ Hints that have hdped me,” and some day, when you pass 
a certain house in the Goswell Road — it is in the Clerkenwell 
district — will observe to your companion that there was 
once a man w'-ho lived in a three-pair back there and knew a 
thing or two about the literary nrarket. Then, haAing wdth 


Sho^d break the record of Bn™ MvOTn> ; ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Sf ^ ‘ of f<>^- Relief of Broken-down Novelists, you 

Oftliebestdc&«f.o£a\ AM>m, being in the chair. 

And reach a luxiny i>asfc the scope ^ i 

Of the courtly functions of old Europe. What I want you to do is a very simple thmg. First of 

all you must get out of your head all your silly old-fashioned 
True, it is no affair of mine ideas about modesty and reticence and the young person who 

How American boomsters dance or dine, holds the record in blushes. Then you are to sit down and 

Tliat Moinmji arranged to knock the town write a preface — a fairly long one, mind you. Short prefaces 

In an “exquisite lavender satin goxvii,” quite useless for the book you are going to write. Here is 

And the Plaza’s suite of a score of rooms u short w'orking model of the shady book’s preface. Have 1 

\^as a maze of unbuyable orchid blooms ^ mentioned, by the way, that you’re going to write a shady 

(Except that I’m sad for the poor yoiing girl book? No matter; you know now, and there are no more 

Laimched this way in the social whirl;, — secrets between us. 

But the news was flashed on a lordly scale j • a- 

For the central page of The Bail,, Mail, f ““sideraton ’ you 

And it Paiiallpd in knerth thP 1-TRt T.d vices ^ determined to write and pubhsh this 

rt* * ' f + 1 , u * • I AG book. It is the fruit of much thought devoted to some of 

Gwmg the cnix of the Balkan crisis I 0. S. t i r 7 A tu oumt. ut 

^ the problems that ho at the root — ^why problems always 

rest there I don’t know, but you must take things as you 
Answer to Correspondents. find them — “at the root of our social system. Men still talk 

“Four Sex itsmex.”— -Y our request that we should explain glibly of marriage. Priests mumble their solemn incantations 
the humorous intent of a certain paragraph in a recent issue ^ ceremony which the most advanced intellects hai^e come 
of Punch would have been a most unusual one if it had como regard with contempt, and which is doomed ere long to dis- 

f rom any other quarter ; but coming as it does from Scotsmen both from the conversation and the customs even of the 

* -and four at a time, too — it must he almost without British Middle Classes.” 

parallel If you wiU send one or more of your names, accom- After four pages devoted to this cheery iconoclasm you 
panied by a corresponding number of ^stamped and addressed can proceed like this: “While this book was appearing in 
envelopes, we sliall have pleasure in sending you the answer, a serial fonn ” — it never did, of course, but that ’s of no ' 
which is quite easy. But we must decline your invitation consequence— “ it aroused a storm of controversy. To the 
that we should publish it in those pages, as we cannot critics who saw in it nothing but ‘ a farrago of indecency,’ 1 
believe that it would be of any general interest. offer the compliment of my scorn. But there are others. 
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THE HOT END OF THE WEDGE; 

Or, The Begesining of EcTALUTm. 

Liotp-Gloege. “IT^S THE POKER I BORROWED OFF YOU. DOK^T YOU LIKE ]T ? 
Pi^TALoo^. “YES. BUT KOT THIS END OF IT ! » 
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Hundreds of letters have reached me from those who have 
groaned under the weight of the world’s conventions. They 
have recognised — quote from the letter of one whose name 
as a mother and a worker in the field of social reform is well 
known — ^that ‘ the literary excellence of the book is equalled 
only by the purity of its motive and the refined directness o£ 
its method in deeding with situations which the weak-minded 
might describe as strong, merely because the artificialities of 
our lives have made them unusual.’ ” After three more 
pages of this and a few references to the matchless delicacy 
j of the French, you can wind up the preface. 

When you’ve done this you must write your sample 
chapter, not the first one, but one of the thi*ee great ones in 
which you defy the commandment which comes between 
the sixth and eighth, and smash into smithereens all that 
antiquated moralists have taught. Then you take your wares | 
to a publisher —there are one or two who are on the look out 
for that sort of thing— and you show him the preface. 
His eyes will glisten. “My boy,” he ’ll say, “ can you write 
up to this?” Thereupon you’Jl howl him over with the 
sample chapter, and he’ll give you a contract at once — 
XI, 000 down on account of royalties calculated at 30 per cent. 
Then you go home and write the rest of the book. 

Of course there are some disadvantages. Some of your 
friends may cut you. Would-he moralists will hold your 
name up to loathing and execration. Here and there a 
reviewer may fulminate against your “ disgusting book”— 
but the hook will sell like hot cakes and you yourself will 
become celebrated and wealthy, especially after you have 


discovered the inevitable clergyman who will protest in 
print over his own signature that the hook is the apotheosis 
of decency, the very consecration of all that is pure and 
wholesome. So make haste and get to work. 

FOR MR. PUNCH’S PAGEANT. 

[In answer to Mr. Punch's lequest for the loan of original documents 
connected with his career, a correspondent sends (unfortunately too 
late, since the catalogue of ediibits had already been made up) tha 
loilowing epistolaiy matter, part piinted, part manuscript * 

“Tlie Editor oi Punch inesents his compliments, and regrets tliat ho 
is luiable to accept the enclosed contribution. The theme of a village 
wliich distinguished itself by refusing to have a pageant has already 
been presented in Punch.'* 

Along with this document our friend kindlj*’ sends the lines below J 
Dfab Mr. PuiTcn, — ^Herosvith I ’m pleased to send 
A dociuneut (original), and lend' 

The same, as yoxi requested, for your show 
(By which I mean the Pageant, don't you know). 

The document in question, you will see, 

Contains some lines of your calligraphy, 

Which somexvhat tend to mollify the sHng 
Always attendant on The Accursed Thing,— 

"Which is, as you will probably have guessed, 

" The Editor regrets . . — and all the rest. 

I ’in happy to oblige you, Sir ; and, please, 

You needn’t send it liack — Ve lots of these 
Original documents ; they number scores. — 

Believe me, Mr. Punch, sincerely yours 
(Trusting I haven’t sent it in too late). 

P.S. — Please don’t return— in dui)licntc. 
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THE CUT-GLASS BOWL. 

the Stoky of om op Life’s Little 
Dcflicities. 


broken, but doubtless owing to a fall in about it. What can I say to her this 
the Post Office and not at all because it time ? How can I tell her such an awful 


was carelessly packed. Yes, I thu 
that is best. 

Your loving perplexed Mother. 


MUs Nonnaii-Cnalgej of 27a, Kemington 

Palace Terrace Aolimmclij-married . if -vt n i vir 

nie^e, Mrs. Live^cj, "Roiemomtr ^^rs. Liixseij to Miss Isovniati^Gnulge. -ww l. M . T • . 

WaM. April 20, m-. Mris . 7ansiUart io Mrs. Ltvesey. 

April 17, 190 . My DEAii Acst Mercy, — very kind April 26, 190 . , 

My dear Sarah, — 1 am not, as you of you ! Wliat a beautiful bowl ! But My darling Child, — am all unstiung 
know, by any means satisfied -willi your I am exceedingly sorry to say that when by the new calamity ; but I don’t think 
nian-iage, which I consider both impru- we unpacked it it was found to be broken you need hesitate this time. I should 
dent and perilous. Mr. Livesey is not all to pieces. The packing was perfect, just write to thank your Aunt and make 
at all tho husband I should have chosen so it must have been the result of a fall no reference to the bowl’s being broken 
lor you myself. He is a weak although on the way. We are greatly disappointed at aU. I say this, because she wrote me 
doubtlebS amiable man, whereas what and distressed, and I am wondering if a letter rather complaining that you had 
you wanted was someone capable of cor- yo^^ can tell me where I could huy told her the first time. She seems to 
rccting your foibles. He is also, I under- another like it. think it would have been kinder to hear 

stand, a Radical and a vegetarian, and Your affectionate niece, not to. I was troubled when I got that 

probably an Agnostic, and is therefore Sarah Livesey. letter, but now I am relieved, for it 

not in tlie leobt^lcula^ to direct yom- p.g._josepli, wlio spent hours kst n>akes oni- duty clear-. I do so hope 

inmdas_ those who really love you would • , . rAoJL tnaAtliPT and Joseph will he successful in his seaivh : 


Yes, I think truth twice running ? Joseph says that 
it is old glass and cannot bo matched ; 
fed Mother. but don’t you think he had better try ? 

Do tell me. Your loving S. 


Mrs. VansHtart to Mrs. Livesey. 

April 26, 190 — . , 

My darling Child, — am all unstiung 


Your affectionate niece, 

Sarah Livesey. 


think it would have been kinder to hear 
not to. I was troubled when I got that 
letter, but now I am relieved, for it 


P.S.— Joseph, who spent hours last “akes our duty clear. I do so hope 


.. „ ... j^ight' putting the pieces together, and Joseph wiU he successful in his seaivh; 

wish. Howe\ei, since there is no use joins with me in love and gratitude, hut I fear the worst. 

now IB sajung any more, I have decided howl. Your loving MomcR, 

henc^oiwarf to consider him as one of p g . .jj ^ 

J^eph cannot match it and your Aunt 

Low exacUy what he ciu eat ^nd lhat ^^onnan-CTnidffe to Mrs A an^rt. Mercy comes to s^ you. You will have 

ho cannot) and cease to criticise ; and it 21, 190-. to tdl the truth then, I suppose ; hut it 

is with much pleasure that I am sending Dear Rhoda, — A most unfortunate easier after some lime has elap^ 

you a piece of old glass from my own thing has happened. I went to some f IT"" w ^ 

collection for your table as a memento of sdf-sacrifice over my wedding present nopo xor tno oest. 
my wishes for your happiness. for Sarah— my motto being tliat it is ym. 

Yoxu* affectionate Aunt Mercy. absurd to ciT over spilt milk, and now Uvesev in nruduc 

that she has definitely taken that very l^^^osey to MissNorman-Crudye. 

^ unpleasant man for her husband it is April 27, 190 — . 

Mrs. Livesey to^ Mrs. VansittaH^ of Lee- the duty of us all to make the best of it. My dear Aunt Mercy, — ^You aro more 
sidef^ Kains Roadj Edinhunjli. It was one of my choicest cut-glass than kind to send another bovl. I can’t 
April 18, 190— . bowls and of very unusual design. It think where you find such beautiful 

My dearest Mother,— I implore you left this house in perfect condition, very things. Joseph is in raptures over your 
to tcU me what to do. Aunt Mercy carefully packed by Yates; but b'arah taste. We shall never forget your kind- 
having forgiven us, sent me, yesterday, uiat when it arrived it was in ness. Your affectionate niece, 

a very beautiful cut-glass bowl, which Under tlie circumstances, Sarah Livesey. 

unhappily came smashed to atoms. What especially considering how disappointed 

am 1 to do? ShaU I tell her tho a^xful niamage, I ^ 7‘ r • 

truth that it broken nr ahall T simolv think that had I been Sarah I should Miss Norrnan-Cruage to Mrs. Livesey. 

say thank you? It seems so dreadM ^y ^nd merely have ^ 24, 190-. 

to liave to tell her it is hrokeu just after said tMnk you leavmg me m ignor^ce ^ 

&tthere2dw^?theSnieSitthe hr^2|ht‘ up,Lnd®th?t iS &id,omngto&emiiessof myddfi-i^d 

may come to see us and ask for it. Do people’s feeling which ^ ^ 


Your loving Mother. 

P.S. —Of course it wiD be dreadful if 
Joseph cannot match it and your Aunt 


April 27, 190 — . 

My dear Aunt Mercy,— You aro more 


Your affectionate niece, 

Sarah Livesey. 


I advise me. 


Your loving 


Mrs. Vanaittart to Mj*s. Livesey. 

April 19, 190 — . 

My darling Child,— Your letter came 
by the last post and I have not had a 
: wink of sleep thinking about this terrible 
dilemma. Of course we ought alwaj-s 
to tell the truth, but your Aunt will be 
bo vexed, and just after she had come 


our dear mother did so much to teach a fortnight, but now cannot, to pay 
you and me is no longer in frtshion. I y®’’^ which I have long promised 

am, however, sending them another I could come on Monday next 

bowl, as I should not like them to be ®y which i;eaches Warwick at 


Mercy. 


without any memento of me. 5.48, and stay till Friday 9.}^^ comfort- 

Your loving sister Mercy. Rhly* This will give me time to get to 

know your husband, and, I trust, to 
VI* esteem him. I should like to have Yates 

Mrs. Livesey to Mrs. Vansittart. with me, but can doubtless manage 

April 26, 190-. 'without her if you have any lack of 

My D.miNG Mother, What is to be always bring my own tea and shall 


Mrs. Livesey to Mrs. Vansittart. 

April 25, 190 — . 


: 3-onnd too. On the other hand she is done? I am so sorry to trouble you arraMA for bread bv ooQt 
! sin-e to find it out if you depart fr*om again, but you know Aunt Mercy so ^ Your l^mi? J 


the tralh, because no one has ever taken much better than I do. She very kindly 
her in. She has been like that ever sent another glass bowl, but by really 
since we were girls. I think you must extraordinary bad luck, that one came 
be brave, dear, and say that it came broken too. There seems to be a fatality 


Your loving Aunt Mercy. 
(To he concluded.) 

The New Gaaie. — ^Limping at Orinkia 
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Tuer iuirk-r/\D luive-rcDV ward, but still we all know that if a car you’d been found unconstious, half 
THE MOTOR MYSTERY. runs into anything yon want to shoot under and half outside the car, every- 
Tids following documents have lately out in front through the glass ; so if you body would have seen at once that some- 
come into Mr. Punch's hands. They have found a high tide quite close to thing awful had happened, 
are all in the same writing (with tlie the road it may be all right. Otherwise 

exception of the telegrams), and appear shall have to work it out to see how rm j i 

to have been addressed to the same far I should go. I have just found ileLegram.j 

person. Ixi case they throw any fresh another house I thi nk I shall buy, so St. Bernards have suddenly become 
light upon recent events in Wales, d/r. must stop. fierce and hungry. Am terrified 

Punchy who is determined not to be for my life, 

i outdone by his contemporaries, offers i i 

to «0» to tbo rubiio. ”1 SijS iT™ to,-How a roj. i I 

^ I- , , There ai-e other biUs Iven bigger than J'f beginning to tlunk we should 

Deabest I have practically settled ti^at, if you onlti kmw <dl. 
it for Saturday week, then it won’t he jJ, we shall have to go on with it. things ready for it when jw 

in lie papers till Monday, and that p am glad that the dear old car will he 1 ’^°t be 

gives me all Sunday. The only ques- with luo till the vay end. That and the you when the accident actually 
tion is, Where 9 I think the sea, not a jogg are all I ever cared about. Oh, and hut I can trust you, can I not, 

river, because they can drag a river, diamonds and houses of course. The “®'^® it as^hstic as possible m 
can’t they, or something horrid like dogs! Oh, I’ve such an idea suddenly! ®''®7 r * hurt youreelf too 

that? Do they ever drag the sea? Find Siwme we can’t find a suitable road, much, dear— for my sake. What a 


ma jj.uuat;3 ui uuuioc:. j.xj.u o t\ i x li! a 

I’ve such an idea suddenly! ®'^®7 hurt youmef too 

..nn’t find n. snit.ahln road. mnch,_ _ _dear-for my sake. What a 


that? Do they ever drag tlie sea? hind Suppose we can’t find a suitable road, mncu, ueai— lor my suse. wnai a 
this out. Probably in the J-:netjdo- then-ui/in shouUn'L I say 1 have leen idea about the hat ! Can you 

pcecha under “Nets.” Or what about sualloiced ly one of my 'St. Bernards? lend me one ? as I have u^hmg of my 

it ^ •' V. — . i^Tvrri + n o r TVTiAi-i I rl mnira rin 'I MOi^Ir trAn cr\ 


lend me one ? as I have nothing of my 


ottufcfcwttoifc uti VI /fill uut uvvi itivi u,o r ,n . it ♦. t rri T 

“Divei-s”? . It would he just M difficult to locate re 

Certainly you will have to he uuh the body, and so on. You could say splendid 

me, and I ’m afraid we shaU have to yon saw it being done-a lady’s word, P\^® y®’^ chosen! I dont know 

have one of the chauffeurs as well. Of you know, they% have to bdieve it. yo^^ 'iear, by saying that 

course, nice people always believe a But of coarse the motor smash would “®‘‘? he d«»£ter. I shall he quite 
lady, hut journalists and policeiiieu and he more romantic. I am a little worried and u the worst comes to the 

horrid people like that are so suspicious, about wo«, dear. If I am going to ho ei“Piy ^y that I knew 

and I think it will be safer if we have thrown right through the serfeu and “othmg ahont_ the awident and wasnt 
a man with us to say so too. Now, can into the sea vou will have to he hurt a *®®^® ^^®, hm®- Will you get me a 

you find a nice ifiaco where the road JittJcy won’t you? 1 am sure you won’t about Australia andsend it tome? 
goes quite close to the sea, and where minj doing this for me. It is thAaB What weatoer we are haying— so cold 
it is high tide on the Saturday night ? Httle bits of local colour that journalists ?^y dear, if it liad only beeri summer! 
Do this for me, please. When you have muj stockbrokers and such people like ”® ^pmd simply have goyc for a bathe 

found the place, then you find out about so much. I would suggest that you tose‘licr/ wouldn t have been 

tli6 tid 6 from tli6 local paper — it depends and Albert (or whoever we take^ should exciting, vVhat fun I shall have 

onthemoou,Iholieve.>wev^ta b7fouX£rS Se ^.^ & . , , 

moon or not ? More romantic, of course, you couldn’t very well have got there « yours most lovingly and grate- 
hut also more risk}’. wq,y of a parabola ; but ordinary i- , .n , -i 

Write at once and tell me }oii have people wouldn’t think of that at once, hope you will keep the car for 

done all this for mo. I am hmribly busy and they would be impressed, I ’m sure, yourself as a present from me for your 
taking a house up here which I have They would have the idea anyhow that ^md help in this business, as I could 
just seen. Rent only £200 a month, were trying. Let me know what it away with me. 

wliich is nothing much, as next January think of tins. Perhaps, after all, it would be better if 

I am coming into a fortune, and my ' you did damage it pretty well. You 

trustees Oh, but I was forgetting ; ^ ^ might start it at the top of Uie hiH and 

you know all about that ! Dearest, — Aren’t you just a little teeny let it run down by itself. A. A. M. 

Ever lovingly yours. iceeny hit selfish ? Of course I never 

P.S.— I may have to borrow one of wanted yoii to break an arm or a leg or T>TTx-niT>a T^rir 7 r 7 Ty?a 

your veils on Saturday week ; I know anything like that, but I did think you JrUJSL^Jl o i 

you won’t inin<l ; I am quite out of wouldn’t mind doing a few cuts and Always abreast of the times, and never 
them. scratches for me. Nothing very deep, afraid of profiting by a good example, 


MR. PUNCH’S PUZZLES. 

Always abreast of the times, and never 
afraid of profiting by a good example, 


ii. you know. However, if you won’t you Mr. Punch, deeply impressed by the 

I7'elcgram“] won’t, I suppose. You’ll have to have “ Claudius Clear Ibroblems ” now appear- 

Send copy of Loneys Dynamics to me ^ “ miraculous escape” then. In a way ing in The Bntisli Weekly, ventures to 

i here at once. Very important. perhaps it ’s as well, because I have commend to his readers the solution of 

i ^ decided that the car mustn’t be damaged the following topical literary conun- 

much, and so now, if people say that drums. 

Dearest, — I hope you got my telegram, that’sratherfunny,youcansay, “Well, I If Mr. Clement Shoritir had been a 
and sent the book, I "was talking to a don’t think so at all, seeing that I wasn’t contemporary of Dr. Johnson, and had 
man about accidents and bodies going hurt a bit either.” But we shall have called on the Doctor with the view of ob- 
through the air, and so on, and he says to break the glass somehow, of course, taining a signed photograph for ropro- 
they always go in a ijanihohi. and that How do you do this? You might look duction in the literary page of The 
the distance anything goes depends on up “Glass” in the Eneyelopcedia ; no, Sphere, and if Dr. Johnson had flatly 
the velocity of projection and the angle that ■won’t be much good. Dear, I don’t declined to let him have it, and used 
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Lave Leen tLe mo&t dignified form of 
rebuke in wLich Mr. SnourcR might 
liave signalised liis reprol 'atioii of J)r. 
JoirN'=50N’s gross discoui-tesy and in- 
gratitude ? 

Ml*. J VMES Dorrj the famous literary 
critic, once met Mr. ALGEUjroy S\snsnRrRVi: 
in the library of tlie House of Lords. 
Mr. Sv^ivnruvn mentioned to Mr. Edui xd 
G ossc that he could not undei stand ^vhy 
it was that no critic had done full justice 
to the sonnets of Mr. Theodore AVAn'- 
Dlotox. Mr. Qossn demurred to this 
view, but Mr. SwiNBLitNC said that he 
must be mistaken, and before an audience 
including three dukes, seventeen earls, 
and a viscount, lie spoke for nearly 
three-quarters of an hour in support of 
his opinion, proving loeyond all shadow 
of a doubt that Mr. TiirononE WxViis-Diis’- 
TON was the most outrageously neglected 
major poet of the century. All this time 
Mr. Javes DorGL\s had a marked copy 
of TJie Rar in his pocket containing an 
article in which he said that “by the 
side of the sonnets of Waits-Duytox 
those of Rii\kspi:\tit: and Milton were 
the immature effusionb of irresponsible 
ineptitiu^.” What should Mr. Jame-^ 
Douglas have done, and why? 

Ml*. Tiiom-VS Blight, the famous> biogra- 
pher, ib engaged, as is well known, on a 
Memoir of P\iikeiIm which, in the number 
and irrelevance of its illustrations, bids 
fair to eclipse his own mobt strenuous 
efforts in this direction. If, as some 
devoted admirers of the “Uncrowned 
King ” believe, it should turn out that 
Parnell were still alive, and he suddenly 
were to confront Mr. Bltgui and demand 
an explanation of his intentions, what 
ought IMi*. BLicnr to say, and why ? 

Lord UossLYN once met Mr. Henri 
James, the novelist, at the house of a 
weU-known Duchess with literary tastes. 
Daring the course of luncheon Lord 
Rosslyn asked Mr. Henry Jai^ies what 
he thought of Sir Con\n Doyle’s novels. 
Mr. Henry James, with great kindness, 
proceeded to explain in minute par- 
ticularity how it was that, by a 
strange coincidence, he had never been 
so favoured by fortune as to be able to 
complete the perusal of one of the novels 
in question. When Mi*. James had 
spoken for about two hours, Lord 
Eosslyn suddenly remembered that he 
had an engagement in the City atj 
3 p.m. What ought liord Eosslyn to' 
have done, and how ? 

^ Dr. Robertson Niooll, whose evergreen 
vitality is a constant source ol rejoicing 
to his brother bookmen on both sides of 
the Tweed, onco visited Sir Walter 
Scott with a view to inducing him to 
undertake a lecturing lour in America. 
Ill llie course of their conversation, Dr. 
Robertson Nicole spoke seriously to the 
Wizard of the North on the danger of 
forfeiting hib popularity l)y loo rapid 



■ 
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EntliUBiaU "We snvLL iirvn mohe or this ioui,G man.”' 
Sn (fever, " Not to-mght, I hope ” 


production. “ My experience and obser- 
vation,” said the eminent journalist, 
with his accustomed modesty, “have 
taught me that four things cannot go 
on — carelessness, idleness, extravagance 
and headiness. The author who gets a 
motor-car because bis first novel has 
done well is likdy to repent his adven- 
ture.” “ But,” mildly replied Sir Walter, 
“ I have not got a motor-car, nor am I 
likely to.” Ought Dr. Robertson Nicoil 
to have apologised for his anachronism 
or vindicated it, or said nothing ? And 
if so, why ? 

When Mr. Hall Caine was yachting 
off the coast of Norway a few summers 
back he lunched with the German 
Emperor on board ( Ax ^ KolicnzoTlern , The 
talk falling on literature, the Kaiser 
obseiTecl, “ I have been given to under- 
stand that in the opinion of the cog - 
noBcenii the two greatest living English 


novelists are George McREDirir and 
Thom vs Hardy.” “ Speaking as a Manx 
novelist, Sire,” rejoined Mr. Hall Caine, 
“I am with you.” ^Vhat ought the 
K vi>ER to have replied, and why ? 


Extiact from a Baboo’b letter : — 

"On Tvay from Kaislin I lost my breakfast 
£oi two flays conseculhely and two clays altei- 
nately, hut it could not make me veak, as I 
Ih od on biscuits.” 

What a fine testimonial this would have 
made fur the Ecod Reform Association. 

The latest news of Miss Elkin-:; is that 
she has become a nurse. Her thoughts 
were probably turned in this direction 
by the fact that the Duke of the Abri zzi’s 
last communication to her was, according 
to the Yorkshire Evening ZW, “ a cable- 
gram of 200 wards.” 
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Phyllis. “ 1 *M VERY SORRY, BUT I THINK WE MUST BE GOING. ANDREW HAS BORNE IT AS LONG AS HE CAN.*’ 


mOOl j 

bxit^ATCHES AND MEALS. ' 
Evolution and lii:\oLurioN. 

* In offering tbeii* New Matcli to the 
public, Mepsrs. Phewsy iunl Alanstickkor 
daiin to have solved a problem of 
xmiversal importance. ^Yitho^lt enter- 
ing into the early history of matches, 
Messrs. Phowsy and Manstickkor state 
with no fear of contradiction that these 
essentials of every household have in- 
variably failed in one respect, viz., that 
they have only been matches. In a 
utilitarian age this is not enough. Why, 
in fact, waste the shaft? The New 
Match is at once a sweetmeat, a stimu- 
lant and a sohice. It is most useful to 
motorists and bicyclists, combining as it 
does a light meal with a phosphorescent 
flame. It has deprived night of all 
terrors, and has rendered the Daylight 
^ving BUI unnecessary. The difficulty 
of living on sixpence a day has been 
solved. For the bedside, seaside and 
roadside it is absolutely essential. Its 
shaft is made of the purest vegetable 
pulp; ten shafts make an excellent soup. 

Some Testimonials, 

Dr. Saleeby says : “I have consumed 


several of them with most pleasant 
results. I am recommending them to 
all children, as no one who has lasted 
your matches will ever want to smoke. 
You are national benefactors.” 

A native of the Balkans writes : “ All 
our best insun-ections are lighted with 
your matches.” 

Mr, Runciman wires: “For the 
destruction of Bills they are most 
effi(‘acious. No Cabinet is complete 
without them.” 

Dunc.\n writes : “ I have given a box 
to Br.ud.” 

An Insurance Agent says : ‘‘ From their 
delightful aroma I can always detect a 
fire caused by your matches. Several of 
my clients use them with very profitable 
results.” 

A Public-School Boy (aged 14) states : 

If you had to eat the same sort of vde 
grub they give us you ’d know your 
matches are simply top-hole. They *re 
ripping, especially the pineapple- 
flavoured ones.” 

Mr. George Alexander telephones: 
“ There are no dead-heads among your 
matches. A box is always worth two 
guineas.” 


Miss VEsrABEL Pankhurst wires : We 
mean to keep the flame burning.” 

Daisy Smith (aged 9) says : “ I always 
get one to suck after my medicine. They 
are just like strawberry jam.” 

Lord Lucas writes: “Undoubtedly they 
are ' Lucus a non luceudo.’ ” (Messrs. 
Phewsy and Manstickkor have asked 
Lord Lucas for an explanation, but have 
not received a reply ) 

Dr. Clifford quotes: “We have to-day 
lit a New Match in England which I 
trust may never be put out.” 


“Renter wes from Tiheran that the new 
Council of State consists of silly members of 
whom tliii*ty-two are notables and eighteen 
merchants .” — Upper Burma Gazette. 

We should never dare to talk like this 
of our M.P.’s. 


“ On Satarday, certain gentlemen who are 
interested in the movement were seen by our 
repres^tative, who was informed that boring 

operations were carried on Shafts had 

been snnk, and a few men were at work.” — 
North Wales Ohsei*ver, 

We hope it is a misprint which has 
caused this to be headed “Golf in 
Anglesey.” 
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BACJK TO THE GOOD OLD TIMES 

Eecost event b point to a letuin to the 
modes of the above eri Ihe papers 
have already lepoited snow in Deceinbei, 
a Christmas ghost, and highwa\men, 
carefully mashed, on Hampstead Heath 
P*it we have eiLclusi\e information of 
the fuithei spread of the mo\eraent 

1 he night (according to a wireless fiom 
oui Cornwall iepiesentati\e) was muihy 
A yawl undei lull sail tacked about out- 
side Tiepolpen Co've “Theie s old 
iSam’s light,” exclaimed the skippei, and 
he pat thehehnhaid ovei, the little ci aft 
leaping foiwaid towards a faint glimmer 
on the coast Piesentlv a ^oic lang 
out a thin, cultured monotone — ^hom a 
muffled figure m oilskinb sitting on a 
keg fonaid ‘Deir me* (oi woids to 
that effect) e aie on tlie terrible rocks * ” 

Once more the weatherbeaten salt 


put down the hehii, and by only a 
cigai s bieadth did the little 'le^sel 
escape the feaiful Bainade Rocks 

‘ The'i e 6 Sam b light,” cried someone, 
indicating a gleini on the poit bo^^ , 
and the little boat felt its wa> cautioush 
until at last it was beached on the soft 
sand of the Co\e 

A>, ay, Sir,” said old Sun fiom 
the shore * ’iwas a ^\rcckei b light ee 
see *pon the chff , but I 've got ee m tbo 
ca\e, fast bound the lascal * ’ 

“ Wi eckei s in the entieth centui \ * * 
exclaimed the cultuied -voice m honoi 
Then it added “ Bo}s jou will coinej 
the casks and keg to the cave and thence 
to the seciet cellai beneath the Redon, 
as usual ” 

Iss, sine, Sii,” s<ud the ski| pei nitli 
a giin Ihe bmugglei King ^^loi the 
muffled figuie Tiab indeed lie and no 
other) left the men to unloid, and, dial- 


ing a pibtol, went to the ca\ e to inter- 
Mew the despeiado who foi inoie gam 
would send liib fellow men to a teiiible 
death | 

Iheie ill the Oimmeiian gloom the | 
two men liced eacli otbei md simul- 
taiieoush each put Ins hand to his blow : 
and started back in mnznnent 

PaS'^oii* ’ e\cl limed the wiockei I 
“PasbOii* the Smugglei l\mg* Well 
I hii blessed * ” | 

‘Tiehwin — -vou a wi eckei ’ ” said 
the Rector giaaeh I am illpleised 
.to find }ou luit he added tiuthhilla, 
j and as a chin chw ai din >oiii conduct 
• is T considei, most lepuhensilile * 

J Jie two ^tiong men tin n shook hands, 
ind swoie to h t bagones be In gout s 

1 lio f t mm" a eai w ill be one u£ Bii thd ij s ” 
— C Jtiu k 1 im 'i 

How these piiests dogmatise 
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the existenee of a Mr. FamTvavoe . . . ‘pearls and ruUes; feeling, as I must, 
THE ROOFEE. Violet, I shall hare to leave out tlie that it is you and your kind that keep 

I itAKKiH) Charles for three reasons. ‘ ” „ j. -j « r i f + 

Firstlr, I u-anted a useful man about the “Charles, deai- I said I ^te to • * %,t. . . , 

house. Secondly, I wanted someone to intrude where I am obviously not 

look after the luggage and bo in attend- ^ranted, but this letter is supposed to oncomoie, w^t ^ ^ncewejmye 


week-end visits. Tliirdly, I wanted f .. 

literaiy assistance when, upon returning ||ig CHiPPI HH AM CHAM PEON 

from tliosc visits, tlie awful necessity ^aaraa n aflce*?? air 

arose of writing tlie roofers. Cliarles, WILL ^611 stAJL 

in. liis ignorance, nsecl to call tkein 
bread-and-l)utter letters, showing tlierel >y 
' not only that lie was behind the times, 

]3ut also that lie did not appreciate the i 

truth that hostesses must be thanlced 

as much for the loan of their roof as for J 

the use of their bread and butter. Now 

lie knows better, so that, when we sat 

down to compose our letter of thanks to 

Mrs. Fanshawe for the week-end we had 

just spent at her place, w^e regarded 

ourselves as sitting down to wiite, not 

the bread-and-butter letter, but the 

Monday , — ^Tlie first obstacle was the / 

date; but here we experienced httle j 

difficulty, for by combining my excellent & 3 

recollection of Christmas with Charles’s 
wonderful power of calculating back- 
wards, we got tolerably near the mark. 

The next part I did entirely by myself, 
and, I say it without pride, it was the 

work of a moment to compose the pre- - _ - -I 

** Yr^’ FansJmee.'^ jjj, jg depictj^) ox thc walts. 

\\hat then? Ah! then we were 
indeed in the midst of difficulties. I 
felt that it was now Charles’s turn, and 
Charles felt that it was now time to go 
to I'cd. So we addressed the envelope, 
licked the stamp, and considered our- 
selves entitled to leave the rest until 
to-morrow. 

Tuesday . — was now to-moiTOW, and 
there was my dear Mis, Fanshawe un- 
tlmnked and Charles sitting before the 
fife as useless as only a Charles can be. 

“ Come, Charles,”! said, “ myperomlion 
is complete and your work still remains 
to do. Let it he a letter combining thc 
maximum of gratitude with the miiii- 
nium of gush. Let it lie thorough l>ut 
epigrammatic, hearty hut not vulgar, 
original hut not affected, neat but not 
giuidy. Keep those few and simple 
directions in j-our mind and fire away. 

I will write as you dietutc.” 

My dear Mrs.Funsliah'c . . 

“That is my bit.” 

i o?n* dear Mrs. Fan^dtnicc . . he Portrait — T oinv composing elusive axstor to 
correctecL Ohallinge. 



' — 


HA^WD *05 


correctecL Ohallinge. 

“ Be a man,” I said. 

“My dear Mrs. Famliaicej — 21}rre is come from me, and not from you. Pull , ^ notice in a Glasgow pict 

no one 'ivhom I regard as so itecidlajdy yourseK together.” dealer’s shop • — 

mile, so inirhiHiealhf dear. You 'iciV Charles pulled himself together with “Genuine Art at a Discount.” 
iJierefore forghe me, I am sure,u'lienl a click. “ My dear Mrs. Fansliaice . . . 
refer to yoii as my dear Mrs. Funslimcc. Have you got fliat down ? . . . Having 
Mrs, Fanshaice ! The hitler-sicect of stayed^ as I hare, in all the most stately 


upon our merry temperament and the 
jocular way we have with us. Begin 
again.” 

“ My .. . ” he began. 

“ That stands,” 1 said. 

“Re recent visit. I am now in a 
position to inform you that we amved 
hacii in toion in comparative safety and 
good health. I find the fog, on the one 
hand, still with us, hut my silver-hacked 
hrushes, on the other hand, missing. I 
put this down to the carelessness or 
criminal intent of the official who packed 
my hag, and must insist upon their imme- 
diate restitution, in default of which I 
shall find myself under the necessity of 
taking such steps as my solicitor may 
advise ... 1 may take it that you have 
left your brushes behind ? ” 

“Mr. Marriott,” 1 said indignantly, 
“how many times must 1 tell you that 
your wife is perfect ? Of course 1 ha^'e 
left nothing beliiiicL” 

“Then we cannot write this letter 
to-niglit, for there is nothing to write it 
about. You should make a point of 
always leaving something behind.” 

And so we put it off till the next day. 

Wednesday . — ^It was the da^? after to- 
morrow, and Mrs. Fanshawe, though still 
as dear as ever, yet remained unthanked. 
This Charles, 1 began to think, was 
something of an ass. “ What do we 
want to go staying at places for ? ” ho 
asked; then, a little later: “Omitting 
the affectionate part, let it run thus: 

I must thank you for a delightful week- 
end. We got hack to toivn all right. Wc 
are all icell here. Is not the weather 
most seasonable? I hope you are all 
well there. We arc all well here. 'When 
I say ‘u'c,’ I mean Charles and myself. 
ThanJiing you again, I remain yours j 
s I nccrehj, Y iolet M vrriott.” ! 

“Best-looking of all the Charleses,” 

1 said not unkindly, “5’ou are a 
splendid husband, but no letter-writer. 
We must telegraph.” And so it came 
to this : 

^ Fanshawe, Pellon. lliauls for de- 
lightful week-end. Too busy to icrite. 
MarrioitP 

Commercial Candour. 

From a notice in a Glasgow pictnre- 


Seen at a West End sale : — 

Evemng dresses can. go no lower.’ 


nmes f Sweet, heeame it i« yoim; of our Emlhh houses; valuing, as I do. That sometimes Las been Mr. Punch’s 
bitter, became it suggests, nay, mphesp cmr Bmtish hospitality above the price o/ 1 modest opinion. 
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TRIALS OF THOMAS.-No. 3. 

THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 

Thcmas . “’Old *ard, Master Jack* You mustn’t take that, and Miss M^ud she didn’t ought to 

Master Jack. “All right, Thomas, you go FiRsr. You’re sure to break it, and then I’ll get over all right. 


A HUMAN-TALE. 

It was a dark, damp, uncomfortable 
Janiiar 7 afternoon, no weatber for out- 
door revelling, and the young fairies 
began to feel time hang rather heavy 
on their hands. Finahy, when the 
smallest of all fell into a dewdrop and 
had to be hauled out by the heels and 
wrapped in dandelion fluff to dry before 
a glow-worm, the atmosphere of the 
Palace nursery became so ominous that 
the Big Fairy had no alternative but 
to suggest reading aloud as the only 
way of keeping them all quiet. 

“But what shaE it be?” she asked, 
to which they instantly replied in chorus, 
“ Oh, a Human-tale, please ! ” because, 
you know, there is nothing that the 
young fairies love half so wefl, especially 
at Christmas time, as a story about 
Humans, with, if possible, motors and 
telegrams and all sorts of magics like 
that in it. So the Big Fairy produced 
from somewhere a wonderful human 
newspaper, that she pretended she had 
found lying in the grass outside the 
Palace, and prepared to read. 

“What first?” she asked; and the 


young Fairies, who were all of them 
Princesses in tboir own. right, chorused 
again, “ Tlie Court News, of course ! ” 
so she cleared her throat and began : 

“ Court of Bankruptcy — ” 

“ Is he a v^erj/ powerful king ? ” inter- 
posed the smallest fairy. 

“ Very,” said the Big Fairy decidedly ; 
“ there *s lots about him here.” 

“ Do get on I ” cried the others. 

“ ‘ An examination was held yesterday 
into the affairs of Josiah Bunting, retail 
tobacconist and stationer, of 52, Lady- 
smith Road, Balham, who filed his own 
petition. Liabilities were estimated at 
£462 ; assets, nil * ” 

“ It 's awfully exciting ’ ” said the 
smallest fairy, 

“ ‘Debtor ascribed his position mainly 
to the recent slump in Kaffirs, in which 
he had been induced to dabble beyond 
his means ’ ” 

“ What are Kaffirs ? ” demanded the 
smallest Fairy but one. 

“Kaffirs,” answered the Big Fauy, 
who was exceedingly well iuformed, 
“ are a kind of purplish humans, with 
spears. Something like thistles.” 

“Go on,” said the smallest Fairy 


ecstatically. “ Did they slump him on 
purpose ? ” 

“ I ’m afraid so — ‘ and to the fact that 
he himself had been in failing health ’ ” 

“What’s fai — ?” began tlio smallest 
Fairy, but the reader intercepted her. 

“Failing health,” she said quickly 
and firmly, “ is a thing humans are in 
just before a failure. Don’t interrupt. 

‘ No settlement having been proposed, 
after some severe comments by the 
Receiver, discharge was suspended in- 
definitel 3 ^’ That ’s the end of that 
story.” 

“It’s rather sad,” said the smallest. 
Fairy. 

“ Fancy if it was all true ! ” exclaimed 
the smallest but one, 

“ Don’t be silly,” said the eldest with 
superiority. ** There ’s no such things as 
Humans rea%. They ’re only nonsense. ’ ’ 

“ I wouldn’t be too sure of that ! ” 
interposed tlie Big Fairy indulgently 
(such a plajTul manner she liad with 
children). “ There is certainly a place 
called Balham. I ’ve been there.” 

“Have 3 "oul” cried the chorus, awe- 
stricken. “Oh, kind, dear Big Fairy, 
do take us there, too I ” 
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“Why?” asked the Big Paiiy. “It s 

• . T 1 I V/i wov’ino- ancu. JLNuver jiiugiieu nu iuuuit lu ujv 

«! ».« &•» «o ?ou. life, 


It ’b (luiet and sit stiU. I can’t hear a word Hloul (Icntkimu. Very good perfonn- 
A«.,r>rA.ovintf. anco. Never laughed so much m my 


W noZ“f thewa;-’ Storde;.' aFonce. W shall what ’s this on my head ? (hWeto oJ 

* “ But nerhws ” said the smallest, go hoiL il I have any moic ol it. ?»« /i/d to ini-cMiyale, and turns mind to 

buicuiui^, ix wo J t 1 ^ . /* _7 * 1-7,^ nP it. his fnnr.) IfPiiliv AindfiTn i nuiKh ■niv't- 


Ladysmith Eoad, and the Kaffirs, and pom under the seat,idaees them on the him under proper control, 
the Assets and everYthiniy ! ” Uring bag, maintains his position on the Slanleg, Jt s Gladys s ice . 

“Well, well,” answei-ed the Big Faiiy, top hy tightly ehdehing a strange Joot Gladys*. 1 want my ice 


“ I wag yonng'niy&elf once, and, anyhow, iclMi pendmtes^ from the seats Icliind, 
if you cant see that sort of tlihig in and logins to en}oy the cnLeHainmeni.) 

I the Christmas holidays, you never can, *• i **" i / m 

that’b certain. We’ll iiy this very Tea, ices, chocolates ! ie 

nioht.” chocolates ! 

But the smallest Fairy still looked Stanley and Gladys. Oh, mothe: 
thoughtful. “ I don’t think,” she re- lees f . , \ c 4 

marked gravely, “ that it was c[uite J). M. (to 2ilLc7idani). One cup ot I 


} iy tightly elutehmg a strange foot (lladys. 1 want my ice ! 

iii-h penetrates from the seals behind, D M. {glaring at Stoiit^ Clennemnn 

id hemns to enjoy the enlerUdnmenl.) from under her Irohenhat-lmm). Proper 

1 control, indeed ! I think it is I'ur you to 
Attendant. Tea, ices, chocolates ! Tea, explain bow my child’s ice, for wliicli I 


ices, chocolates ! pidd a shilling, conus to he in your liat? | 

Stanley and Gladys. Oh, mother’ Sloitt Gentleman iftinelihig hefoiu her' 
~ (lii f fierce aspect). I can’t explain it. Madam. 

D.M.(to AUendani). One cup of tea It’s a most e^^traord inary thing ! 
d two ices. There you are, children. D. ill. It is indeed, and vciy liaul on 
'ili-a-croicn. do vou sav? Tut, tut. my little girl. However, it ’s no use to 


kind of the Kaffirs to slump. If we and two ices. There you are, children. D. ill. It is indeed, and veiy liaul 
found any, could we ask them not to?” Half uncrown, do you say? Tut, tut. my little girl. However, it ’s no use 
“ You darliiifv ! cried the Big Faiiy, AVhat a robbery 1 Stanley, don’t gohhlo her now*. Come along, my biid. N< 


kissing her. “ Of course w^e could, anil yours like that. Is it good ? men, Stanley, inaiio naste. 

wrewilil” Stanley. Not so good as the penny them out before her, leaiing 

Whatisinoro, they did. ice w'afers at the seaside. Not bad, Gentleman mopping his head 

And if tliis is not the correct explaiia- though. _ with a large handana Iiandke 

tion of the sensational boom in the Gladys (suddenly ichimperituj). Oh, shaking the remains of the 
South African Market which floated an mother, it’s gone to my hoUow tooth, out of his hat on to the floor.) 

astonished Mr. Bunting to his feet again, Oh — oh 1 ' 

it is at least as true as many of the D. M. Here, drink a drop of hot tea, 

reports in circulation about that abode my precious I Is that better ? Stanley, j.u xau 

of myths. hold Gladys’s ice a minute. (Stanley MAulNES. 


then, Stanley, make haste. (// u>f^iles 


Stanley. Not so good as the penny them out before her, leaiing the Stout 
3 W'afers at the beaside. Not bad, Gentleman mopping his head and face 


with a large bandana handkerchief and 
shaking the remains of the melted ice 


TOLD TO TFIE SEA-HORSE 
MARINES. 


takes it, but in his anxiety not to missUBy ycnato cable from One Ouu '\(.r(htinca 


rrTTi 4 " r<mT ■nPT?Kr>Q the hnoeh-about business on the stage, i^us,Loi,.juuifnL , 

THE CHiLDKEJVib IKEAi. Tupua, Jan. Sth, VM). 

(Voices IN THE Upper Circle.) slanting, with the residtthai the ice slips From a Report of tbo French Ooo- 
JDetermined Mother. Now can you both off.) graphical Society wdiich has just reached 

see? Gladys. It’s better now, Mother dear, us out here I gather that alectiu-er from 

Stanley. Yes, I can see all right. Where ’s my ice, Stanley ? Mexico has been explaining to that 

Gladys. I can’t see a bit. That big Stanley. I don’t know. It’s gone. learned body tho use of the turtle as a 
fat man ’s just in frant of me. JX M. Gone, indeed ! You greedy boy, inaiine motor, affixed to a caiioo aiul fed 


CoiTebp.yndent | 

Papua, Jan. Sth, 1901), 
From a Report of tho French Goo- 
gvapliical Society wdiich has just reached 


D. M. Well, don’t cry, my bird. (To you ’ve eaten it ! 
stout gentleman.) Excuse mo, but wiU Stanley. I never ! 
.you kindly change places with your IX M. Where is i 
^ child? You completely block my little Gladys (whimperi 
girl’s viewr. Stanley. I haven 

i Stout Gentleman. Eh — w'hat? Oh ice. What bhaH I 


[To you ’ve eaten it I with fish. To show how this idea may 

viU Stanley. I never! he developed among really ci\ilisc<l 

jur IX M. Where is it, then ? races, 1 will tell you of a thrilling 

ttle Gladys (udiimpeving). I want my ice. episode in connection with a noighbour- 

Stanley. I haven’t got your beastly ing island off llie North «)£ Australia. 

Oh ice. What bhaH I do with the plates, Marine monsters are lioi-o habitually 
ire. Mother? used for naval purposes, a t\vo-po\vov- 


yes, certainly. Very sony, I’m sure. Mother? used for naval purposes, a two-powov- 

(Ghanges places.) D. M. Put them down on the floor, standard in porj)oises being maiiiluined 

Stanley. Oh, mother! He's just in you naughty boy. I should he ashamed, against the neighbouring iblands, and a 
'front of me now! Oh! I say it isn’t Voices. Shh — shh — shh! (Stanley fleet of 30-knot sharks being kept per- 

fair. Why should Gladys puts the plates on the floor. Subse- maneiitly in harbour in case of imasion ; 

D. ilf. Be quiet. Y'ou must just make quently^ owing to excitement caused by indeed a deficiency in armoured sw^ord- 
the best of it. Sit on your coat. There, the funny man, he treads on them and fish once led to the downfall of the 
that ’s better. breaks them.) Ministry. 

jSeanZe//. But his head’s in the way JX M. There — you careless child! The island I speak of, in wdiich I take 
still. ^ ^ I knew you’d do it. Push the i>ieces an intelligent interest, ha<l with great 

Stout Gentleman (mooing it to one side right under the seat at once. difficulty tamed a gigantic five-thon sand- 

in an embarrassed manner). Very sony, Gladys. Ob, Mother, oughtn’t we to mackerel-power whale, and by fitting it 
I’m sure. ^ ^ tell the attendant? ^ with electric light, jury masts and turrets 

]). M. I suppose it can t be helped, D. M. Be quiet, Gladys. Certainly had established its naval supremacy and 
but it 76* hard on the hoy. Here, Stanley, not. Do as I tell you, Stanley. Well demonstrated tho superiority of wlialo 
sit on the bag. (Pushes string hag eon- put our hats on now; it ’s nearly ovtr, traction in war, besides solving to a 
taining opera glasses, tin of toffee, brush thank goodness ! Where are the hats ? considerable extent the problem of un- ' 
and comb, sponge and towel, underneath (Searches wildly— unseats Stanley and employed mamiiials. 
him.) There, you’re all right now I discovers their battered remains) You War suddenly broke out and wo 

Stanleij. But it’s so beastly lumpy, wicked hoy I Never wiU I take yon out had just mobihsed our fleet of turtle- 
(WrMes i i i make my life a perfect destroyers, when to our horror tlie 

Gladys. Oh! mother, Jo make h im be burden! (Curtain descends.) enemy sprang upon us a Dreadnought 
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He (filling hi clahnafor liimselj and aife) “ Question Fot^ER ~ br\ ’ Wor Du Oi Pii iHinr, MisNib’” 
She ‘*I DUNNO -^^OT IFR CONSCICNCr ’LL ALIOW }OU TO TUT, BUT IT TUTS MU DO^^S• PniMIinr METnom ” 


sea-serpent of tlie most modem type, 
lieavily armed \Nitli jelly-fisli and ligged 
witli a figlitingtop filled T\itli native 
bowmen firing dum-dnm boomerangs 

It 'was a moment for action Wo 
leversed our trusty uiialo, submerged 
him, and using him as a submaiine 
passed right under the enemy’s fleet. 
To prociiie a number of electric 500- 
volt eels and retiiin to the scene of 
action was the work of two or three 
I minutes. We submerged the whale 
I once more, after loading the immense 
I cavity in its mouth with the dectric 
eds. Getting abeam of the sea-serpent 
we despatched the whole batteiyof them 
after the mannor of torpedoes, and in a 
few seconds the war was over. 

We are now developing a fleet of air- 
ships drawn by albatio>sos on the 
liea\ ier-than-air principle, and I vill go 
on to desciibe — 

- [Ko, no. I can’t believe jou any 
more. — En.l 

I " 

The Times has been having a series 
of articles on The Metropolitan Police.” 
This brings up to date the old eatch- 
plirase, If you want to know a Police- 
man ask The Times.*' 


OXFOPtB IN LONDON. 

I. 

Tm uas bn fact, a month ago) 

When I uas not as other mortals, 

But looked upon the cron tl below 
From out supreme Olympic portals. 
We oi “ the Book, the Triple Ciovvn,” 
Usurped the gods’ imperial iron ii, 

And if you wait a moment I ’ll 
Put it in Stevensonian style : 

All, all around ia ours, we cry, 

The Broad, the Turl, the Corn, the High, 
The Ids and the Eights; 

This is the uorld, and %i'e hold immps ; 
For tos the €OU7iter~jiimper jumps. 

For ns the 'icaitcr icaiU, 

n. 

Indeed, ’twas so. Not Cnccsr^’ self, 
Although ]jossessed of greater liches 
(The rhj me is obviously ** pelt ^ 

UacI oui sublime dominion, which is 
What keeps the lo^vnsman in his place, 
Denotes us as Another Race, 

And makes the shopman, rapt in awe, 
Bow to our great umvritten law : 

Wear Nor foil coat and flannel hags ; 
Jfgoun at all, a goun in rags 
Th la shop. And though you *ve spent 


Merely a penny on a card, 

Don't tale it with you; this is barred. 
See that you hare it sent ! 

iir 

0 blissful temi-timc ! Then onr nods j 
vSufficed to ratify and clinch all 
A lioiror strikes us we weie gods, 

J)ut was our godhead just ijrcwiiicial ? ' 
For nonr reluctantly n e find 
That we are merel\ humankind ; 

Our racial difference is naught — 

Which is much less than we had thought 

The London tradesman does not guebs 
Tliai we aie better than ne dress. 

In fact, he values ns 
No more than others, from whose purse 
He pockets tuicc uhat we disbuise, 
With only half the fuss. 


Indian Notes. 

“Tlw Bnia Raja Bahadur \cst(nda\ shut 
leoijaids and the Clihota Raja Dabadur, oiu 
meabuimg C £eot, 5 feet inclw*^, aud 5 hot 
lf> inches, rcspechvelYi thus gmug leliti to tlif 
\illagei> ” — The SUitcma^i. 

“In condusioii I would sav one or twououK 
to mv boys Tliere is an old tl rtek inollo j\ 'u « », 
oex’iilov ‘Know tby&eiC ’ ’’—Deccan. Ucmld. 

The compositor did his best. 
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It must, I think, he rather nice to he Mr. Edmund Feanois 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. Sellar; not, however, because he has mitten (Black- 

M ^ T j m 1 \ wood), hut because, having done so, his power of self-appre- 

(By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned GUrlts.) elation, and perhaps also the applause of his friends, were 

The story of the life of Dr. Jameson (Hurst and Blackett), such as to persuade him that the general public would derive 
told by Mr. Setmour Fort, is useful as throwing light on six-shillings’ worth^ of entertainment from its perusal. How 
some episodes of modern lii&tory. It describes in detail the splendid to have friends like ^at ! ^ Did they actually laugh, 
early advance and settlement on the choice lands of South one wonders, at the crocodile mistaken for a prehistoric 
Africa of the Chartered Company under the inspiration and monster, or at the lantern lecture, or at the habit, common, 
leadership of CECiii Rhodes. The chief attraction of the book apparently, to many of^ the author’s personages^, of tumbling 
will, however, be found in the personality of its hero. Setded down upon the very slightest provocation ? Enviously, and 
in Elimberley in practice as a doctor, Jameson became in brief with the best will in the world, I must confess my inability to 
time administrator of a territory as big as Great Britain, led follow them. ^ Indeed, to speak by the book (a suflBciently 
a raid across the borders of a friendly nation, was cast into weighty feishion in this instance !) the attempt to make a 
prison, and lived to be Premier of a State in which Britons Scots Cranford of the village chronicles of Glentyre seems to 
and Dutch dwell together in comparative amity. The madness have been doomed to failure from the outset. Honestly, 
of the Raid was brought out in strong light a few years Mr. Sellar has not quite the touch for this kind of thing ; 
later when the power of England was strained to its utmost and though, to do him justice, here and there traces of a 
in the effort to accomplish a task lightly undertaken by Dr. genuinely comic idea are discernible — the old lady who has 
Jameson with his troon of five hundred irregular horse, been told that she “understands gentlemen” is a case in 

* -i . p nr . ” -ur™ T 


It is evident from Mr. ■ 
Fort’s friendly narra- 
tive that the Doctor, 
fresh from triumph in 
Matabeleland, was a 
trifle enlarged. He had 
grown to believe in his 
star, as did another and 
greater Raider. The 
result was that he came 
a disastrous cropper, 
played blindly into the 
hands of the astute 
OoM Paul, and hurried 
on what was perhaps 
an inevitable war. Ad- 
mitting this. Dr. Jame- 
son comes out of it all 
plucky, light - hearted, 
chivalrous, careless of 
personal interests in 
pursuit of the imperial 
projects of Cecil Rhodes. 
Born a Scotchman, he is 
in allrespects nearer akin 
to the typical Irishman 
known to Charles Lever. 



point — his humour may 
be compared, in homely 
but familiar metaphor, 
to a very smaR Scotch 
diluted with such a pro- 
digious quantity of flat 
wordiness that the result 
can hardly be oUier than 
insipid. Still, it is al- 
ways dangerous to dog- 
matise upon laughter, 
and possibly amongst 
the impressionable folk 
north of the Tweed even 
the f unniments of Olen- 
tyre may earn their 
tribute. 


“ She had never seen 
a man like that before. 
.... Then he looked up 
and smiled — and she 
had seen no smile like 

JL^UXU U kJV^UlUJJLJJULclU, JJC lO that before.” The lady 

mallrespectsnearerakin EXPLODED EEPUTATIONS.— TUI. in question was cer- 

to tbe typical Ixisliman Omab EhattIjc ahd his “ Tnou.” tainly only a little girl ; 

known toOiEABUES Lever. — 'but little girls ba-ve a 

— babit of growing np, and meantiine they sometimes fall 

She placed tbe decanter of brandy and a tumbler on in love. At any rate, the heroine of The Trail of the 
the table beside him. Then she left tbe room again.” So Lonesome Pine (Constable) does so ; and Mr. John Fox, in 
ends tbe last paragraph of The {Joi-geous Isle (Mokeat), this bis latest novel from Kentucky billa^ TnnVoa both her 
by Gertrude Atherton. And then? Tlien, presumably, and her lover— who was none other tban the unknown 
Byam Warner, British West Indian poet and drunkard, Knight of tbe Winsome Smile— as attractive as true heart 
began to put on paper wbat be believed to be tbe most can wish. Tbe book is a earful study of developing character 
beautiful poem ever conceived. Ncvot, he bad told bis as well as a delicate romance with a lawless background, 
newly-wedded wife, bad be written a line except under tbe And smee Cupid does not here make Li), puppets breathe 
influence of stimulants, and, when be feU in love with her their vows with too of a ^...1 twang tbe ordinary 

and swore off alcohol, the Pierian spring automatically dried Briton, who is equipped with a colossal i gnnmTi^ of tbe 
up. If be did not drink neither could be write. Once tbe vocabulary of the Wild West, will find no difficulties of 
honeymoon was over tbe old cravings returned, and tbe ^rl dialect to vaidt over. A most enjoyable novd. 
who had married him in order to wean him from the bottle, 

unable to bear the sight of his sufferings, detei-mine^ at the — 

risk of fining bis body, to rave bis soul from b^ing «a very pretty teMe decoration for the dinner tahle is a winter 
atrophied.^ bo sue biought lortli brandy in a decanter scene carried out by using what ■will appear a frozen pond made 
and left him to his poem and his fate. The picture may be from, a large oval or oblong mirror frosted over with a sponge dipped 
true to life. It certainly roads as if it were. But in spite of P ® Epsom salts and beer, using as mnoh of the salts as tlie 

its cieverness and the gorgeous fi-ainework of island scenery ^ solution.”— T/ia Evening Neics. 

and West Indian manners and customs of seventy years ago. The writer should try again. With a little thouc^ht a better 
it seems to me unnecessarily depressing. I prefer my use for beer could be found than this of mixino- it with 
brandy in a liqueur-glass or else diluted with soda. Epsom salts and making a bath of it. ° 
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nuAPi\/ADiA ^ states that ia fixture large families will Tkc^ Weslmmstcr Ga-^cttCj after an- 

CHAKlVAKIA. nQt he insisted on. AYe are pleased to [ ncJiinciiig the forthcoming revival of 

Now that Turkey has agreed to accept say that as the result of enquiries we The (londdlicvsj says: **In response to 
monetary compensatioji* for Austria’s find that there is no truth in the report numerous lequests Mrs. Carie hopes, 
seizure of Bosnia and Herzegovina there that since this decision of the Comrais- too, to do The Yeoman of the (Juard 
are rumours that a -tiumber of Irish sioners many poor parsons have been again befoie terminating her present 
patriots have conceived the bright idea throwing away quantities of their chil- season, and therexvith bringing her long 
of raising a fund for the redemption of dren. Laving no further use for them. connection with the Savoy to an end : 
the Emerald Isl^. It is realised that, ^ ^ and thi^ also will be welcome news to 

in view of Mr..LLOVivGEORGE’s Budget * many.” We are sure that The HVsi- 

difficulties, the present is the ideal i Tlie L.C.C. Medical Officer of Health fra rette means right, 

moment for the offer. has been enquiring into the Fly Pest. 

He reports that ill one instance a wedding v^ays The Daily Notes in an article 

“The Government,*’ we lead, “has appreciably increased the number of flies, on a lady cliaufeicr : — “Miss O’NnrTE 
placed an order for 20,000 chairs at If the bride and bridegroom were flies, invited The Daily Kinrs^ representative 
High AVycomhe.** The Liberals have . this is scarcely remarkable. On the other for a trial run. Loading up at Mr. 
got into such a habit of losing seats hand, if it is a liiiman wedding that is Mills’ garage, tho car,” &c., <^'c. That 
that this seems to be a wise precaution. ! referred to, is it not passible that many expression “ loading up ” makes ut> 
* * r xvonder whether our 

•fcr T.'i- I _ • . , 


Mr. George Ed- 
WARDES is having 
some trouble in 
finding a suitable 
tifle for the new 
Ghiiety production. 
“T/ie Latest GirV^ 
has been proposed. 
Might we suggest, 
following up this 
line of thought, that 
“T/ie Last OirV^ 
would please a great 
many playgoers? 
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^ I conlemforaiy’s le- 
jpcebenUtix'ewas no 
1 { less a i)ei*sonage 
than Mr. G. K. 
Chesterton ! 

Another of Life's 
Little Annoyances ! 
Extract from a con- 
temporary : — “III 
the report of the 
Bishop of Lonjx>n’s 
address on Friday 
we regret that the 
word * not * was 
accidentally omit ted 
from a sentence 
w^hich should Lave 
read: ‘I do not 
dissent from 
Church govern- 
ment, Church creed, 
and Church sacra- 
ments.’ ” 


A Germangentle- 
manhas bequeathed 
the sum of £27 a 
year the rnaia- 

The latest “Star” (leing vitermciccd), “In pact, I mat svy me authou is quite imma- Atiffirpr fn n. 

T 1 “ TO THE SUCOESb OP A PLVY. It DEPENDS SOLELY ON US, LoOK HOW XVELL SOME OF US ^ 

tion to do away SiuKsPEiBs ihuoughI” Correspondent 

with the other must ^ ; ; — ; — JNo, you are mis- 

be enormous, as it would mean doubling of the guests arrived in this kind of taken in thinking that the Duke of 
the smwh'or’s income. vehicle V Bronte is Mr. Clemeni’ Shorter’s vovi - 

'TNa At the Hertford Bankruptcy Court last ^ ^ 

“SwofladLToaUs atBerHa SouOiwark 

Unirorsity.” Meanwhile at Chicago Tenev tothe^omnsingiL ofmotor-cars. County Court has raenUy stated that ho 
University they are still m need of an ni. ■ ,ia.i7A.iy™.>i';r.onnnr ^ never seen a telephone, has never 

endowment for a Professor of Ox ll^ese, of course, ebaU the breaking now. ^ tnho railwaV, and did 

Tongues. * * a i i. * * 1 . « ^rot know that the London General 

OmnibusCompanyranuiotor-omnibuses. 

Owing to the difficulty of obtaining «T1 ip Fh*c:f Little things like these would naturally 

advertisements, The ‘ess. the weekly ^t^ibed as “ The First Draw- ^ the notice of the Law. De Tniwi- 

organ of the bhurch of St. John th^ trf »«?«, «& the saying is. «on cuvat lc.r. 

E^ngelist, East Dulwich, which was being ^just an oidinaiy • 

issued at the j^rice of one farthing, has ^ ^ disposing of a popular 

ceased publication. This should dispose Mr. George Evans, an Aberystwyth misconception, we have been requested 
of the ruxnour that the price of some of aniiqiiaiTan, in giving evidence last to state that, in order to take die oatli 
our leading hal^ennies is to be reduced, week before the Iloyal Commission on in Scotch fashion, it is not necessarj" to 

_ Ancient Monuments in Wales, mentioned wear a kilt. 

Hitherto only poor dergynien with that some old Welsh castles xvere now ..... -. „ ■■■ . 

large families have benefited by Mrs. used as village hen-roosts, Mr. LijOtd- Mr. Fergus Hume’s new novel is cn- 
Carr’s benefection, but an order George, we understand, has made a note titled The DeviVs Ace, This card should 
just issued by the Charity Commissioners of the fact. easily beat our old fiiend “The Deuce.” 
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^ HEALTHY LONDON. 

IN THE OLD LION’S DEN. Eeiiaekable Tbibutes. 

[To Me. Winston Choeghill at Birmingham.] Desirous of testing the evidence recently submitted by 

[“ I do not suppose that a great city has ever fallen into the grasp of various eminent authorities as to the extreme hesdthiness of 
such a narrow-minded set of politicians. In their political opinions Punch has made it his business to interview a 

we can discov^^ no ^le generous pi^iple of gove^ number of aged residents. The results, which indicate a 


sve deserted one party to pervert the oth^r ” . . , t 

It, Wvit^fon OhurcJiUVs speech to the U'tera^^ oj Dirmingruim} 

Stout fellow ! Sportsman unaffearecT, 

Who witii a courage hne and raro 
Stepped forth and said : “ I come to beard 
The Lion in his native lair ! ” 

(Knowing full well the lion wasn’t there.) 

Somewhere, you knew, far off he lies, 

Stretching his worn limbs in the sun, 

Watching with grave and patient eyes 
The dow hoira pass him one by one, 

Loath to bdieve his fighting days are done. 

So you were safe enough from him ; 

And, since his heart has lost its heat. 

You ’ll get no answer, straight and grim, 

Such as of old was wont to greet 
Whoso assailed him, being indiscreet. 

Sharp lessons you ’ve already learned, 

Things that deserters get to know, 

Though scarce your party-coat was turned. 

And payment taken, when the blow 
Fell ircaxi the hand of Fate that struck him bw. 

And now, while decent lips are dumb, 

And andent feuds in shadow fade, 

Flushed with your office-spoils you ^me — 

Price of disloyalty earned and paid — 

And cast at him the name of renegade ! 

^No generous motive marked his schemes ” ? 

Have you forgotten, past all trace, 

Dazed with your own ambitious dr^uns. 

How he surrendered power and place 
So best to serve his loved Imperial race ? 

Fnough ! For him, he cannot need 
Our poor defence to guard his fame ; 

And as for you, you ’U have your meed — 

The swift and sure recoil of shame, 

The wound of weapons turning whence they came. 

O.S. 

WHAT TO DO DJ AN EMERGENCY. 


here appended 

LBss Arabella Burble, of 10, Marine Parade, Hoxton, 
interviewed by our representative, attributes her longevity — 
she is in her 109th year — to the combined effect of the metro- 
politan climate and a rational diet which she has followed 
for the last seventy years. Up to the age^ of 78 she was a 
non-smoker, but, beginning with peimy Pickwicks, she has 
since developed a taste for tobacco in all forms, and now 
seldom consumes fewer than 50 cigarettes in 24 hours. For 
solid food she relies on pickled tulip bulbs and charcoal 
biscuits, washed down with ammoniated quinine. Run over 
a few weeks ago by a motor-bus, Miss Burble walked home 
without assistance, and wrote with her own hand a letter to 
The Hoxtxm Oazette, describing the invigorating results of 
her experience. 

Mr. Jonah Whale, of 11, Paragon Buildings, Poplar, 
is another concrete example of the extraordinary healthiness 
I of the metropolitan climate. Bom in Norfolk, he was a puny 
child, and suffered indescribable agony from rheumatism, 
coleopteritis, metatarsal strabismus and other incurable com- 
plaints, until, in his 88th year, he moved to London and took 
a charming little bijou residence in Poplar. From that day 
to this he has never known an ache or a pain. In his Qfith 
year he developed a beautiful tenor voice, and, on the occa- 
sion of the visit of our representative, sang all the latest songs 
from the pantomimes, including “ She sells eea-shells ly the 
seorshore** with a verve and articulateness that might have 
done credit to a popular preacher. Mr. Whale, though slim 
in his youth, is now a man of massive proportions, with 
raven hadr, and a ruddy complexion. His memory is so good 
that it is a common practice of his, after reading The Daily 
Maily to chant the entire contents by heart in a minor key, 
accompanying himself on a Norfolk biffin. 

Albert Bostock, of 17, Maeterlinck Road, Haggerston, a 
bmrly nonagenarian with a voice like a bass tuba, ascribes 
his perfect health to the exhilarating climate of London. 
The only time he was seriously ill was during a cruise in 
the Mediterranean, when the morbid purity of the atmo- 
sphere serioudy affected his nerves, but a bout of Ix)ndon fog 
speedily set him to rights. His favourite recreation in past 
years was to travel on the Underground between Baker Street 
and Portland Road ; latterly he has found the inhaling of acety- 
lene fumes in motor-buses an invaluable cure for depression. 

Marischka Palacky, the wonderful Hungarian child pianist, 
whose recitals have excited such an amazing furore during 


ShiiMareckeA— Go ashore as soon as possible; remove the last few weeks, was interviewed by our representative 
wet dothing and relate your experiences to nearest reporter, in the gorgeous suite of roonw which she occupies at the Hotel 
Add photograph if possible. Schmitz. Marischka, who is only six years of age, though 

cot asle&p on /ace o/.— Remove cat. gready struck by the intdlectualily of British audiences, is 

Train, tun ofver 6y.— Remove train, using force if necea- still more deeply impressed by the splendid salubrity of the 
sary. Upon release, acquaint nearest station-master with atmosphere of London. Since I came here,” she observed 
the facts and proceed as in case of shipwreck. in her charming broken En^sh, “I have felt ten years 

Pan^, }mrgUri^—Procs^^ of Ae Tariff Reform younger. Indeed I am certain that, on the principles of 
Leagues latest publication on Free Food Fallamea, and read harmonic progression, if I were to live in London till I 
same to integer, taking care to elucidate most telling was 100, I should stiU retain aH my old infantile abandon 
argum^ts. ^e contrite cracksman will at once turn over and ilan. But even if I only manage to spend six weeks in 
a new^, and express his sorrow. Under the circumstances London every year I shall be able to sunnount the difficulty 
you do wm to accept his assui^ce of regret. enshrined in the famous saying, 8i jeunesse savait, si vieil- 

Orme, hrninq or being sussed o/.— Apply lesse pouvaitJ* Here Mile. Palacky paused to refresh herself 

to newest music^'hau ma:^ger for an en^gement. Insist with a box of caramels, and, apologising for the brevity of 
on bei^ put among the star turiM, and deomand a salary the interview, returned to her study of Cicero’s De Senectute 
proportionate to the gravity of the crime in question. a work which she is translating into Magyar. 
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A PUBLIC NUISANCE. 


Me. Potch. “THAT’S A BExVSTLY SIGHT, CONSTABLE; CAN’T YOU DEAL WITH HIM?” 

Constable. “NO, SIB. ’E AIN’T DONE NOTHING DISORDERLY, SO 1 CAN’T SAY AS ’E’S BROKEN THE LAW.” 
Me. Proon. “THEN IT’S TIME THE LAW WAS ALTERED.” 

lT]ie Times, commeuliug upon ihe Report of the Committee appointed to inquire into the operation of the Inebriates Act calls attcrtion 
to the inadequacy of the law as it relates to dninkenness in its earlier stages “ The time seems to have come for abandoning llxc sj stem, 
which, has hitherto prevailed, of practically condoning public drunkenness when it is unattended by riot or manifest distnler.”] 
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THE LITERARY INSURER. 

I SAW the little man hanging lonnd 
my house, and as he had an acquisitive 
look I became suspicious and strove to 
get indoors before he tackled me. Un- 
fortunately my latchkey jammed. 

“ Pardon mo, but I believe you are 
Mr. Flinders, the distinguished author? ” 
said the little man politely. 

‘'My name is Flinders,** I answered 
shortly ; “ what do you want ? ** 

“ I 'ivished to see you with regard to 
insurance..** 

My face brightened. “My dear sir, 
I am insured against fire, burglary, 
accident and death. I can face the pros- 
pect of housemaid*s knee or appendicitis 
with calm. If my cook broke her neck 
it might ^oil my dinner, but it wouldn’t 
break me. Nor do I care if the Govern- 
ment sets a time-limit of fourteen years 
on my copyrights, for I sell them all 
outright.” 

“lam glad to hear it,” said the little 


man ; “ but are you insured against 
literary perils?” 

“ Literary perils ! What are they ? ” 
He thrust a prospectus into my hand. 
“ There you are — see the risks. Five 

K ds a year covers you against them. 

at oxu: liberal benefits I £500 if 
‘ Claudius Clear ’ discovers that you were 
intimate with the Bev, Alexander 
MoTavish of Drumlanrig in early life, 
and writes an article explaining his in- 
fluence on your work. £750 in case 
Mr. Chesterton ddiberately and with 
malice aforethought reviews your book 
and frightens away readers by weaving 
an incomprehensible fairy-tale around it ; j 
with an additional £600 should he con- 1 
dude with a poem, £1,000 insurance 
against the chance of any reviewer mak- 
ing the comment, ruinous to a modem 
novd, that ‘this book is one which may 
safely be given by any hither to his 
daughter.* £2,000 if a note appears in 
The Bookman to the effect that the success 
of that rising novelist, Mr. Flinders, 


must make Mr. Joseph Hocktno and 
Mr. Crockett tremble for their lauiels. 
£3,000 compensation if the photographic 
press prints an artistic study of fog with 
the legend, ‘ Mr. Flinders, the popular 
novdist, at work on his new romance.’ 
£5,000 if a Bishop declares in public 
that he has been more moved by yom‘ 
latest work than by anything published 
since Mr. Guv Thorne’s Whan it Was 
Dark. And last, but not least, £10,000 
for your heirs should Mr. Clement 
Shorter pubhsh your housemaid’s re- 
collections of you, your private corre- 
spondence with your butcher, and other 
intimate literary documents.” The little 
man pulled out a fountain-pen and began 
confidently to fill up a receipt form. 

“ Though a distinguished,^ I am stiU a 
poor author,” I said ; “ yet if I had but 
one five-pound note in the world it should 
be thine.” 

The New Ambrioan Game for British 
Peers: “Pop-in-Law.” 
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THE CUT-GLASS BOWL. 

Being the Storv of one op Life’s 
Little Duplicities. 

(Concluded,) 

X, 

Mrs. Livesey to Mrs, Vanslttart, 
May 26, 190—. 


Mrs. Livesey to Mrs. Vansittart, 
May 27, 190—. 

My dear Mother, — ^I t is no good, as 
tlie enclosed letter will show you. 


the matter once for all ; and tliis is what 
he helped me to wiile. I send it to you 
in case you see Aunt Mercy and she asks 
you any questions : — 

“ Dearest Aunt Mercy,— I am very 


Joseph, who is furious, uants mo to sorry that I cannot send >ou the liowl, 
write again and sav it is sometliing Jemiise unhappily it no longer exists, 
catehmg; but Aunt Mercy would be It is broten; and by a curioiis cLance 
snre to find out. I am taking a strong it happened on the very day that your 


thing has happened. Aunt Mercy has Your loving S. 

written to say she wants to come from 

I Monday to Friday of next week to see xv. 

us and get to like Joseph. The terrible Jane Yates to Mts. Licesey. 
thing is the glass bowl, because poor 30 ^ 190 — . 

Joseph, has never been able lo match it, \ 

chiefly on account of the smallness of legram.) ^ 

the bits, which we kept, but which the . Miss Nomaii-Crudge in bed with 
glass people cannot manage to put to- lunuenza. Visit must be postponed, 
gother satisfactorily. I am not at all Yates. 

strong lust now, and the prospect of ^ 

having to face Aunt Mercy and tell her Mrs, Livesey to Mrs, Vansittart, 
about the bowl is too dreadful. What May 30, 190 — . 

shall I do ? Is it safe to tell her we My darling Motedcr,— I am nearly off 
cannot have her? Please telegraph. my head with joy. She is not coming. 

Your loving S. Yates has telegraphed that Aunt Mercy 


Mrs. Vansittart to Mrs, Livesey, 
(Telegram,) 

May 20, 190 — . 

S^ympathise veij deeply. Better ask 
aunt postpone visit. — ^Mother. 


Darling Mother'— A dreadful I tonic and preparing for the worst. ^isit to us, to which we were a 1 g 
" • ‘ Your loving S. forward so keenly, was postponed. Ulns 

is a dreadful story ^ dear moOiei\ hul I 
seem to have been telling nothing ehe for 
Jane Yates to ihs. Uoesey. years.) At the time that Yates’s kind 
■KT QA iQA telegram was brought saying }ou were 
May 30, 190 . could not come to us after 

(Telegram.) all, Joseph was carrying the bowl up to 

Miss Normaii-Crudge in bed with my bedroom with fresh roses in it,^ as 
influenza. Visit must be postponed. — we always made a point of never lotting 
Yates. the parlourmaid touch it. (This about 

XVI. the ^arl'Urmaid is Utemllij true, dear 

Mrs, Livesey to Mrs, Vansittart, Mother, although it sounds like another !) 

May 30, 190 — . As both his hands were full he told 
My darling Motedcr, — I am nearly off Mills to open the telegram and read 
my head with joy. She is not coming, it to him, which she did, and no sooner 
Yates has telegraphed that Aunt Mercy did he hear the sad news than the bowl 
is in bed with influenza. Joseph was so slipped out of his hands and was utterly 
excited that he insisted on my having smashed. We have the | ieco* still, but 
some champagne for lunch, although of the mending people say it is irapobaible 
course not joining me. I don’t seem to to put them together again. I hoped 
mind anything now, although I suppose that I should not have to tell you, clear 


Mrs, Livesey to Mrs, Vansittart, 
May 30, 190-. 


it will all begin over again. 

Yoiur loving S. 

x^ir. 

Miss Norman-Crudge to Mrs, Livesey, 
July 15, 190—.'' 


Aunt Mercy, but perhaps it is better to 
have done so. One does not like to 
deceive, even out of consi delation for 
anolliei’s feelings. Both Joaeph, who 
is naturally very unhaj^py about it, and 
I hope that jou will not think it neccs- 


Mrs, Livesey to Miss Morman^Crudge, ^ tiiiiik it neccs- . 

^ Tvf AA -icA ^ My DEAR Sarah,— 1 want you to be so sary to give u& another present. 

May 2 o, 190 — . good as to do me a little service. There With much love, I leinain, 

My dear Aunt Mercy, — I am so very is to be a bazaar here next week in con- “ Your affectionate niece, 

sorry, as it would have been a great nection with the new organ for St. “ Sarah ” 

pleasure to have you here under our Michael’s, and as I want it to he a great t ti 

roof, but both Joseph and the doctor success I have undertaken to an-ange a Mother, I think that that 

i think I am not quite strong enough for small but tastefid exliibition of old china ^V^iU ?dlToTw^uT AiuTM^c^^ 
a visitor ]ust now. hot that I am at all and glass and perhaps a little choice louwhat Auut Mercy 

ilhbutlhavebeeuiatherrundownand furniture in one of tL smaller rZs Do come and see ns soon, dei^. 

I might not be able to look after you The bowl which I gave you for a wed- ioviug b. 

and take you about as I should wish, ding present is so excellent a specimen xix. 

So, dear Aunt Mercy, I hope you wu’t of ite style md period (although inferior Miss Norman-Crudge to Mrs. Livesey. 

mind postpeaung your visit for a little to the one which j-ou taid arrived broken) t„ 7 „ ^ 

while. lour affectionate niece, that I should like to indude it. 'Jhe ,, c July idu—. 

Sarah. bazaar lasts only three days, so that you \ ^ course very 

XIII. would not be deprived of your treasure b(^h my beautiful 

MissNorman-Grudge to Mrs. Livesey, for more than a week altogether. I baye ceased to be, but the veiy 

Maw 26 190 endose a postal order for half-a-crown to 

Wv n..., T . ' VT‘ cost of transit and yroiessional ^ the second one help to i-econcile me. 

My pear Sarah, — I am sorry to hear ^icfeino ^ Door Joseph, I do not wonder he was 

of your p^r hedth, but you m.u 8 t not ^ Your affectionate Aunt Mercy. ’^Pset 1 shall not make the experiment 


Miss Norman-Crudge to Mrs. Livesey, for more than a we( 

May 26, 190-. postd order i 

My pear Sarah,— I am sorry to hear .patina ° 

of your poor health, but you must not ^ Vmir iff«>t;nno+o A„„t 

think tl4t die fear of being left too affectionate Aunt Mercy. 

much, to myself will deter me from iny xviii. 

project of seeing you and your husband Mrs. Livesey to Mrs. Vansittart. 
—with perhaps a peep at the bowl on July 17 , 190—. 

the table! It will interest me to ex- My darling Motbei ' 


of giving you glass again, but I hope to 
see something more durable when next 
I visit my old furniture deder. The 
exhibition, you will be glad to hear, 


the table ! It will interest me to ex- My darling Mother,— It is all over promises to be a great success, even 
plore Warwick alone, and I shall be now. I have told Aunt Mercy that tlie without the bowl. 


glad also to do wliat I can to nurse and bowl is broken. I had to do it because 
amuse you. The only difference it will she wrote asking to borrow it for an 
mke IS that I shall now certainly bring exhibition. Joseph would not let me 
lato, as she is so clever with beef-tea worry about it anv more. He said there 
and 3 ^hos, and is a perfect nurse. had been trouble enough about the 
Your affectionate Aunt Mercy. wretched thing and he would settle 


Your affectionate Aimt Mercy. 

XX. 

Mrs. Vansittart to Mrs. Livesey. 

July 20, 190 — . 

My Dabung Sarah, — was so glad to 
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get your letter, with your Aunt Mercy’s 
enclosed, and to feel that everything is 
now all right again. It shows how im- 
portant it is to tell the truth, for until 
she knew it was hroLen there was no 
peace of mind for any of us. lam sure 
I have suffered almost as much as you. 

1 My one fear is that when I meet your 
aunt when she pays her annual visit 
to Scotland next month 1 shall foiget 
what happened, and that might be 
terrible. I can’t help feeling it will be 
safer if I know nothing about it at all. 
Yes, that is best. 

Your loving Mother. 

P.S. — I reopen this to say, remember, 
darling, I know nothing about it at all. 


A SAD CASE. 

In a recent lecture on ** Insect Life,” 
Mr. Martin Duncan is reported to have 
said that *^he had seen a Death’s Head 
Hawk-moth in a hive, very much in- 
toxicated and giving vent to squeaks. 
li was surrounded by an admiring crowd 
of bees, evidently much impressed by 
this vocal dempnstration.” 

We have received the following letters 
on this subject. The first is one of 
indignant protest from the insect in 
(Question. He says : — 

I have read with the greatest annoy- 
ance and disgust the libellous state- 
ment attributed to Mr. Martin Duncan. 
In the strongest possible terms I repu- 
diate the dastardly suggestion that I 
was drunk on the occasion mentioned, 
and I may add that I have been a life- 
long member of the Young Abstainers’ 
Union. The courtesy extended to Mr. 
Duncan in admitting him, as a privi- 
leged guest, to the concert referred to 
has been iU repaid. He has accused me 
of intemperance and he has held his 
hosts up to ridicule. As a matter of 
fact I was in perfect voice on that par- 
ticular night, and my friends the Bees 
expressed themselves in the most flatter- 
ing terms with regard to my rendering 
of ^Pub me among the Oirls,^ This 
performance Mr. Dunoan coarsely and 
ignorantly describes as * squeaks.* His 
iU-considered sneers have done irrepar- 
able harm to my career as a professional 
vocalist (for terms and Press notices 
see small bills), and I have instructed 
my solicitors to commence an action for 
heavy damages against him. 

Yooib truly, Aoherontia Atropos.” 

Miss Mdlifica Apis writes : — 

** As a member of the audience at the 
concert described by Mr. Martin Duncan, 
I shoold like to say there is not a word 
of truth in his amazing statement that 
Mr. Atropos was inebriated on that 
occasion. Mir. Atropos sang with rare 
charm and feeling, even for so gifted 
an artist, and I think it is a great shame 
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that Mr. Duncan, who was invited only 
as a special favour, should so abuse the 
hospitality of the hive.” 

** A Follower of Mrs. Carrie Nation,” 
in the course of a long and vehement 
letter, says : — 

“ Mr. Martin Duncan’s giaphic picture 
of the nauseating or^ which he wit- 
nessed in a bee-hive is an object-lesson 
which degraded man would do well to 
lay to heart. Plere we have the disgust- 
ing spectacle of a company of bees, all, 
probably, more or less under the influ- 
ence of liquor, applauding and encourag- 
ing the maudlin antics of a hopelessly 
intoxicated moth who hiccoughs tune- 
lessly and obscenely before them. It 
is terrible to think that even blameless 
insects should have come under the 
awful Drink curse. And who invented 
the Drink ? Man ! Man ! Who, in the 
first instance, tempted and encouraged 
the insects to drink? Man again I 
Filthy, drink-sodden man ” 

[Our Fair Correspondent’s language 
here becomes so intemperate that we 


are obliged to curtail the rest of her I 
letter. — ^E d.] 

Interviewed by a representative of 
the London News Agency, Mr.^ Atropos 
said that he had nothing to add to the 
letter which he had sent to the Press. 
Asked if he could give any reason for 
Mr. Dunc.\n’s extraordinary statement, 
Mr. Atropos said that he regarded it as 
the outcome of professional jealousy. 

I Mr. Duncan had intended to address the 
Bees on “ The Proper Care and Feeding 
of Larvae,” and was annoyed to find 
that they prefen ed to listen to his 
(Mr. Atropos’) performance. 

The Secretary of the Variety Artistes' 
Federation informs us that Mr. Atropos 
is not, and has never been, a member 
of that Society. 

Military Language. 

“In this volume (John Murray) -wbich deals 
■with the pieparation for the classical account 
of French literatui-e, Mr. Arthur Tilley accom- 
plishes in an damnable fashion an arduous 
ta ^.” — War Office Times, 
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T rr D ft r\T When sixteen years or so are gone, I ’ll hunt for it myself 

THE CONTRACT. And take it gently from its drawer, or get it from its shelf. 

" Come, Peggy, put yonr toys away; you needn’t shake yom- «.j^dwhen, mid douds of scattered rice, through aU the 
head. f -u- wedding whirl 

Your hoax s been working overtime ; he s panting for his feHow hurries out a certain graceless girl, 

bea. T. r j , Unless nay hand have lost its strength, unless my eye bo dim, 

lie s turned a thousand somersaults, and now his head must j .jj contract too, and fling the lot at him.’’ 

i oche ; L 

I It *S cruelty to animals to keep the bear awake.’’ . ... r':",;:;zs..jr=sjr =! s; 


At this she stamped in mutiny, and then she urged her plea, 

Her wonted plea, “ A little time, a minute more, for me.” 

Be o(f, you little rogue of rogues,” I sternly made reply ; 

‘‘ It s wicked to he sitting up with sand in either eye. 

To hod, to bed, you sleepy head ; and then, and then — who 
knows ? — 

Some day you ’U he a growm-up girl, and lovely as a rose. 

And somo day some one else Avail come, a gallant youth and 

To harry me and marry you and carry you away.” 

At this the storm broke out afresh : — You know I hate the 
boys; 

TlioA 're only good at taking things, and breaking things, 
and noise. 

So, Daddy, please remember this, because — — want — you — 
to : — 

I ’ll neA’er many any boy ; I ’ll only marry you.” 

“ Agreed ” I cried— the imp, of course, had won the bout of 
Avits ; 

Hatl gained her point and got her time and beaten me to fits — 

Agreed, agreed,” — she danced for joy — “we’ll leave no 
room for doubt. 

But bin<l ourselves with pen and ink, and write the contract 
out • ” 

This is a firm and dear 

Made, as doth from these presents appear, 

Beticccn Fetjtjif, heing now in her siHh gear, 

A child of laughter, 

A sort of fannij actress, 

Hof erred to horeinaffcr 

the said eontracXress — 

Botween the said contraetress, that Is to say, 

And a person with whom she is often good enough to play ; 

. Who liap^pens to hace heen sennething of a factor 

In Irlnglng her into the world, who, in short, Is her 

^ ^ father, 

And is hereinafter spohen of as the said eoiUractor. 

yiow the said contractress declares she would rather 
Marry the said contmetor than any other. 

At the same time she affirms with the utmost steadiness 
Her perfect readiness 

To^ tahe any other fellow on as a hrother, \ 

Utill, she means to marry her father, and to he his wife, 
And to lice happily with him all the rest of her life. 

This contract is made without consideration. 

And is subject to later ratification. 

The said contractress had it read through to see that nothing 
was missed. 

And she took her pen, and she held it tight in a chubby and 
crampedrup fist, 

' Aiid she made her nwirk with a blotted cross, instead of sionlnn 
her name ; 

And the said contractor he signed in fiiU, and they mean to 
<d)8er}5e the sam, 

**Nbw give me, Peg, that old brown shoe, that hattei*ed shoe 
of yours, 

I’ll stow the contract in its toe, and, if the shoe endures, 


THE SHAKSPEARE HOUR. 

The four roAvs of bright, intelligont faces looked up at 
mo with apparent interest. This, however, is apt to bo 
deceptive, as the British schoolboy has a marked genius for 
assuming a concentrated attention to bis work, while in 
imagination he gets outside a huge dough-nut or scores a 
brilliant goal amid loud cheers. So I asked Green 'major 
to tell me the meaning of the Avord “ paraphrase,” which 1 1 
had just explained with my customary lucidity. The absurd 
art of paraphiusing is still cherished by examiners, so that | 
I am forced to alloAv my unfortunate young pupils to tAvist 
and turn the beautiful lines of Shakspearb into hideous prose. 
This is the sort of thing that happens : — 

“ Now all the youth of England are on fire, 

And silicon dalliance in die Avardiobo lies ’* 

is transmuted into “ Now all the young men in England are 
quite excited, and have put away in the clothes-cup board 
the silk shirts that they were accustomed to lounge in.” 
Green major thought deeply, then said, witli a burst of 
intelligence, that it meant turning Shakspeare into decent 
Englimi. I left paraphrasing and went on to something else. 

We are reading Shaxspearb’s Henry V, together, more, 
perhaps, on accoimt of a future examination than because of 
Ml*. Leavis Walijer’s revival at the Lyric, but my young 
pupils delight to hear about him, and about Kemble, and 
Macready, and Kean, and the other great actors who have 
assumed the port of Mars ” and cried (according to one 
bright youth who was reciting the passage), “ Once more 
onto the beach, dear friends, once more.” Now, however, 
being a little put out on account of the pamphrasing, I felt 
that Ave ought to discuss something less pleasant to ttein. 

So I turned to the subject of Prologues. “ Another name 
for Prologue,” I said, “is Chorus, which may stand either 
for the man who delivers the Chorus or Prologue, or for the 
Chorus or Prologue itself.” I felt sure that this very dear 
statement could not fail to impress itself on the most stupid 
hoy, and therefore I considered myself at liberty to employ 
the Comparative Method as recommended by the Board of 
Education. (“ Collocation of Subjects,” as the Board so 
happily term it.) It was, besides, a suitable opportunity for 
adnnnistering a little general culture. “ 'The Chorus of the 
ancient Greek Drama,” I remarked Avith that proprietary air 
Vfhich superior knowledge is apt to impart, differed con- 
sideiably from the Shakspeareun Chorus. It consisted of a 
large number of persons who remained in or about the 
orchestra throughout the perfoimance and at intervals passed 
lyrical comments upon the action of the play.” And so I 
warmed to my subject, and told them of the Choius of 
’napOivai 6piJpo<f>6poL that I had seen in The Clouds of Aris- 
a few years ago at Oxford, and I touched lightly on 
Bradfielcl and the pei*foimance of Greek plays in general. 
Then, with an undiminished flow of language, I explained 
the uses of the Chorus in Henry 7,, how that its duty 
there was to apologise for imperfections of apparatus and 
scenery and for the inadequacy of the stage to represent with 
any degree of ^ verisimilitude the “ vasty fields of France,” 
and also to stunulate the imaginations of the audience hy 
relating what had occurred between the Acts, and so to fill 
up the gaps or interstices in the relation of events. 
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As the four rows still looked intoUigent. I decided to 
enjoy the fruits of my toil, and so I mopped mv brow and 
haid, “ AH those who know anything about a Chorus will 
put their hands up.*' 

About three hands were raised, among them one belonging 
to Brown, a quiet little fellow who always sat in the extreme 
corner of the room, on account of which peculiarity I had 
named him, somewhat wittily, “ Pucr in angulo.*' I nodded 
at him, and he at once began: “Please, sir, I know a 
chorus ; it goes like this : — ‘ What is the use of loving a 

girl, if she don’t love you “Stop!” I roai’ed, fori 

I was indeed shocked by this unseemly and cryptic outburst , 
of vulgarity, and, turning hopefully to Green^ major, whose I 
hand was still waving in the air, I asked him what were 
the duties of the Chorus in Eenry V. “Please, sir,” ho 
replied, “ to apologise for the play being written, and to get 
people to go and fill up gaps between the Acts.” 

The SBAKsrE.\]JE Hour was not yet completed, but “that 
day no longer did wc read therein.” 

A SEotor-car that knows its way about. 

“ A well-equipped motor-car, with two ladies in it, one of them 
hearing some resemblance to Miss Ghaiieswortb, drove up to one of the 
principal hotels and took rooms.” — Daily Qlironide, 

In Siam, when your electric light goes out, the remedy is 
simple, as seen in the following notice : 

“Bangkok. Sir, for the case that your electric light should fail 
wo beg to send you enclosed a postcard which please send us at 
once Twien you find your light out. Ihe Company will then send you 
another postcard. Yours t]^y, Manager, Biaan Electricity Co., Ltd.” 


IN MEMORIAM. 

Bobn 18‘U. Died Jasuart 14, 1909. 

FainNi) of our hearts, who never made a foe ! 

Old comradeships renew their former spell 
As now into the Silent Land you go ; 

And round the Table, which you held so dear, 
Laughter is hushed and all our pleasant cheer 
Changed for the lonely, last, sad word, “ Farewell.' 


More Cliff Mystery. 

A new light is throwji upon the question of Miss Violet 
Charlbswortii’s age by llio Birmhicfliam Evening Bes^atcli, 
It would seem from the following passage that she is not so 
old as some of us feared, though her extravagance may not 
have been underrated : 

“The bos left at Snow Hill has been found to contain notog but 
I stationery and all kinds of writing materials of an expensive kid,” 

Annus Mirabilis. 

i We are glad to see that the statement in The Church 
Times (quoted in our last issue), to the effect that the p^sent 
year is “one of birthdays,” is not a piece of purely clen^l 
dogmatism. Tlie OJseiTer, whose attitude is secular in the 
best sense, confirms this view. “This is the marvellous 
year,” it says, “ of anniversaries.” 





THE PEEPECT PEDAGOGUE. 


[“Rugby Blue, young and unmarried, re- 
quired at large Rublic School for at least one 
tcim. FootbSl is the chief subject, but ele- 
mentary Latin, English, and Mathematics are 

alfc*o looked for — Apply, etc. 

Advt, in “ The Bpectatory] 


Be silent, ye scholars of Isis, 

Ye Senior Wranglers, be mute 1 ' 

We have no use for you — 

What we want is a Blue 
Who can teach young ideas to shoot. 

I The player of subtle devices, 

Not the student of Latin and Greek — 
The art of the scrum, 

Not the lore of Lit. Hvm., 

These, these are the things that we 
seek. 

Wo want no studious ass 
With spectacles on nose, 

No diligent crammer 
To hammer 

I At grammar 

And Oiceronian prose. 

^ For Football is the class 

To which we pay attention, 


And if our boys but learn to pass 
Their parsing needs no mention. 

Of course, if he boasts any sense, a 
Headmaster will scarce hope to get 
• A Blue who is quite 
Unattacked by the blight 
That so ruins the ’Varsity set. 

He’ll forgh’e snne acquaintance with 
'tnensa. 

He will smile if you ’ve met 6, t(5, 

Ho will even perhaps 
Please to pardon a chap’s 
Having heard of \eKvjiivos 
If faults like these you own 
* Pray keep them well concealed ; 

J ust show off your muscle 
And thus ’H 
You hustle 

Your rivals off the fidld. 

No matter though you ’re known 

As Wisdom’s very image, 

Keep dark the crime until you ’ve 
shown 

Your prowess in the scrimmage. 


Of the problem to solve 
If you wish to evolve 
The number of pence in a pound ; 
Nor would we be terribly hard on 
A person who had to confess 
That he’d studied Twelfth Night, 
Helped by Alois and Wright 
And the excellent Clarendon Press. 
But wisdom so austere 
We should not greatly miss : 

If you ’ve muscle and sinew 
Within you, 

Continue 

To base your claim on this, 
j Though Learning may be dear 
To those who love to hug her, 
It is our clear conviction here 
The end of man is Rugger. 


Journalistic IKCodesty. 


We might perhaps possibly pardon 
^ A ki?iowledge, if not too profound, 


“ I only wish at the present moment I could 
convert myself into a dormotise till the genial 
weather ai rives, and I daresay many of my 
readers would warmly welcome such a pro- 
position.” — Mr. J. Aalihy-^erry, in *'Tli6 
^ Graphia.^' 









Jahtary 20 , 1909 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


ii: 










I 


i 


Mi 




T 




THE fSOTH BIRTHDAY OF THE BRITISH MUSEUM. 

[In spite of the decision of the authorities not to celebrate this interesting occasion the more spiiited of the ordinaiy occupants of the 
Museum are reported to have got up quite a nice little dance after closing houi's. The Assyrian Court Band (Nimrod^s Own) idayed delight- 
fully throughout the evening. As an illustration of the good feeling and camaraderie prevailing between the different departments we may 
mention that it was conducted most ably by the Discobolus, who threw himself into the performance with his accustomed vigour.] 


A SKY-CODE. 

After duly considering the varioirs 
suggestions wown out at the Aero|)lane 
Dinner last week as to the necessity of 
framing some Eules of the Air, we feel 
bound to recognise the futility of 
endeavouring to enforce tie same, and 
therefore content ourselves with emitting 
the following Pious Aspirations, more or 
less sotto wee, in view of the imminence 
of these supermen : — 

There should be no speed limit, every 


aeroplane being encouraged to disappear 
over the horizon as quickly as possible. 

Parties desirous of colliding should 
be free to do so, if they select a pond or 
lake to fall into. 

Full play should be given to air- 
‘hogs, as spills are good for ti*ade, and 
tie old prophecy liat pigs might fly 
must be fulfilled, 

“The Mount Aerarat Marathon” 
might be proposed as a suitable title 
for the next long-distance air-ark race. 

Eules of tie road woxild seem super- 


,fluous, as at 300 miles an iour— the 
pace aimed at — ^you must take your j 
chance, and won^t have time to see | 
which way you are going. 

Offenders against the law, ichen 
caught, should be taken "up^ by the 
aero-police (to a convenient height) and 
dropped on to a Suffiugette meeting or 
other riotous concourse. This will ex- i 
plain what is really meant by “ a bolt | 
from the blue.” 

“ Fly and let fly ” should be the motto 
of aerial sportsmen. 
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Di &MrMP>e I PTTPR^ ^ unique position among them for use bombs, and she advised them to do 

tiUAraunPO i-ci ici\o. reason— the Ramsgate peerage is the same as regarded their own in- 

Jakuakt in Town. ong of fj^ose that can go down through dividual requirements. She was put in 

Park Lane the female line, and Dickie being an Golliway Gaol in consequence, as a fiist- 
DniitEsrDAKiKE, — A good many people only child, it follows that she ’ll one day class misdemeanant, which means that 
have come back to town after doing their be Countess of Ramsgate in her own she’s allowed to do herself veiy well. 
Christmassing. Those with kiddies have light; and when that time comes she They’ve given her a drawmg-ioom of 


Christmassing. Those wi o— , . _ 

almost had to do it in sorts;andalotoffurni- 

the country, for of coarse OF THE BILLIARD TABLE AT SEA. £7been'bSfup 

ClaSmannmf gave^rae Bombs ^ 

for hr youngsters at //> ^ Votes; The Cry of a 

Clackmannan House the ^ Maityr from QoUheay 

other evening, and (it Jj^n • Oaol; and Manners and 

only shows how good Customs of the Subwiis. 

and unselfish people are wwK/ home to 

and how fond of cUl- week, 

of us toned up to help. ^ motored up to Golliway. 

We worked tremen- ^ Thmre was a long string 

dously hard to keep ^ of “‘^rs outside the gaol, 

things going, and Stella '/ ^ crowd of natives 
said it was simply most ' •'' ^ collected to stare, 

awfully sweet of us, but 1 Inside I found a mob of 

that she could have I— Xhoitimitc Fob plumbs. Dickies personal fneads 

wished so many of us as vrell as a contingent 

hadn’t danced, “ be-| ] ,i / H ) ^ il / ^ ill / // > /l jf ®f Suffragettes, Dickie 

cause,” ^eadded,“most / f^Sj ff jfZ'l 1 1 1 I f ll simply sweet 

of the wewiies stood by / /^’^ // ^ // / It Fiton afternoon 

and didn’t venture into j /V /fi/ frock, and servants from 

the ciowd, and those ( j '/ /#^lnlH!raw f^s™sgste House cai^- 

that ^i^ got^ knocked jpgroundteaandniciffl. 

couldn’t have believed arrows, and skilly, and 

l^had^ea the other day? ^ dass misdemeanant.” 

prison! Isn’t it lovely ' \ ^ means a rather 

But I must begin at the amusing time in a fairly 

beginning and tell you C comfy suburban hotel- 

all about it. You must ‘ \ M with the crown of mar- 

knowtbatDickieSandys, as.. ^iw.o *~| tyrdom thrown in ! ” 

sinwheraffairwithDolly jj _ — jjqj uairriMvrE Fob siBicKru p-issckoers ■buo wurr soaBiHata level I saw some of the shin- 

de Lacy came to nothing lo sit o» ing lights of the Move- 

owing to the flirtatious ■ — ment, including Itfiag 

propensities of her granny, Popsv, Lady promises to take her seat in the Painted Lily Slapperton, who once hid in the room 
Ramsgate, has gone in wildly for Woman Chamber and make it a House ol Lords where a Cabinet Meeting was to be bald , 
with a big W, has joined the Suffragettes, and Ladies, or know the reason why and then came out of her hidey-hole and 
if you please, and has been damouring not ' (You can imagine how the one threatened them with a hat pin if they 
for a vote in a buder and shriller would-be hereditary legislatress is wouldn’t consider Woman SuflErage. 
soprano than any of them. She ’s one cheiished among them ') Well, Dickie,” I said before leaving 

of the chief caryatides that support the In the meantime she’s out for the “I uon’t wish you may get the vote’ 
Woman’s Temple (isn’t that a splenny vote. She addressed a big crowd of my dear, lor I know Hhat wouldn’t be 
sumb? I can’t think how I came to rowdies on the Embankment one day friendly; if you got it, it would be a 
think of it 1)— one of the great shining and tdd them if she couldn’t get what case of ‘ Othdlo’s occupation’s gone,’ 
hqpes of the sisterhood, and occupies she wanted unthovt bombs, why, she’d asHomletsays; there ’d be no more fun, 


USES OF THE BILLIARD TABLE 


-LcaiTiMvrc For PLiYEss. 


II.—NOT LEGITIM VTE 


For stricken passengers who want something level 

TO SIT ON 
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110 more rows and crowds and notoriety 
lor aay of you. Confess now, Dickie, 
that if you ’d got it you ’d be utterly and 
hopelessly wretched ! And Dickie 
winked the other eye and whispered, 

“ You Ve touched the spot, old girl.” 

There 've been several weddings in 
town lately, the most sensational being 
that of the young Duke of Land’s-End 
yesterday. He made a Competition of 
himself in Daily Thvill\ and married 
the girl whose photo got the most votes 
from the paper’s readers. Daily 
Thrills has boomed enormously, I 
hear, since the *'DiichessV Coronet 
Competition ” started, and the owners 
have paid Land’s End something im- 
mense. People were simply killing 
each other at St. Agatha’s yesterday to 
get a look at the Daily Thrills 
Duclie&s and her bridesmaids (the sis 
girls next her in the voting). 

Evor thine, 

Bl vnche. 

FLIGHTS OF F.VNCY. 

(A Pune INTO titi. Flu re.) 

0cfol)er2, 1909. — The Army Aeroplane 
was brought out of its shed at xVlderaliot 
to day in splemlid weather. The machine 
tiM veiled well along the ground for fully 
100 yards. Colonel Com was, as usual, 
well satisfied with the results, but de- 
cided, before attempting a flight, to le- 
instate the radiators (which weigh about 
100 lbs. each) in the position they occu- 
pied in November, 19(KS. 

January 14, 1910. — T’iie Royal Engi- 
neers (under the supervision of Colonel 
Cody, the aviator) brought the Army 
Airship out of its shed to-day and ran it 
successfully round a portion of the golf 
course. The radiators (which weigh 
about 110 lbs. each) have been altered, 
and the michine seemed to run very! 
smoothly. A cyclometer attached to one 
of the wheels showed that the Aeroplane 
had covered nearly 1,400 yards (mostly 
uphill). Colonel Cody was naturally very 
much pleased with the results of the 
trial, but explained that, owing to the 
frozen state of the ground, no attempt at 
flight was possible. A tyre was unfor- 
tunately punctured on the home journey, 

November 9, 1911. — The Army Aei*o- 
plane underwent a further trial to-day 
on Laffan’s Plain, the object being to 
test the new tyre which was recently 
fitted. The trial was satisfactory in 
every way, and Colonel Cody is confident 
that, should the new position of the 
radiators (^which weigh about 120 lbs. 
each) prove satisfactory and the great 
box-like wings act as he expects, there 
is no reason why ho should not remain 
in the air for quite a quarter of an hour. 
Two first-class Brazilian Aerocriiisers 
passed over the Plain at an altitude of , 
400 feet during the trial. I 



M F. E. {who IS enfeytaUihiq mne of the smaTler lownr-farmei t,) ‘ I Horn iott are 
TNG YOUR DliiNFR, Mr DorBI> ” 

Mr. D {imbiwec^s/ulhj ctftackhiy a mnrroic-boite) ‘ Thvnk if, Sir, I’\e ’ad a right good 
DiNNrn, BUI nrow ml ir 1 ’a^en’i'drawed a beayk time, fur inrRE bfint i.owt os this 
’ere jinf” 


June 21, 1912. — ^Not since the summer 
of 1908 has the Army Aeroplane had such 
a successful trial. Spectators on Laffan’s 
Plain had a splendid view of the famous 
machine as it came towards them fl>iDg, 
without appaieiit effort, the Cnion Jack ! 
Colonel Ck)DY is now certain that he has 
at last solved the problem — which has 
puzzled him for so ne time — ot return- 
ing to terra jirma after a flight. As a 
result of further calculations the radiators 
(which weigh nearly leW lbs. each) have 
been shifted forward to recover balance. 

May 10, 1916. — The “Semper Eadem” 
(as the British Army Aeroplane has been 
christened) created a sensation to-day at 
Aldershot. Hauled on to the golf course 
by a detachment of Royal Engineers the 
machine was given a brief rest in front 
of the bunker guarding the seventh hole. 
Colonel Cody then started the engine 
and gave the order, “Let go!” The 
Aeroplane leapt forward like a thing of 
life and landed on the green in one. 
There seems to be no doubt that it xvaa 
in the air for at least three seconds. (A 
bystander with a slo]>watch made it 
four seconds.) Colonel Cody was natur- 
ally jubilant, and, looking up at the 
squadron of Bulgarian Aerodestroyers 
which happened to be passing, expressed 
the opinion that the “ Semper Eadem ” 
had come to stay 1 

[Yes, but icherc J — En.j 


ROMANCE IN 1908. 

Ail the market stat’ sties hitherto 
published to illustrate Iasi year’s trade 
having neglected the internal economics 
of fiction, it is hoped that authors of 
novels will study the following list of 
fluctuations and regulate their output 
for 1909 accordingly : — 

Manufacture of Yarns. — Threadbare, 
thrice-spun, and doubtful varieties have 
showed no sign ol diminution, but there 
has been a great decrease in the weaving 
of the original fabric. The employment 
of local colour (foreign, colonial and pro- 
vincial; for the purposes of this industry 
has been enormous, Devon and Cornish 
being in especial demand. American 
spots have declined, 

Charncievs, — Males opened silent 
strong, but tended latterly to loquacious 
ep'grammatic. Heroines variable and 
uncertain all the year, Selt-realisation 
and introspectiveness unchanged. Neu- 
rotic tone w’ell maintained. 

Incident*t. — ^The motor tmde has given 
an enormous stimulus to this industry. 
Home railway accidents have hardened, 
avalanches inclined to fall. Elopements 
(all kinds) brisk ; idylls scarcer. 

Tddaelie interhides.— -A. very heavy 
turn-over. 
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PHILISTINES AMONG THE 
PROPHETS. 

I FORGET exactly liovv I got there, and 
never in the world shall I understand 
how Gwen got there. For the re.-it, they 
were obviously artistic and literary folk. 
When the men discuss their innermost 
souls and the women approach all sub- 
jects from a strictly logicd point of view, 
you may be sure that you are not dining 
with people whose only passion in life is 
mixed hockey. For myself, I have just 
sufficient acquaintance with my soul to 
belong to either party; but Gwen’s 
cheek was too delightfully ro^y and 
herself too sweetly fresh to belong to 
anything but the Opposition. 

We both, without conspiracy, acted at 
first on the say-nothing-but-look-wise 
policy, and as to our mouths it was 
‘ ‘ Admission only on Business. No Exit.” 
The others being qualified and willing 
to do aU the talking, we got along nicely 
by merely putting in a “ Yes ” or “ No ” 
now and then . Security, however, breed s 
carelessness, and about the savoury I 
said “Yes” at the wrong place and 
much too loudly. I tried to save myself 
from exposure by substiiiiting a fit of 
coughing for an ex^jlanation, but they 
knew, and Gwen knew, and she, being 
a woman, set about to desert me in my 
distress and to glorify herself by fraud 
and nusvcpie^entation. 

Maeterlinck was the topic upon which 
she did it. Careless of the fact that 
Maeterlinck might be poet, puzzle-game, 
Belgian geneial, hero of a decadent 
novel or foreign competitor in the 
Marathon race, she ventured to express 
disapproval wben all tlie others were 
emphatic in praise. Her disapproval 
was so vague that it might have applied 
to any of the above descriptions. “ Of 
course,” she said, “I speak witli but 
superficial knowledge. I have only just 
begun to form a definite opinion. I am 
only on the edge, as it were. But as 
far as my study of the matter has gone 
I am bound to confess that I have felt 
a curious want, a sense of something 
lacking. It would be absurd to deny 
the many obvious merits, but I do miss 
that — ^what shall I say? — that je ne 
sais quoif that namdess something, 
which I certainly expected to find.” 
“Ah,” said one of the Genuine, “I too 
was disappointed at first. But 1 changed 
my opinion as I advanced in know- 
ledge.” 

“He might have told you,” I whis- 
pered to Gwen, what this Maeterlinck 
is ; ” but Gwen, affecting not to hear, 
turned to the last speaker and begged 
him to reveal his inward self upon the 
point. 

After the ladies had gone, they gave 
me a cigar and a match, and told me, as 
clearly as they could without putting it 


into words, that I should hear from them 
again when they wanted me.^ Then 
they gathered together and discussed 
the pictures at the Exhibition. “Was 
it not,” was the last word, “the most 
delightful collection of modern times, 
as fiu*, at any rate, as the British Section 
was concerned ? ” When they ikonght 
it vras nearly time to join the ladies, one 
of them asked me what sort of a year it 
had been for the crops. I awoke with a 
start and was just warming up to the 
subject, when a movement was made, and 
we were in the drawing-room before I 
had even done with the hay. 

We found the ladies discussing Turner 
and Impressionism, and there was Gwen 
sitting right in ihe middle of the sofa 
and saying, “Oh, do you think so?” 
with such self-possession that they wore 
aU deceived and myself left boiling. 
“Shall hypocrisy and deceit so pre- 
vail ? ” I thought, and forced myself to 
her side. 

“ Did you,” I said, “ go to the Exhi- 
bition?” “I believe I did,” she 
answered without enthusiasm, and 
looked as if this awful man was going 
to talk to her about the Flip-Flap. 
“And did you,” I said, “find anything 
there to please you? ” No, she thought 
she had not. “Not even the pictures?” 
I pursued relentlessly. Then she feU. 
“No,” she said with a tolerant smile, 
“ the Oleograph and the Christmas 
Number Presentation Plato are all very 
well for the people, but I confess they 
leave me chiUed to the bone.” “In- 
deed,” I said, and turned to include in 
the conversation the George Eliot at the 
other end of the sofa. “1 am trying to 
persuade Miss Hornier that the pictures 
at the Exliibition were the most delight- 
ful collection of modern times, as far, 
at any rate, as the British Section was 
concerned.” G. E. forgave my past 
and came up to the scratch like the 
good sportsman she was. “Why, of 
course I ” she cried. “ Surely you liked 

that? Think of the exquisite ” 

And while she poured panegyric into 
Gwen’s right ear I kept on whispering 
“Oleograph” and “Christmas Number 
Presentation Plate” into the other ear. 
Gwen’s punishment was just about as 
bitter as it could be, and it would have 
been longer, only she made such a half- 
hearted show' of fight. 

Presently I got her into a comer by 
herself. “Were there any pictures at 
the Exhibition?” she asked. “And 
if so, where?’’ “I do not know,” I 
answered candidly; “I never saw any.” 
“Then,” she said, “you are a deceitful 
wretch, and I hate you.” “ And justly,” 
I admitted ; “but I shall not leave you 
until you tell me what Maeterlinck is.” 

With that she gave in completely. 
“I believe,” she said with an irresistible 
smile, “that it is a place on the Con- 


tinent w'here one takes the waters. 
What is your handicap at golf ? ” 
o 

Philistines may be Philistines, but 
they are not without cunning of a low 
order. W i th some ingenuity and address 
I managed to see a good deal of Gwen 
after that, and finally made my ex~farte 
application in a cosy ^vood by the ninth 
hole, but right out of bo\in<ls. The 
Court demurred but finally granted my 
petition, and I was, with the other ten 
thousand, the happiest man on earth. 
“ Gwen,” I declared, “ you are an angel, 
and, if they ’ve got good golf there, we ’ll 
spend our honeymoon at Maeterlinck.” 


THE PRAYER-MAT. 

The rug arrived — a wondrous thing ; 

Its blended coloui*s seemed to biing 
The glamour of an Eastern Spring 
To cheer a London Christmas ; 

One almost sees some pious Khan 
Kneel on it by his caravan, 

East somewhcie, say, near Teheran, 
When Suez w^as an isthmus ! 

I note your rather Jlattering thought — 
That since its web and weft were wrought 
Where Hafiz sang and Rustum fought 
My hand might try to harp it : 

To tills I ’d say my modest Muse 
Would very certainly refuse 
To harp— or even wear her shoes — 

On such a magic carpet I 

It tells of fm’-off city gates 
Where swarthy traders fill the crates 
With sun-dried store of figs and dates 
F or j uvenile excesses ; 

I see the Persian roses blroin, 

I sniff the camel’s chaste perfume, 

And hear the tuneful bulbul boom 
Jji flowery wildernesses 1 

It paints for me the shiny East, 
Mysterious, pagan, unpoliced, 

Where Muezzins call to Fast or Feast, 
Where minaret and dome are ; 

And when its conjured visions tire i 
And vanish in the sinking fire 
They leave behind an old desire — 

An echo from your Omar. 

I want you, then, 0 friend of mine, 

To come to-morrow night and dine ; 
You ’ll find the fitting flask of wine, 
The neoessaiy verses 
(No, not my own !), a loaf of bread, 

Or else a brace of birds instead, 

’TwiU need no “Thou” to ci‘own Ih 
spread 

If you will share these mercies 1 


“You cannot touch the histoiy of Englai 
for a hundred years without a Bath.’* 

21ie Weatmirister Gazette. 

Anyhow, you oughtn’t to. 
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** Oh, akd I SAY, Lauba, before I left toyth, Mrs. Hugh Wilson gave me three enormous pears for you. 1 ate one in the 

TRAIN, SAT ON ANOTHER, AND GAVE THE THIRD AWAY, Don’T FORGET TO WRITE AND THANK HER ! ’* 


BABES AND SUCKLINGS. 

Dear Mr. PuifCH, — ^Me and Girlie hope 
you are quite well. We are quite well, 
Mamina is well. Papa is well. Willie, 
the parrot, is well, hut not quite so well 
as Mamina and Papa. 

Please. MHer Punchy why don’t you 
start a “Corner for the Children” in 
I your old paper ? Me and Girlie wrote 
the following lines between us; mo all 
the first and second lines, and Girlie all 
the others. I think of things to say 
about tilings, and Girlie thinks of more 
things to say about the same things 
whi^ will rhyme with the things I 
have just said. Here it is : — 


A little robin sat ono day 
Upon a little tree. 

You could not see its little ears. 

They were not there to see. 

His bi east was striped with ruddy red. 
His little eyes were blue. 

Ee wept with plaintive note because 
His rent was overdue. 


The landlord came that sunny mom ; 

He saw a dreadful frown 
On Mrs. Robin’s face, who was 
Arrayed in gorgeous gown. 

But the landlord did not want the rent, 
And the robins in their glee 
First hopped around upon the ground. 
And then flew up the tree. ’ 

We can do this sort of tiling for you 
every week for next to nothing. You 
might call it “ Chit-chat for the Chicks,” 
or what not, I am thirty-two next 
birthday; Girlie is neai'ly forty. Girlie 
has been a law leporter, a sub-editor of 
“Scientific Mems,” editor of a sort of 
weekly notes for piiggish young men 
called “ Shoulders to the Wheel ! ” and 
a spoi-tiug prophet. Now he sticks to 
the juvenile, and sometimes he is Girlie, 
sometimes Auntie Sue. He likes being 
Girlie best, but doesn’t mind being both. 
He says perhaps you wouldn’t mind 
him writing little tales about faithful 
dogs (as Girlie), and saying how sweet 
they are (as Auntie Sue). Anyhow, we 
are Yours at a guinea a week. 

Two TmY Tots. 


Scandal in Higli Life. 

“Hie Duke of Roxhnigho has left Floors 
Castle, Kelso, to pay a short visit to the 
Dowager-Duchess of Roxhurghe at Broxmouth 
Park, East Lothian.”- Edinhu^h Poming 
Neics. 

An adjacent paragraph in the same 
column informs us that 

“The Dowager-Duchess of Roxhurghe left 
Broxinonth Park, East Lothian, to-day for 
London.” 

The coincidence is certainly very re- 
markable. 

London’s Biviera; or, the New Cure 
Resort. 

“ The Countess of Aberdeen is now conval- 
escent, and it is expected her Excellency will 
be able to proceed next week to Brixton for a 
change before the Castle season.” 

The Scotsman. 

“ In 1 730 * The M^chester Gazette ’ entered j 
on a hfe of thirty years, in the course of which, : 
however, it changed its name and appeared as 
‘ The Manchester Gazette.* Da% Neics. 

Had a further change been found neces- 
sary we think a very suitable title would 
have been “ The Manchester Gazette.” 
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that Sir William had not oidy Hiade his fortune from Iho 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, Gilt Electric Pill (“With a box in the waistcoat pocket 

drowning is the only death ”) but laid also spent nearly all 
(By Mr. Puneli’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) j,elf^teem received a rude, buffet. At fimt they 

ScEPnca who, in spite of Mr. EoDr.uiD Kiplikg’s pronounce- were maddened by the attentions of Dennism, an old 
merits, are still luiwilling to admit tlie existence of a definite friend and fellow pill-maker of Sir William s, who ottered 
boundary between East and West, should read The Prince of them cliaiity ; but the sons quickly underwood that it was 
Dreamers (Heinemann), where Fixira Annie Sfell has painted a question of Pill-money or Poverty, and accepted everything 
the pageant of the Court of JaUl nil din Mahomed Mhar, a at a gulp. But Diana S.-G., possessing a fine distaste for 
contemporary of Queen Elizabeiti. The clash of incon- anything connected with pills, refused Mr. s oners 

griious ideals is here effectively illustrated. Ahhar himself of assistance, and we leave^ her^ clinging to her ideals. A 
was a bit of a Socialist in his way, and mingled a taste hazardous position for an inexperienced and impovenshecl 
for advanced political theories with a very thorough- maiden, but she has my approval. 

going Oriental mysticism. The plot turns on the adventures ^ -s.- 

of a diamond, which was delivered to William Leedes^ Miss Mahy Cholmondeley must have hugely enjojed it iiig 
jeweller, of England, to cut, and passed to and fro (together the Preface to The Lowest Bung (Murray), in \^ich she 
with a pair of paste understudies) amongst the members of pillories the noodles who have persecuted her bj seoipg 

the royal harem aud, — jja themselves or their 

other intrio-aem with friends or their enemies 


Other intriguers with 
suck celerity that, if I 
had been asked at any 
moment, “ Under which 
tliiiiible is the King’s 
Luck now?” I should 
have got it wrong every 
time. Notable figures 
ill the conspii-acy arc 
Atma DeHj the Charan, 
holder of the King’s 
honoiu’, and single - 
minded in her devotion 
to him, and Siyah 
Yam in, her sister of the 
Veil, a lady who was 
not by any means so 
good. There is also 
Khocladdd, a Prince of 
the Tarkhans, and any- 
one who does not yet 
know hoiv a Tarkhan is 
tried by his peers and 
punished should make 
all haste to find out. 
But in the dazzling riot 
of Eastern colour which 
the authoress knows so 
well how to produce I 
must take exception to 
her habit of allowing 
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OUR THINKING CLASSES. 

Augustus. “Hallo! Fweddie, what are you doing?” 
Ficcddie. “On — just makin’ a few mental noies, drvh boy.” 


in themselves or their; 
friends or their enemies ^ 
the originals of various 
disagreeable Krharacters i 
in her novels. How one 
envies her the priceless 
satisfriction of quoting 
the furious neighbour 
who informed her that 
“ We all recognised Mrs. 
Alwynn at once as 

Mrs. , and we all 

say it is not in the least 
like her!'^ Two other 
dear ladies of the same 
intellectual calibre wei-e 
seriously offended with 
her because she denied 
what they “happened' 
to know ” — that the 
review of her first novel 
which appeared in tliese 
columns was written by 
a tradesman of the 
lage in which they w'ere 
born to blush unseen. 
There are several more 
delightful things is Miss 
Cholmondeley’s Preface, 
which, to my mind, is, 
the best part of her 
book. But the four, 
stories by which it is 


characters to drep into — J ^ stories by which it is 

colloquial English, and oven make puns in that compara- followed are all excellent, and rich, in types in which new 
lively vulgar language. Nor can I feel that Auntie Rosehody claimants will soon be found to recognise their own speaking 
is a sufficiently dignified paraphrase of Onlhadan Begum, images. 

When I am in the East, among Bajpiits, I like to remain =!;■, =„:rr:. ■■ • • 

mystified all the time, and the more arrow-marks there are 

over the tops of the letters the better I am pleased. ABirmingliambooksellerheads bis catalogue with the words, 

; “ ‘‘ All that is beautiful, fair in form or worlananship — ^for that 

It somebody ottered a prize to the author who should alone my shelves find room.” The first book in the list is 
invent the gteatest number of laugliable situations in a fixed Kelhjs Post Office Directory, Evidently there is one man in 
time and Mr. Storer Clocsix>n competed for it, I think that Birmingham who is convinced that beautv is truth, truth 
he should wm w-ith something to spare. His situations nught beauty. 

not be the funniest, but they would be funny enough, I 

can imagine a hearty man reading A County Family 

(Murray) in a railway carriage and making the journey Miss Chaiiijss worth quoted Milton upon her Chiustmas 
intolerame to his fellow-travcUers, for the book is food for card, according to the Press. May we suggest another 
those who like to laugh roaringly rather than to smile, quotation from the same poet ? — 

Success, after some generations of adversity, had returned to « And now was dropped into the western bay. 

the Seaton-Cflastorihurys, and when Sir William 8,-0, died At last she rose and twitched her mantle blue ; 

there were no haughtier people upon earth than his daughter^ To-morrow to fresh woods and pastures new.** 

and two sons. When, however, these proudlings found] “ Blue ” is of course poetic licence for red. 



January 27 , 1909 ,] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVARL 


;5 


Tke Amy Council has^ allotted the to blame if be cberisbes illusions as to 
sum of thirty pounds for instruction in the acceptance of his MS. 


UnAKIVARIA* sum of thirty pounds for instruction in 

■\VniLE we have never doubted Presi- gardening to the soldiers of the Middle- 


dent Roosevelt’s pluck, we must confess sex Regiment at MU Hill. The Peace A representative of The Daily Express 
that we never guessed he would dare Society, we hear, is delighted, taking has been making experiments as to die 
one ^ day ^ to tell Americans that the this to be the first step towards turning effect of a gramophone upon the animals 
Britisher is not yet played out. swords into pruning-hooks. at the Zoo. He let off Caruso on the 

*** ^ mandrill. “ The mandrill,” we are told, 

Statistics published in the Join^naZ Meanwhile, we believe that it is not im- ‘'gazed fixedly for a few seconds, lan- 

Officiel at last show a rising Birth Rate possible that in our next war instruc- guidly shook Ibis head from side to side, 
in France. This is all the more gratify- tions will be issued to our men when and then, picking up an apple, retired 
ing, coming, as it does, at^ a moment they throw up trenches to make them to his pole and started munching.” The 
when she is restoring the guillotine, more sightly by planting, say, a pretty effect of Caruso in the flesh is slightly 
*** bordering of lilies of the valley. different. With our gallery gods it 

The number of births for the period *ae* takes the form of oranges. 


when she is restoring the guillotine. 


The number of births for the period *ae* takes the form of oranges, 

covered by the statistics exceeded, we Mr. J. Pierpont Morgan has presented 

are told, that of deaths by 11,000, and to the British Museum a collection of An interesting wedding is to take 
I it is rumoured that a grateful Govern- 2,500 prehistoric weapons. We believe place shortly in New York under the 
t ment intends to give each of these that this is the largest collection outside auspices of the Women’s National Pro- 
extra infants a box of sweets and the the one in use in our Territorial Army, gressive Suffrage Union, when a militant 

ribbon of theLegion Suffragette is to be 

of Honour. married, the knot 

Ai being tied by a_My 

A bear which had i ^ IMbt clergyman, assisted 

escaped from a cir- ^ ^ lady ushers, 

ciis created some ^ ^ The bridegroom 

excitement in Paris will be present by 

last week. Fora special pennission. 

himself off ^as a » 'll: Government has re- 

inotQristjbuthe was cmved a^ official 

Charlesworth sue- manpack^t-boayDy 

in eluding a num- A'7’\ ^ Larh, In spite of 

her of England’s * ) U'J understand 

smartest journalists ’ " that Germany in- 

who were waiting >■! ■ . - =■ ^ u tends to press on 

for her in a G^las- l ^ v. h . increase in her 

fifow hotel. But our THE BARMAID QUESTION. Navy. ^ * 


ribbon of theLegion Suffragette is to be 

of Honour. married, the knot 

Ai **vil 1 being tied by a_My 

A bear which had i ^ IMbt clergyman, assisted 

escaped from a cir- ^ ^ lady ushers, 

cus created some ^ ^ The bridegroom 

excitement in Paris will be present by 

last week. Fora special pennission. 

himself off ^as a ^ Government has re- 

inotQristjbuthe was cmved a^ official 

Charlesworth sue- manpack^t-boat^y 

in eluding a num- A'7’\ ^ Larh, In spite of 

ber of England’s * ) U'J understand 

smartest journalists ’ " that Germany in- 

who were waiting ■ . - =■ ^ u tends to press on 

for her in a G^las- l ^ v. h . increase in her 

gow hotel. But our THE BARMAID QUESTION. Navy. 

Press, to its credit, Side Lights on Front Views. , * 

will not allow itself — _ _ . Prince Bulow s 

to be slighted with impunity. The “Account must be taken,” says the speech in fpour of his Royal Master has 
next day the following head-lines ap- Official Report on Afforestation,^ “ of caused quite a revulsion of feeling in 

peered in one of our most vddely the increasing consumption of timber Berlin, and it is, we hear, not impossible 

circulated halfpenny dailies ; — per head of population.” We had that the Committee appointed by the 

Tm? OTTAPTT^’flWAPTff Faphtt feared for some time past that the Reichstag to consider the question of 

iHE CHARLES 0 . number of wooden heads was on the regulating the Kaiser’s authority will 
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THE BARMAID QUESTION. Navy. ,, * 

Side Lights on Front Views. ^ 

— __ — ^ Prince Bulows 

“ Account must be taken,” says the I speech in favour of his Royal Master has 


circulated halfpenny dailies ; — per head of population. We had 

The Ohakieswoeth Faeoe. beared for some time past that the 

number of wooden heads was on the 

Woman’s Escapade that has become a increase. tie t|: allow his Majesty one telegram and one 

Bore. * interview per year, 

*** The Strenuous life again! A foot- %* 

This is the Sale Season, when the Waller, while engaged in a game last The dumping of foreign hops con- 
most astonishing bargains may be picked week, became the father of triplets. tinues. Mr. Georgie Mahrer has intro- 
up. For instance, we learn from the ^ ^ duced a new Viennese dance into The 

Sanjak of Novi Bazar that two large * Merry Widow, 

Turkish provinces have just been given “ C. B.” having complained in the ^ *,!** 

away to an Austrian customer for two previous issue of The Avthor that MSS. The questioji whether there is a future 

and a-half million pounds Turkish. are often returned in a dirty condition, life for animals is again being debated. 

an Editor writes as follows in the current If it be decided in the affirmative, cats 
It really does seem criminal, and number : — “ I should like to inform will then have the enormous allowance 

somebody ought to hang for it. No ‘0. B._’ that I jnever jillow MS. to be offenlivei^. 

sooner have we got a nice new Army marked in my office. If he likes to send 

Aeroplane as the result of infinite thought me someAing, I can assure him that Tie Commercial Candour. 

and labour than some foolish person will get it hack alrmst as good as new,^^ Birmingham window : — 

tries to make it fly, and of course it The italics are ours. After this fe.ir » »s Genuine Sale. The first for 16 


Commercial Candour. 
On a Birmingham window : — 


gfets smashed, 


1 warning, “ 0. B.” will only have himself j years.’ 


’s Genuine Sale. The first for 16 
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SIC NOS NON NOBIS. NOTES ON THE ANTI-MOTOR SHOW OF 1909. 

[To aaold fiiend, these reflections of middle-age on the making of Thev^have 

foiests for the benefit of posteiity ] congratulated upon the success of ^eir efforts, i hey have 

^ j ^ « TV brouglit together the finest collection of anti-motor devices 

Ah ! how often you and I, my Gerald, appliances which has yet been seen under one roof, and 

Taking count of Time s appalling pace, popularity of the show is assured. 

atching those insidious signs that herald important of the exhibits, of course, are those ' 

Chronic apathy of form and face ; ^ protective nature, and here we would specially commend 

Is oting how our legs are not so lissome “Spiky Turtlebaci,’* an ingenious contiivance which 

A waists so waspish as of old, enables the pedestrian to walk along country roads in serene 

And the 1(^8 of how much we miss em, indifference. Briefly, the arrangement in question resembles 

Vanished like the Age of Gold ; ^ dish-cover, studded on the outside with twelve- 

When, amid a vounger race that hustles inch spikes. It is attached ^ ^e wearer s hack^ by means 

We are hampered by rheumatic pains, of springs and straps, and affords perfect protection against 

Or remark a looseness in our muscles f^e heaviest and fastest of cars. Armed with one of these 

And a touch of torpor in our brains ; — outfits, the pedestrian, when taken unawares, simply flings 

We have sucked a coward’s consolation himself down on the road, and retires, lite-ally speaking. 

From the thought that, when the final blow within his shell, cheered by the pleasing reflection that if 

Falls, as threatened, on the British nation, anyone is hurt it will be somebody else. 

We shall not be there to know. Another admirable invention, specially designed for excep- 

tionally virulent anti-motorists, is the “Vesuvian Jacket. 

‘ If,” we say, “for but a few more lustres ]\^de of gun-cotton, with detonators as buttons, this useful 

She can still contrive to rule the wave, garment wiU effectually dispose of the car which happens to 

Still to ‘worry through’ against the thrusters run over its wearer. Incidentally , it would, of course, dispose 

Who design for her a watery grave, of the wearer as well, but, as the old adage has it, it is 

We shall see no Teuton missiles raining impossible to make omelettes without breaking eggs. 

On our disillusioned flank and rear, Besides, the “Jacket” is really intended more as a saie- 

While the Territorials go in training guard than as a blower-up of inconsiderate triflers. Its 

Just too late by half a year.” colour scheme, red and jellow stripes, serves as a danger 

«+ signal, and it is fairly safe to assume that even the most 

Government by SociaUsts and Women, risk ripping his tyrea off ra&er than run into it. , 

With the Second Chamber blown to Doom- . n^oas anti-motonsts, who prefer to ke Pf sive rather 

When we contemplate these fearsome bogies than active resisters, -we ^ highly recommend the Aerid 

Hovering in the distance, “ Ha ! ” we ttij, Pedestrian Protection Society _ This 

“ Not in our time ; not for us old fogies ; of a baUoon which is 

We shall then have had our day.” attached to the pedestri^ s shoulder by me^s of light steel 

^ chains and a pair of heavy leaden weights. Upon the 

Yet a boon there is I fain would borrow approach of a too strenuous car the act of touching a spring 

From the far years where it lies in store : releases the weights. They fall to the ground, and up goes 

When the saplings which we plant to-morrow their proprietor, to descend again when the danger is past. 

Spread their shade about the forest floor. The apparatus is made in four sizes : “ Chestertons,” “ Heavy- 

When, with lattice-work of leaves above her, weights,” “ Light-weights,” and “ Barries.” 

And the song of birds in woodland air. At the stall of the Anti-Motorists’ Supply Association, Ltd., 

Every lass goes Maying with her lover, there is displayed a most useful and up-to-date “ Pedestrian’s 

I could wish we might he there. Repair Outfit.” It comprises one wooden leg, one artificial 

T ^ ^ , arm, ten yards of sticking-plaster, one quart bottie of arnica, 

1 and a stretcher. No pedestrian should venture abroad now- 

Merrie England plucks her childhood s hours, adays without having at least one of these outfits about him. 

Ncyt for us will they , the link&d Graces, Whilst glancing over the exhibits at the Association’s stall, 

V their pageantry in Summer bowers ; by the way, we noticed a new and revised edition of that 

Eot for us the flame of Autumn s dying, invaluable work, The Anti-Motorists Book of Phrases. Com- 

Nor the loveliness of Spring s new birth ; piled with the assistance of a Naval officer, a retired Anglo- 

1 ou and I. my friend, wiU then be lying Indian colonel, and a Suffragette, this handy little voliTme 

\ ery quiet under earth. 0. S. gives, in parallel coWs, a list of expressions suitable for 

' ' " ' = anti-motorists under all possible conditions. Every purchaser 

“ Ternetles Bains, a chaming spring resort in Pyrenees; sunny, diy ^ copy is presented with a small megaphone, in order 
climate ; private parks ; fishii^, tennis, music, excursions ; rheumatism, fliaf or she, may be able to make bis, or her, remarks 

gout, sciatica, eczeiim, complexion, hronchitis.”---A(?i?t.in‘‘nc5tan(7arf?.» heard by the occupants of the car which has rendered them 
New Arrival. What ’s the gout like here ? necessary. 

Ualituc. Can’t say ; haven’t tried it. But the sciatica ’s ^ article 

top-hole. ^ \Thcre will he no next article. — Ed. 

** There was one son of the marriage — ^a little hoy .*’ — DaUij Neica. " 

Doctor. I am happy to inform you that you have a son. TRESPASS OK A WELSH RABBIT FARM.** 

Father (e^itedly). Boy or girl ? ^ ^he Betatee GaeeUe. 

Fat^r Bi*B or little’ We can picture the intruder stalking his unsuspecting prey 

SS;- ®“hS' lFaS^erfainteanaieearr^edcut. andapepp^: pot1n\^ 
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SIDELIGHTS ON THE “SHOVER.” 

Mr. Philip Gibbs, writing in The Daily 
Chronicle of the 21st inst , devotes an 
exhaustive article to the portraiture of the 
“ Shover ” as a new type of humanity 
and romance. He is “a very god, or 
devil, of noise ; at once hero and valet ; 
and enjoying peculiar facilities for eaves- 
dropping. “ The owner of a thousand 
guinea car is at the mercy of the man to 
whom he pays thirty shillings a week, 
for knowledge is still power, and the 
chauffeur not only knows everything 
about the inside of his master’s machine, 
but sometimes a good deal about the 
inside of his master’s life.” If Mr. 
Philip Gibbs’s mordant characterisation 
of this new type of humanity be correct, 
the “ shover ” is a reserved, rather silent, 
sinister man with a hard mouth, keen, 
restless eyes and a sallow complexion. 
We have been at pains to verify this 
view by consulting a number of repre- 
sentative men and women, and are now 
able to lay before our readers the results 
of our investigations. 

Miss Elsie Craven, interviewed at His 
^Majesty’s Theatre, was most indignant 
^witfe. Mr. Gibbs for his unsympathetic 


portrait. “ My ‘ shover,’ ” she said, 
“has a lovely complexion. I call him 
‘ Mr. Pinkie.’ I hold him, in fact, in the 
deepest affection, he is so deft and 
* dinky.’ ” 

The Poet Laureate expressed the view 
that Mr. Gibbs’s portrait was untrue. 
His * shover ’ was the kindliest of men, 
and in three years had never killed a 
hen. His eyes were gentle and his hair 
was sleek, the ruddy glow of health 
adorned his cheek In short he stig- 
matised as full of fibs the article of 1V&. 
Philip Gibbs. 

Mr. Gibbs’s assertion that the “ shover,” 
although a servant, “ treats all the other 
servants with haughty insolence” is 
deeply resented in many of the most 
rechercMe servants’ -halls. Thus Miss| 
Caroline DELORME,head lady’s-maid to the 

Countess of N , remarks: “Ensconced 

behind his glassy cover, as dapper as a 
golden plover, our ‘ shover ’ is a perfect 
lover.” 

Mr. Bernard Shaw takes acute excep- 
tion to Mr, Gibbs’s invidious comparisons 
between cabmen and chauffeurs. The 
former, according to Mr. Gibbs, speak 
“the kindly language of the stable, 
Elizabethan, even Chaucerian, in its 


candour and realism and picturesque 
imagery,” while the “shover,” when 
among his fellows, uses a strange tech- 
nical jargon which cannot be understood 
by the multitude. Says Mr. Shaw: “A 
man who talks Elizabethan is little better 
than a heathen, and even clumsier and 
coarser is he who frames his speech on 
Chauoer Chauffeurs are made of finer 
clay (see ^Enery Straher in my play, who 
was, you wiU recall, au fait with writers 
such as Beaumarchms), and only minds 
effete and flabby deplore the passing of 
the cabby.” 

Lastly, Sir Oliver Lodge expresses his 
views on the subject in the following 
interesting psychological conundrum : — 
“If the ‘shover,’ according to Gips, 
though earning inadequate ‘ dibs,’ is a 
hero and valet combined, the problem 
that puzzles my mind is whether, when , 
facing a cold down to zero, the valety | 
half thinks the other a hero ? ” 

Ishcbtraittle in Japan,’' 

Daily Dispatch Eea^ine, 

Further details of this well-known 
Celtic chieftaip’s tour will be awaited 
, with interest. 
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THE PANTOMIMIC TOUCH. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^Having ^ lately 
returned from a round of provincial and 
suburban theatres, I feel it is my duty 
as your deputy-sub-assistant dramatic 
critic to tell you what I saw there, 
i [Do. — Editor ] It is at best only a 
bird’s-eye view of the proceedings that 


Critic. He called her Madge.] [Editor. You ass ; we \eliad iUs. 

Madge, Madge, Critic. I ’m sorry. A slight mistake.] 

I’ve come to cadge, cadge, Madge. Ah, I wonder if Aladdin will 

I want your heart, I do. be true to me, or if he will leave me as 

Say, say, Antonio left Sue. 

You love me. May, May — Soug — Sue.” 

[ShoH for Madge.— Y ditou. ^ome on. Pit, an 

Oh, say that your heart is true.J ambassador of uncertain temper, hnocks 
At the fifth encore, which consists of Pat down, 
ree claps from an enthusiast in a box, Don’t you touch me. 


T .IP i • iic cne 111111 encuit?, wniuu. uuixoioio 

I can pnt before you. but it is Ae ^ ^ enthusiast in a box, 

of a bird wbicbliasjustseen SIX differ^t Mislaid the chocolates he meant 

pantomimes in a week, and has retained ^ 

m Its mind only a confused i^presmon 8, j . 

of those pisodes which wore comnio^^^ very flat. Deafen ng cheers, and a sort of 

^ ^ fading that she is a good girl after aU. 

ALxVDDI]Sr. Pat (getting up). You 

Act I, ScrxE 4. and you’ll repeat it. (Con 

Enter a Low Comedian, dressed as a 
man. He is followed by a Still Lower I ^ repent it, 

CoTWfidian dressed as a woman. The a 

r-n, 4 . T *.1 1 ^ 4.1 Pat. Oh, I will? 

[Editor. One moment. I thought they p^^ Yes you will 

duaya began these things with Scene 1 ? ^hey sit down and pla 
Cbitio. I ihnt thinh so. Anyhow ^ cheerfully. 

they are always at Scene 4 when I arrive, o .7 ./ 

Of course 1 have a hasty dinner first, Scene 5. 

vouknow. [Editor. YoiCre nob g 


Pit. I shall touch you if I want to. 
Pat. Yes, hut I don't want you to. 

Pit. Oh, you don’t? 

Pat. No, I don’t. 

Pit. You don’t. 

They sit down and jugsle with extra- 


.r^. ..1 . 1 * 1 T_ * xucy oJu UUVVII ttiXU. JUttifXC vviiix 

come on. Pit, without obvmusly having (i0xterity. The Loiy Cowedaaai 

been insulted, knocks Pat down. follows them. 

Pat (acting up). You do that a^in ^ ^ 


Wh^ben'lldl 

Pit oil I’llrenentit will I’ Tee-hee-hee-hee. You know our 

_ - gQ funny 

[Editor. NO. I am quite fio^m about 


Pit. Oh, I will? u^assoiunny 

Pat. Yes, you will. [Editor. NO. I am qmte fir 

They sit down and play the mandolin this. NO. 

gether very cheerfully. Oritio. Perhaps you 're right.] 


Scene 5. 

[Editor. You're not going to give us 


Scene 3. 

Aladdin. And now to find the lamp 
and then to marry my own dear Madge. 


Editor. Ah, 1 ve done it that way my-- all the scen^ / ^ ^ then to marry my own dear Madge. 

^ Came. 27ms u a very shoH me met Ah, what a dear, sweet Yorkshire (Lanca- 
S. L. 0. walks across the stage in Leammgtm, Notting Hill, etc., 

what he calls his “disables” according to circumstances) hiBS she is \ 

laiujhtei^), and then turns his back to Yinter the Spirit of Evil. ^ He an- ^ “A Yorkshire ('Lancashire Leam- 

the audience to show that he has some ^ounces in a very loud singing voice inerton e*c ) Lass.” 

garment on the wrong way round. He his wicked plots are ^ing well. o > ^ • 

retires amidst frantic applause. He is followed by the Good Fairy, who Scene 4. 

T; n (f*nnfi(Tpi}tinlhi fn tiro. that, on the Contrary • • • • S. L. G Bless you, I know all 

Scene 6 . about that; I’vo been mariied six 

Madge. Ah, I wonder if Aladdin will times. (Loud laughter.) Six times, I 
I true to me, or if he will leavo me as *ave. First there was William. Ah, ’e 


garment on the wrong way round. He 
retires amidst frantic applause. 

L. 0. (confidentially to the audience). 
Do you know my friend Bram ? What, 
not know Brarn ? Ah, I should like you 
to know Brarn — ’e’s a good chap. 


Brarn. I must tell you a funny story Antonio left his little girl ! 

i . *77 7 7 /y-n 7 _ 


be true to me, or if he will leavo me as 


about ’iin. You will laugh. (Chokes Sono ' 

wilhlamhierhimsdf.) Well, Brarn-tee- ^ ^ 

hee-hee-hee-hee — Brarn (recovering him- ppiTin h 

self with an effort) was ’aving breast g jj 

witli a lord — ^]iist ’aving a bit of break- , e *77 r ^ 
fast, you know, same as you or me ; and 


Song — “ Antonio.” 

[Editor. Good, 1 can hum this. 

Critic. I've heard it twenty- four 


was a corker, ’e was. A fair gazeeka- 
slosher. ’E used to come ’ome . . . etc., 
etc. 

Scene 5. 

[Editor. Let 's leave this out. 

Critic. They always did when I was 
there.] 

Scene 6— Grand Finale. 

The band plays for five minutes while 
the members of the chorus find their 


f.ist. you know, same as you or me ;Tnd .The StfU Lower Gmnedian comes in ^ 

thislord—tee-bee-hee-hee-bee, Brarn and *0® Cat. -J gnr;CT(5_Q.n.j_,Wnj.j_ 

alord!-weU,lies.udtoBram,“Itnist ZTie Caf. Meaow. ™ 

that-haw-egg-baw-isag(i)don^ S. L. 0. No, you can’t go out to- tb. me^bl^ nP/bl 5wni“find 
baw— Mr. Brown;” and Bram, very nigbt. Yon went out Ust Thursday. Th^n^lp cbiifcWA<uprt Infpr 

nervous, you know, looked up and said, Yes, and came in with the milk, too. nm? ^ ^ 

“P-parts, my lord, are IxeeUent.” And you the father of a family. ^ 

(S/inefeso/Zauffbtcr.) _ [^iioB. la a cat in “ wl^m nohodyTr^fbefS Eg 

^DiTOR. P/ 2 at 2 S o7d. Gi^vsiQ. Don t oe silly , how could they particularly popular. Finally the GootZ 

Omno. I famy it must be.l get that joke m if ihere wasn't f\ Pairu addresses them all in heroic 


(S/inefeso/Zauffbtcr.) _ [^iioB. la tj^-c a cat in “ AMn’^ wE nohodyTrLfbefoS Eg 

^DiTOR. P/ 2 at 2 S o7d. Gi^vsiQ. Don t oe silly , how could they particularly popular. Finally the GootZ 

Omno. I fancy it must be.l get that joke an if there wasn't f\ p^iry addresses them all in heroic 

Aladdin, the principal boy, comes on, fhe artistes come on to the stage, couplets. 

ajmd friendly cheers foom an audi^ce gives the signal that [Editoe. Does an heroic couplet really 

which 13 always glad to see a real lady Q^&rybody is on, the curtain comes down. business 9 if if 

7 7- A 1 r. 7 7 7 Act IL— Scene 2 Critic. Yes. 

[Editor. Ilallo! ’ Editor. Then you might try your hand 

f T j- , „ Aladd%n marry a Madge f be true to me, or if he will leave me as Presenting here this story of Aladdin? 

I had jm'goUm. Antonio left his little girl ! A. A. M, 
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THE VOYAGE OF DISCOVERY. 

He did not grudge the pretty penny stamp 
Upon the note whereby he guaranteed 
To go and dance with Them of Leamington ; 

He did not rue the very vast expense 
Of cabs and fares and cabs and tips and cabs ; 

He did not shun the labour and the shame 
Of vain endeavour and absurd result 
That dancing meant to him, who much prefeiTed 
His bed to all the ballrooms in the world ; 

All these he counted worth the bearing for 
The bright and witty talk between the turns. 

From May he learnt that she had met his sister i 
*\nd thought she was a very charming girl 
And liked the man to whom she was engaged : 

That she had also met his other sister 
And thought she was a very charming girl 
And liked the man to whom she was engaged : 

Had even met his brothers once or twice 
And thought that they w-ere very charming men 
And liked the girls who w'ere engaged to them. 

Had there been time she was prepared to like 
(He saw it coming) even his heart’s choice 
But for the fact that it was not yet made. 

Grace, hearing that he came from London, thought 
That London was a most delightful place. 

And spoke at length from inner knowledge of 
The Larger London, which, it seemed, consists 
Of Euston (Station and Hotel), The Park, 

And Daly’s and a taxicab or two. 

Kate loved “ The Merry Widow,” hated hockey ; 

Jane loathed “The Merry Widow,” loved her hockey : 
Joyce cared for neither ; Amy liked them both. 

(To think that but for this eventful night 
He might have lived his unenlightened life 
In gross mistake or darkest ignorance 
Of all that does most nearly touch the soul ’) 

Gladys had been to Brussels (he had not) ; 

She had not been to Amsterdam (he had) ; 

But neither of them ever w’ent to Rome, 

Yet both knew liverpool extremely well. 

She knew the Shaws and he the Robinsons, 

Who both most oddly lived at Liverpool, 

Connie had been to seven dances, Nell 

To nine, and Violet to seventeen 

(Of which six, being for infants, did not count). 

At supper Phyllis said, and only said, 

But said it very often : — “ Thank you, no.” 

And Doris, last and best, agreed with him 
That gas was nicer than electric light. 

That candles gave a nicer light than gas. 

That home, sweet home was wholly lit by gas, 

A nicer light thtin was dectric light, 

But, on the other hand, less nice than candles. 

That it was time they had another dance, 

That candle-light was not as nice as gas, 

Nor gas as nice .... Ah 1 there ’s the band again. 

Tlw on the morrow he returned to Town 
WiiiL mind iefreshed by interesting facts 
And subtle jests and wonderful ideas. 




** ChiHrsii can hear high notes to which even keen-eftred dders 
tne pnfia© of life am dmnb.”— Dai??/ Mail, 


IN THE CONFEDERATE CHAMBER. 

“ But are you quite sure 

I was going to ask if it was quite safe for me to proceed 
any further on my desperate mission, but my companion 
interrupted me. 

“Husb,” he whispered, “ don’t talk so loud or you might 
be discovered. Of course the mask and the black cloak 
make you look just like one of us, and I know you agree 
with us heart and soul — everybody does — ^iDut it ’s best not 
to raise your voice. They’re all the kindest creatures in 
the world unless you contradict them or argue with them, 

and then they carry on like mad things. Even (he 

mentioned the name of a great statesman from Worcestershire) 
“ is a regular Leo when he ’s roused. Ha, ha ! ^ You see it, 
don’t you ? So please be very careful about arguing in here. 
Besides it wouldn’t be any good. They lured poor CmozzA 
Moitey in here yesterdaj^ ; told him it was to be a fair and 
square debate, and he was to be allowed to talk for an hour. 
Of course he never had a chance. They gagged him and 
bound him and sat him in that chair and read Tariff Reform 
pamplilets to him for a couple of hours. Plucky little chap, 
you know, is Chiozza ; but, Lord bless you, it wasn’t a bit 
of good. He might just as well have taken it quietly. Any- 
how, he won’t want to come back. No, he didn’t faint — 
ju&t had a couple of apoplectic fits, and then they let him go.” 

At this moment I heard a series of blood-curdling yeUs 
from a dim comer of the chamber. “ Good heavens ! ” I 
said under my breath. “What’s that?” “Oh,” said my 
friend, “that’s one of the worst cases we’ve ever had to 
deal with. He comes from Norwood — ^name of Bowles. 
They ’re giving him the torture of the sixth question, feeding 
him on Australian wool soaked in Australian Burgundy to 
try and make him say ‘Preference,’ but he’s an obstinate 
beggar. They ’ll have to got the Retaliation wedges into his 
legs if they mean to shake him. Listen.” 

A solemn voice was now heard in a sort of chant: — 
“Prisoner,” it intoned, “the Confederacy is strong, but it 
is generous. If you will now say ‘ Pref.,’ only one syllable, 
we shall be satisfied.” 

‘‘ Never,” said a voice in the feeble hut dauntless tones in 
which I had some difficulty in recognizing the accents which 
have so often delighted the House of Commons. “ Never. 
You may proceed with your work.” 

“Torturer,” sang the solemn voice, “give him a pound 
of wool and — ^yes, that will be the quickest way — strap him 
to a Norwegian window-frame and put a pipe of British 
tobacco in his mouth.” 

There was a slight struggle, but the terrible masked 
figures soon prevailed, and my poor friend had to go through 
the dreadful ordeal. His cheerfulness was seemingly un- 
impaired by his sufferings, and he cast many a proud Free 
Trade glance at his relentless persecutors. “It’s a pity,” 
said my guide, “ a great pity. He 'll have to toe the line in 
the end, you know. They ’ve all had to. Look at Balfour. 
He stood out quite a long time, but when we put the 
Birmingham screw on him he caved in. He ’s often with us 
now. By the way he ’s to preside over his cousin’s examina- 
tion to-morrow. Cousin Robert ’s not an easy man — far from 
it — ^but we ’ve got^ everything ready for him, racks, wedges, 
red-hot pokers, shirt of English-made tin-tacks, and broken 
glass for his feet. My dear chap, it ’ll be a regular beano. 
I ’ve got a spare ticket for the show. Won’t you come ? ” 

But I had seem enough, and with a few hasty words of 
thanks to my amiable conductor I hurried from the chamber. 


^Holland lias nine miles of cftnal for evew 100 square yards of 
surface.’*— EroTTi Things You should Know,"' Glasgow Evening News. 

^ ^ppy home has been \7recked through ignorance 
of this stfaaH poipt, 
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THE SINS OF THE FATHERS. 

[After describing a paper read before the 
Eugenics Education Society, presenting statis- 
tics of themarriages of first cousins, The Journal 
of Education says . “ Teachers should bear in 
mind that the abnormal stupidity of Smith 
minor may be due to Smith •pore's ignorance ol 
Eugenics ”] 

0 DRK.\DFUL Doctor, coasG to frown 
And fling your cane away ! 

Turn, turn your ruffled shirt-sleeves 
down ! 

Birch not the brat to-day ! 

Ah, strike not while your blood is hot. 
But pause, I do beseech you. 

And, while you may, consider what 
Eugenics have to teach you. 

A puny boy that scarce can stand, 

His knees are irembling bo,' 

Watches the weapon in your hand 
In terror-stricken woe. 

All, Doctor, pause while there is time 
And let the babe be pitied ! 

What is the unpardonable crime 
Smith minor has committed ? 

lie is, no doubt, a dreadful dunce — 

But what could you expect? 

Kind Doctor, spare the rod for once, 

And, if you please, reflect, 
lie scarce deserves so grim a fate 
I For being stupid. Rather 
I Your vengeful rod should castigate 
Smith minor's guilty father. 

Right well do you deserve the tawse, 

For black your crime. Smith pere I 
You flouted afl eugenic laws 
In marrying Smith mbre. 

Eugenic maids aiound you grew ; 

You might have had a dozen, 

And yet you needs must go and woo, 

0 fool, a full first cousin. 

But let us not be hard. Perchance, 
Smith pere, upon the whole 
Your crime was rather ignorance 
Than villainy of soul. 

Ill your young days no forms were filed 
By learned statisticians 
To show the world what soft of child 
Results from what conditions. 

But those dark times are swept aside. 

Smith minor, when he warms 
With Love’s young dream, will be sup- 
plied 

With blank eugenic forms ; 

And when he comes to take his place 
At dinners and at dances, 
lie ’R hand a form with courtly grace 
To any girl he fancies. 

And when the forms have all been 
checked, 

1 And each assigned- due weight, 

Smith minor will with care select 

The most eugenic mate. 

Then,^ Doctor, spare, as kindness bids ! 

If little Smith is stupid, 

He may beget eugenic kids 
Without regard to Cupid. 



OUR SPOILT BARBARIANS. 

Lady Dorothy “Iwondee if you’d be good-natured enough to oome down to us for 

THE WEEK-END ON FRIDAY. We SHALL BE SHOOTING THE COVERTS ” 

Young Blood, “An, yes. I know ’em. Cooks only, I presume? Well, to be quite frank 
WITH YOU, Lady Dorothy, it ain’t good enough.” 

Lady Dorothy. “Then perhaps you wouldn’t mind coming later on for a few days* 

HUNTING?” 

Young Blood. “ Sorry. Never hunt out of Leicestershire.” 

Lady Dorothy. “ Well, thank you for listening to me, anyhow; it’s awfully good of you ” 


HORSE-POWER. 

[The horse which recently kicked down many 
yards of flie parapet of the bridge at ISIaiden- 
head is said to have caused much local criticism 
of the whole structure. It is hoped that the 
following lines may attract the attention of the 
critics ] 

If a bridge is wrecked, shall the architect 
Never escape the blame ? 

If a few yards fall, must the masons all 
Share in a common shame ? 


Perish the thought ! They huilt as they 
ought. 

They huilt for the stress they knew ; 

It was well designed against flood aind 
wind, 

Or the punt with a Cockney crew. 

But the kick of a horse — 0 mystic 
force! — 

What shall withstand the shock ? 

Only a bridge with a parapet ridge 

Specially planned ad hoek. 
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THE WHITE PHEASANT. 

It is wild, it is wet, it is windy, 

The daylight ’s beginning to fail, 

And through the bare branches are booming 
The gusts of a gathering gale, 

And over the tree tops in majesty sailing 
He comes — the White Pheasant — ^the wind in his tail ! 

Twas in June the first time that I saw him, 

A ball of the CTeamiest down. 

When the coops in the park were surrounded 
With dozens of babies in brown, 

On the slope by the keeper’s that :^ed to the sunshine, 
Ere yet came the Autumn with blood on her gown. 

On the morning they shot the home coverts, 

It was then that I saw him agam, 

When he soared in the pride of his plumage 
Where the guns were lined out in the lane, 

Abft in the blue, showing bright as a snowflake 
Unscathed by the pellets that pelted in vain ! 

He passed on the wings of the morning, 

O’er barrels uplHted to slay ; 

But I met him again in the turnips, 

Eor he rose atnay boot the same day ; 


He found me unloaded — ^I ’d blazed at a rabbit — 
And went, unsaluted, his vagabond way. 

And now, the last chance of the Season, 

He swings o’er the firs straight and tall, 

While swiftly the dusk of the evening 
Spreads out on the woods like a pgdl, 

And I wait in the wind for this final appearance 
’Ere the curtain (a fire-proof !) descends over all. 

Bang ! Bang 1 in the boisterous gloaming 
The powder blows back in my eye. 

And he ’s gone on the track of the sunset. 

Flying strongly and ever more high ; 

Well, if in the meantime a fox doesn’t get him, 
Good-bye till we mdet in November — good-bye ! 


The Limit. 

A Southport tailor, having had some of his goods 
damaged by a water burst, advertises a Salvage Sale with 
these words : — 

“Italian Earthquake — Heie we have a similar case, only on a 
smaller scale, for which there is no remedy only piactical sympa- 
thetic help Mr. , under the circunistancea, &els suffe the puHic 

wiU, as hitherto, show their i^jmipathy by their orders.” 
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MINISTERS AS SCHOOLBOYS. 

The remaikable remiaiscences con- 
tributed to The Daily Mail by a school- 
fellow of Mr. Haud™, describing the 
War Minister as a boy of a substantial 
figure and wearing knickerbockers with 
led stockings, kive brought us a 
number of supplemental y recollections 
of Mr. Haldane’s colleagues. From 
these we select the following as perhaps 
most vividly palpitant with momentous 
actuality. 

Mr. Asquith and ihe Cabbage Leaf. 

Sir,— Though nearly forty-four years 
have elapsed since “ we twa . . . paidled 
in the Wn” together, or, perhaps, I 
should say, “thegither,” I still pre- 
serve a distinct recollection of the 
I Prime Minister at school Even then 
he had a robust figure, and generally 
wore check trousers and side-spring 
boots. 

Few people nowadays associate Mr 
Asquith with cricket, but as a matter of 
fact he was a very useful “ curly lob 
bowler, while the imperturbable serenity 


of his countenance had a disconcerting 
effect on those who bowled at him. I 
remember that when he played ciicket 
he alwa;ys woie boots in preference to 
shoes, and sported a blue belt which 
set oft his figme admiiably. He was, I 
may add, the first boy in the second 
eleven at the City of London School 
who ever woie a cabbage leaf in his 
cap to guard against sunstroke. W^hen 
this was brought to the notice of Dr 
x^BOTT, he at once observed “Mark my 
word, that boy’s brains are worth pro- 
tecting, and he knows it.” Ezra J ope. 

Great GaHle^ Tulse HilL 

Mr Birrell’s Pets. 

Sir, — ^It was my good fortune to 
spend a year in the middle sixties at 
the same school with Mr. Birrell, whose 
taste in dress remains vividly impressed 
on my memory. Sturdy and thick-set 
in figure he affected the peg-top trousers 
then in vogue, and on Sundays generally 
wore a blue swallow-tail coat with brass 
buttons, a maroon plash waistcoat and a 
beaver hat, the tout ensemble being 
styUsh in the extreme. 


Admirers of Mr. Birkfel will not 
easily associate him with spoit, but in 
those days he was a crack shot with a 
saloon pistol and kept several guinea- 
pigs as well as silk-woims, the latter 
doubtless foieshadowing his distinction 
at the Bar. Piiilaugustine. 

Amersharrij Bucks, 

Mb. Lloyd-George as Athlete. 

Str, — I t was my piivilege some thirty 
years ago to be a clas^.-mate of the 
Chancellor or the Exchequer at Llanys- 
tymdwy School. He was then, as now, 
dim and spare of figure, and w-ore sage 
green pantaloons with sand-shoes. 

Few persons would believe that Mr. 
Lloyd-Georgd was, as a boy, a dashing 
three-quaiter back I shall never forget 
a wonderful ruu that he once made, 
turning and twisting like a humanised 
eel as he dodged all his opponents — 
some of them men of colossal stature — 
and finally landed the ball behind the 
goal-posts. A whole holiday is stiU 
granted to the school on the anniversary 
of this marvellous exploit, which has 
been the subject of countless peunillionsA 
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Competition tor the design of the Great Pyramid. The Judges discussing the relative merits of the Competitors’ ■work. 


I have never seen him ia Parl'ament, 
but his attitude in class when answering 
a question was extraordinarily impres- 
sive. With hand uplifted and head 
erect, and eyes turned back as if delving 
into the inmost depths of his subliminal 
self, he would chant his answer in a 
rich fruity tremolo that hypnotized the 
master, and invariably secured for him 
the maximum marks. I can still repeat 
some of his impromptu poems, which 
elicited from the headmaster the witty 
remark that, if he had lived in the reign 
of Augustus, he and not Virgil would 
have written the Geologies. 

(Rev.) Tony Pandy. 

Cvkcictlij N, Wales, 

A Neutral-tinted Type. 

Sir,— I have only a vague recollection 
of the present Foreign Minister at his 
and my private school, and, like many of 
his school contemporaries, often wonder 
that he should ever have risen to 
eminence. Unobtrusive in dress and 
manners, he never said or did anything 
furnishing materials for good “copy.” 
He was actually fonder of fishing than 
cricket, and, in general, entirely failed 
to model his life on the great principles 
enunciated by Mr. Peter Keary in his 
splendid manuals of efficiency. These 
reminiscences will, I think, explain why 
it is thnt the Foreign Secretary cuts 


such a meagre and unimpressive figure 
in the personal columns of our en- 
lightened democratic press. 

BalJiam, Airey Eeles. 

WALKS IN LIFE. 

The Roller-skate Walk, introduced by 
Mrs. Nicholas Long worth and Miss Ethel 
Roosevelt (says the Washington corre- 
spondent of The Eveniiig Standard), 
promises to outshine the Gibson Walk 
in popularity. It is a cross between the 
military tread of the chorus girl iu 
comic opera and the glide of the 
premier toe dancer. The ball of the 
foot is planted first, the legs are kept 
straight, the body erect on the hips, and 
as far as possible the walker glides. 

This looks a little complicated, but is 
nothing to some other modes of pro- 
gression we have lately heard of. For 
instance, the Bangor Flit is a com- 
promise between a motor-car spill and 
“shooting the moon.” After giving 
one wild look, the flitter glissades as 
fast as possible to the nearest railway 
station, and, before knowing where or 
who she is, is found, say, at Oban. 

The Aldershot Scoot is a combination 
of “ducks and drakes” and an earth- 
quake. For the first half-second it is 
all plane sailing, and then something 
giveg way- and you come violently to 


mother earth. After a month of repairs, 
you begin again and repeat the evolu- 
tion, covering quite a lot of ground — 
with dehris. It amuses foreigners. 

The Banana Slide tempers the delights 
of the trottoir roiilant witli the abruptness 
of a bomb explosion. It can be prac- 
tised anywhere where there is a pave- 
ment and a crowd of appreciative small 
boys, and is largely affected by elderly 
foot passengers. 

The Ski-who-must-be-obeyed Shuffle 
unites the gait of a dancing bear with 
the struggles of an inverted cockroach, 
when the effort to compass a Telemark 
Turn Linds the performer in a snow- 
drift. 

The motto which appears at the head 
of the menu at a lolkestone hotel is 
Semper Idem. This is translated by the 
guests as “Mutton Again.” 

Charity to Man and Beast. 

The successor to the late Raja 
Gokuldas has, according to The Pioneer 
Mail, announced that he has “ remitted 
tbe debts of his tenants to the extents of 
one lakhs of rupees,” and “ presented a 
set of Eneydopcedia Britanniea to the 
library of the station of a village for 
feeding stray cows and other cattle in 
that station.” 
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THE WHOLE ART OF SHOOTING : 

Betkg some Observations of a 
Dead Shot. 

De mortuis nil nisi honum/'] 

Opinions differ as to the principal 
reason which should determine every 
young Briton to become a good shot. 1 
Some will tell him that he may at any I 
time be called upon to defend his hearth 
(unless he uses gas-stoves) from the 
foreign invader. 

Others will tell him of the glories of 
Sport for Sport’s Sake. And here his 
aunts will remind him of the miseries 
of Pneumonia for Wet Feet’s Sake. 

Yet others will tell him of the delight 
of sending a friend a brace of peewits, 
tapirs or wombats. 

Still others, who have shot themselves 
sick in their downy days, will tell him 
that the costume alone justifies the 
thing. 

After some study of the^ various 
allurements, one can but think that 
there is something in the dictum of 
this last class — something almost true 
in what they say. 

The kit’s the thing. Although a 
considerable amount of shooting may 
be done in the Home Counties, begin- 
ning in quite mild seasons of the year, 
don’t let this fact weigh for anything 
when you are getting your outfit. Get 
something heavy enough for the rigours 
of the Arctic Circle. 

A shooting-coat is called so because it 
is a thing you wear for potting, or 
bedding-out, or an odd day’s window- 
glazing (just as riding-breeches get 
their name from being used for pro- 
menades on the Marine Parade), 

It should be built of Hands, Donegal 
or Hampstead tweed, lined with walrus- 
hide, faced with corrugated-iron, and 
trimmed with virgin cork. Refuse aU 
substitutes for the last material; it 


According to your tailor, tlie shoot- 
ing-coat, “what is a shooting-coat,” 
must have plenty of pockets. A fair 
allowance is fourteen, though Mr. F. C. 
Selous, one of the biggest big-game 
men, specifies fifteen in his books. 
The idea of having so many pockets 
would appear to be as follows : One can 
put all the impedimenta of every-day 
use — ^nail-nippers, pipe, pouch, cigarette- 
case, match-box, Keys, office dittoes, 
time-table, card-case, pencil, fountain 
pen, eraser, note-book, to mention those 
that occur most readily to mind — ^into 
the pockets of one’s shooting-coat. Put 
each in one pocket. Have a pjace for 
every individual thing, and keep every- 
thing in its place. Then, just as a bird, 
beast or fish comes down wind, or up 
wind, or in any direction relative to the 
wind, affording one a shot, one can say, 



^‘MURDER WILL OUT.” 

Host (to son of a next neighbour). Good heavens, hot ! don’t you know better than to 
SHOOT A fox?” 

Boy . “ Oh—ER— I didn’t KNOW. Wfi ALWAYS DO AT HOME.” 


“Tut tut! I helieve I’ve left my keys 
behind 1 ” fumble in one’s pockets, and 
so manage to let the bird, beast or fish 
get well out of range. 

By executing tnis^ manoeuvre you 
achieve many most desirable epds. You 
save a cartridge — ^two, if the bird, beast 
or fish is travelling slowly — ^give your- 
self the satisfaction of knowing yon’d 
have potted it if you’d fired, and 
prevent your fellow-guns airing their 
pretty wit at the expense of your eleva- 
tion, or trajectorjr, or parabola, or 
something. Now ;t i^ to be hoped 
the student sees the reason for su(4i a 
multiplicity of pockets. 

Each pocket should have a box-pleat 
running vertically down the centre, and 
at least one leather button on its flap. 
• These buttons should be nearly spherical, 


of at least an inch in diameter, and weigh 
about two ounces each. The hack of 
the coat should have expanding pleats, 
a cowl, aneroid barometer and Cape- 
cart hood. 

Some sportsmen favour tails — others 
prefer a peaky semi-Directoire cutaway. 
This is a matter of taste. 

The sleeves, at the shoulder, should 
be leg-o’-mutton, and cut on the 
bias. Detachable non-skid epaulettes 
may or may not be warn. At the wrist 
both sleeves should have bear-skin cuffs, 
the hair about four inches long. This 
prevents wounded birds falling down 
the sleeve and gives the coat a natty 
appearance. 

Now for the nether garment. Breeches 
are most in vogue now, with a sliding 
seat (whose use will be found when one 
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has hurriedly to vacate a lofty elm’s 
topmost fork, in rahbit shooting). They 
should he constructed of gopher cor- 
duroy, pitched Tvlthin and without, and 
should have an easily-identified symbol 
neatly cre^vel-stitched in red silk, so that 
one can tell which, is the front. Most 
handy, this, when dressing for king- 
fibher shooting, which necessitates early 
rising on dark mornings. It is usual 
to cut shooting-pants with two legs. 
The man who, when ordering trouser- 
ines for shooting, fails to specif}” a 
double allowance ol brace buttons fore 
and aft, is guilty of contributory negli- 
gence. 

The best footwear for shooting is a 
pair of brown brogue shoes, with red 
enamelled tongues, and spur blocks. 
Some prefer pumps, I know, but I stick 
to my guns in this matter, and plump 
for brogues. Socks of the piston-ring 
or aurora borealis pattern are de rigueuv 
just now; they should match, be worn 
a V Insouciance, and be free from open- 
work as to the heels. 

Gaiters you must have. The hedge- 
sparrow, though able to relish a joke 
with the best of birds, has a rooted 
aversion to bare knees, and, as even 
Blosse and Crackwell seldom turn out 
a pair of gunning- shorts that come 
below the paieZZa, the man who goes 
afield with exposed knees takes his 
puncturable cpidennis in his hands, so 
to speak. The gaiters must be of wart- 
hog hide, tanned with Squarson’s vinegar 
and coal tar. This gives them that rich, 
fruity appearance so pleasing to the 
refined palate. 

The vest is a matter of opinion. If 
you wear shirts and things, there is 
really no need to employ a waistcoat, 
except your natural desire to avoid being 
mistaken for a tar from HM.S. Buzzard, 

Your tie should be very fierce. You 
may drop across a tiger at any timOj and 
although the human eye is well known 
to exercise a wonderful influence over 
the giant cat of the Midlands a gunner 
with even two eyes is not so well pre- 
pared for an encounter as he who 
wears a decided Paisley tie. Such at 
least is my reading of the evidence. 

Now for the sportsman’s head. You 
may wear a polo cap, a pith helmet with 
a Trinity (Dublin) band, or a Gibus. If 
your purse is to be considered, you can 
get some very maidenly effects in green 
felt Tyrolese chapeaux. Personally, I 
always affect a tweed roundabout. As 
this is your shooting hat, let yourself go 
a bit, and decorate it with three or four 
shillings’-worth of fishing tackle. Half- 
a dozen trout casts, a paternoster or two, 
a Texas Devil spoon-bait and a landing 
net (not necessarily on the handle) are 
the least you can sport. Remember that 
the hat proclaims the sportsman. The 
uneasiness aphoristically associated with 


the head that wears a crown is nothing 
to the tristesse of a man at a big shoot 
who wears a simple sun-bonnet, just 
like one of H. V. Esmoisd’s heroines. 

Now comes the matter of a gun. If 
you are going to shoot only now and 
then, over week-ends (and some of my 
happiest Sundays have been spent among 
the roots down Harpenden way, bowling 
over caterpillars\ make shift vritb a pair 
of hammerless ejectors. But if you are 
going to follow tlie calendar, and shoot 
from partridges to pari*akeets, right 
round the year, you cannot do better 
than get a Daisy air-rifle from damage’s, 
alongside the blind newsvendor’s cabin, 
in Hoi bom. You may take it as being 
true that a really good gun cannot be got 
for a smaller sum than three half-crowns, 
unless you hang round auction-rooms and 
get a Manxman to bid for you, when you 
see something good in the catalogue. 
The gun is everything — even more. A 
guest who turns up at a country-house 
with a bow and arrows, catapult, or even 
a ‘'footpad’s terror” Derringer, is not 
reckoned very smart in these days. 

In selecting a game-bag, get one of 
those Canadian - Indian articles from 
Dossenbeimer’s, in Shoe Lane. They 
may be distinguished at sight by the 
fringe, which is of wigwam or wampum. 
I bpe a sneaking preference for the latter. 
This game-bag should not be too large. 
If it will accommodate a couple of ten- 
pointers (as the sportsman designates 
the larger-built cbafiinches) it will pro- 
bably serve your purpose. 

Now for ammunition. IE you take 
the trouble to run down to Whale Island 
you can often pick up some old Service 
stuff cheaply. It is simply a matter of 
squaring the Admiralty office-boy. But 
be sure you know the bore and stroke of 
your weapon. Those most commonly in 
use are 90 m/m by 120 m/m, with 
mechanically-operated inlet valves and 
ample water-jackets. If you turn up at 
a shoot with a *22 Belgian clavicle- 
smasher and two hundred rounds of 4*7 
blank, ten to one the other fellows will 
think you are a green hand. Speaking 
of colours, Sir Hiram Maxim has laid 
down the law that the colouration of 
cartridge-cases has little bearing upon 
the effectiveness of their contents. I 
always use pink ; but VmcHOW has 
argued V7ith some force that they should 
really chime in nicely with one’s socks 
or tie. 

I find that the limitations of space 
will not allow me to say anything about 
the use of the gun, but that is, after all, 
a trivial matter ; it ’s the costume and 
the implements that really count. 

Itegrettable Tragedy in Denmark. 

“ Hamlet Engulfed by Mud.’*— “ Daily Ma^ ” 
Headline, 


GREAT ARTIST’S EARLY DAYS. 

Patbdetio Leoturej. 

The last of the deeply interesting 
series of lectures on “ The Altruism of 
Art” was delivered by Professor the 
Right Hon. and Reverend Sir Halbert 
Firconer at Olympia on Friday night. 

The Professor, who wore the uniform 
of the Blue Bavarian Cuirassiers, of 
which he is honorary bandmaster, de- 
voted his address to a recital of his 
early struggles and the conquest of 
difficulties which might have daunted 
a less intrepid and versatile artistic 
descendant of the Admirable Oriohtoit. 

His first studio, said Sir Halbert, was 
the disused stable of a giraffe, being 
some 12 feet square and 24 feet high. 
Yet it was in this circumscribed area 
that he set to work on his famous 
picture, The Last of the Gi'eat Eastern, 
For that canvas it was necessary for 
him to fix a seat halfway up one wall 
and strap himself into it while lie 
painted sideways. But one day, in 
order to work at the bows of the vessel, 
he had to fix his seat 20 feet from the 
ground, and, one of the straps breaking, 
he was precipitated head-first into a 
barrel of burnt umber, from which he 
was extricated with groat difficulty by a 
passing policeman, who beard his shouts 
and rushed in to bis assistance. 

A strange feeling of drowsiness came 
over bim, premonitory of a total eclipse 
of his powers. But the picture had at 
all hazards to be finished for that year’s 
Academy — the only question was how ? 
To stave off the feeling of lassitude, he 
drank strong coffee every five minutes 
for three weeks, while to build up his 
strength he purchased an electric 
battery, a keg of cod-liver oil, and 
fifteen peacb-fed Californian hams. So 
the great work was done, and a gleam 
of sunshine irradiated his gloom when 
an unknown patron purchased the pic- 
ture for £5,000 before it was sent into 
the Academy, where it was the cynosure 
of every eye. Within a week of the 
opening of the Academy he bad 
received letters of congratulation from 
two crovmed heads, three archbishops, 
seventeen belted earls, and the late 
Mr. Tbaoy Turotirelli. 

At a later stage in his career, when 
he had painted 300 portraits of 
M.F.H.’s in 300 days, an unsympathetic 
critic declared that “ Firconer could 
paint men, but he could not paint 
animals.” Incensed by the injustice 
of ^ Ais remark, he retorted by 
painting his famous and colossal canvas 
of The Animals entering the Arh, 
which completely paralysed his de- 
tractors. Although it was now more 
than fifteen years since that picture 
was painted, it still held the field as 
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AN ECHO OF MODERN JOURNALISM. 

*‘I DO MISS Mbs Jones She told me ail the ne^s op the parish” 

“ Oh, that was only gossip — ^no truth in it ” 

“Well, there, I heed to ’evr it. Truth or lies, ’T\^As all news to me 


the largest and most exhaustive repre- 
sentation of the great Noachian enter- 
prise, and to this day he still received 
commissions from menagerie proprietors 
in both hemispheres on the strength 
of it. 

At a still later stage another critic 
declared that Firconer could never do 
anything on a canvas less than 20 feet 
square-referring, doubtless, to a series 
of colossal groups which had excited 
the envy of incompetent contemporaries, 
and caused several overrated old masters 
to turn somersaults in their family 
vaults. Here again his answer proved 
that the brush is mightier than the 
tongue. In the space of six weeks he 
painted on a canvas exactly the size of 
a threepenny bit a picture containing 
portraits of every single member of the 
Ilouse of Lords. The exertion was 
tremendous, but he kept himself going 
by using a Samson Chest Developer 
which increased his girth by 17 inches, 
and when the picture was exhibited he 
was at once elected an honorary member 
of the Microscopical Society and His- 
toriographer Eoyal to the Mint. Subse- 
quently he received so many Orders 
that it became necessary for him to 
assume the title of Reverend, which 
harmonized at once with his appearance 
and the spiritual character of his work. 

The Right Honourable Professor then 
gave a vivid account of his experiences 
as honorary conductor of the band of 
the Blue Bavarian Cuirassiers, illus- 
trating his narrative with solos on the 
double-bass, the piccolo, the tenor 
trombone and the slide trumpet. He 
finally gave a daring exhibition of his 
skill on the trapeze, danced a pavane, 
accompanying himself on the castanets, 
and brought down the house by singing 
Wotan’s Ahschied in costume, with 
a beard of prehistoric bushiness and 
volume. 


BELLES LETTRES TAKEN FROM 
LIFE. 

I. 

Extract from the correspondence of 
an Indian native who is anxious for his 
son to join a motor-car class : — 

Sir, — Most respectfully I beg to say 
that 1 had been brought in respect- 
able family who was very loyal and 
faithful to the Government. ... I 
have a robust vernacular educated con- 
sisted with little English language. He 
is eighteen years old. He is so obidant, 
thoughtful and upright in discharging 
his duties that he has always been 
found Pretty light on his perch. Having 
sufficient menl^ and corporeal faculties, 
he is cordially desired to be admitted 
in it (the motor-car dass). I should I 
highly be obliged if you would kindly I 


order him to be admitted in it. Expect- 
ing for your favourable reply, 

I have the honour, <S:c. 

II. 

Extract fiom letter to clergyman ask- 
ing advice about Old Age Pensions : — 
Sir,— I am very sorry I made such a 
mistake in my first letter, forgetting my 

maiden name, which was . I 

was born 1837 or 38. I was very much 
worried at the time. 


According to a writer in The Sphere 
“the road-hog is rapidly becoming a 
rara avisJ' This settles once and for all 
the question whether pigs have wmgs. 


Dear Mr. Punch,— I f you arc not quits 
sick of the subject may I make one final 
siiogestion with regard to the Welsh 
Motor Case? Having just read the dead 
lady's latest account of the accident, 1 
wish to propose that the tablet “ To^ 
the Meinory of Miss Violet Cilvrles- 
WORFH,” presumably already ordered, 
should be proceeded with. 


“Mrs Florence Smitlison sang tiny ballads 
when only a dot of three, and has been on and 
off the stage practically ever since.”— 8on£/iporf 
Society Notes. 

It was a very cautious editor who put 
in “ practically.*’ 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. PuneVs Staff of Learned ClerTts.) 

When, on almost tlie first page o£ Lady Letty Brandon 
(Long), we are told by “ Aiwie E. HoutewoRTH” that her 
neroine possesses an illegitimate elder sister, Janets who is 
her exact double, nine novel readers out of ten will suspect 
that they are embarking upon a tale of mistaken identity’. 
It is a suspicion, however, which far underestimates the truth. 
Lady Letty Brandon, finding herself temporarily freed by 
the departure for Afiica of her elderly and imlovable husband, 
herself goes to Italy, where, in the name of a friend. Miss 
Blundell (assumed for no very clear reason), she marries 
Maurice Brooke. So far so bad ; but shortly after the birth 
of a son to the pair in Florence the success of her scheme is 
threatened by the airival in that city of husband No. 1. 
With really admirable tact she decides to carry off the situa- 
tion by pretending tliat Brooke- 
has actually married Janet. It 
is a little difficult at first, and 
unfortunately confusion, bad 
enough in Italy, becomes worse 
confounded vhen all parties 
return home ; Sir Wentwoi'th 
and Lady Letty to Windover 
Court, and Maurice Brooke and 
his wife (who is really Lady Letty 
too) to a cottage on the estate. 

After this one’s mind breathlessly 
refuses to follow the heroine in 
her Protean adventures. It is 
hard to believe that a writer of 
the reputation of Mrs. Lce- 
Hamilton can have intended us 
to take seriously the troubles of 
a lady who has to keep ‘‘ running 
round*’ like the soldiers in a 
stage procession ; and when the 
heroine, after presiding as hostess 
of Windover at a dinner to 
which Maurice Brooke is bidden 
as a stranger to herself, dashes 
across the park in time to receive 
him at the cottage on his return, 
and hear his comments upon her 
supposed double, I myself laid 
the book wistfully aside. 

Whenever Mr. Marriott Watson 
Puts forth a novel it ’s a snip 
(A phrase from racing) that the plot ’s an 
Artistic piece of workmanship ; 

Thus, though The Flower of the HcaH is 
Based on a thickly peopled patch 
(Another word for plot), Sll parties 
Come ultimately up to scratch. 

By that I mean, to put it clearly, 

That every one who shows his face, 

However distantly or nearly. 

Is absolutely worth bis place. 

Swells, parsons, sharps, or law-abiders, 

There isn’t one of all the crew, 

Though some are pretty rank outsiders, 

Whom I would run my pfencil through. 

The story (Methuen) treats of wooings 
Clandestine, coupled with a strange 
(To me) entanglement of doings 
In Bucket-shop and Stock Exchange, 


The author’s tackling of finance is 

For him new ground, but I shan’t miss 
His old adventurous romances ^ 

If aU his new come up to this. 

It is not an easy thing nowadays to think out a new villain, 
but I believe Percy White has done it. In The Rescuer 
(Chapman and Hall), Athelstan, a young man with dark hair 
and penetrating eyes, is making the most of the fact that 
the kte Edgar Maitland, whom he assisted in scientific 
research, believed himself to have discovered the existence 
of visible, or at any rate photographable, brain waves. Mait- 
land dies before the discoveiy is ripe for publication, and on 
his death-bed he entrusts his widow and Athelstan with the 
duty of seeing it through. Athelstan, having originated the 
thing in the first place by deluding Maitland with a faked 
photograph, keeps up the deception by hinting vaguely at 
success in the near future. Meanwhile he does himself very 

well, aiming at the widow’s for- 
tune through her daughter’s 
baud, or, failing that, her own. 
Matters are thus when the 
rescuer turns up. He is an old 
friend of Maitland, a soldier, and 
pretty shrewd, and the way in 
which he gradually fetches up 
against A&elstan's stronghold 
makes for pleasurable excitement. 
Knitted with this conflict there 
is a good deal about N rays and 
similar deep stuff, which is pre- 
sented so skilfully that I felt I 
must unconsciously^ have been 
master of the subject all the 
time. 


The eight stories which Mr. 
B. L. Putnam Weale has col- 
lected under the title of the first, 
The Forbidden Boundary (Mac- 
millan), show him to he far abler 
at fiction than many authors who 
have made their reputation, as he 
has, by studies of fact. That Mr. 
Weale knows the Far East inside 
out every page of his book testi- 
fies ; but one can make the same 
■criticism of his romance that 
could be made, and I don’t doubt has been made, of his 
treatises. ICnowing his ground, he can point to its dangers, 
but ho is not quite so happy at defining lemedies. So in 
the longest of his stories, The Adventurous Frenchman, he 
suggests in a very racy fashion the perils of a contrabandist 
during the Eusso-Japanese war ; but he either skates over 
the details of their surmounting, or else finds a rather too 
easy way out. But the interest of his book is, for me at 
least, quit© independent of its adventures. Mr. Weale con- 
jures up the countrjr with rare skill, and peoples it, apart 
from certain diaboheaUy omnipotent Celestials, with real 
living beings. 

Who’s “Who”P 

“ In the Horse myth Thor, benevolent among the gods and lover of 
lands, warred^ greatly against the giants and drove them to 
the Noith, who, in their evil nature, troubled the Earth with ice ” 

Westminster Gazette. 

J^Good,” muttei-ed Arm^d Roche to himsfelf, hiding a smile beneath 
the false black beard which he always canied in. hfs portmanteaii in 
^se of an emergency.’*—** Daily MaH Feuilleton ” Recently concluded). 
This, of course, is a much cleverei^ trick than the Ordinary 
one where you keep outside the portmanteau. 
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“I think that the Old Age Pensions 


500,000 pensioners ; there are very 
nearly 600,000 in weekly receipt of five 


PMARII/ARIA wrote to The Timcb, the otlier clay. Kingdom ch»es so. Still, as a set-off to 

UliARIVAKIA. ^ to complain of vibitors who irritate and tins, the French Club, we believe, has 

Ii ib denied that the Albert Medal is tease the animals did not mention a some aeroplanes whicli will fly. 

to be bestowed on Sir John Bell, who peculiarly gross form of cruelty ■which *:je* 

saved his life the other day by clinging is of daily occurrence. We refer to the “I think that the Old Age Pensions 
to the fore part of a motor-cab which parading of a number of thoughtless Act,” said Mr. IajOyd-Geoege last week, 
had knocked him down. plump persons in front of the man- “ has been a success beyond the dreams 

*** eaters’ cages, within sight of the animals of its warmest friends. We anticipated 

I At Cambridge a “ taxi-cab ” has been and yet out of their reach. 500,000 pensioners ; there are very 

constructed in accordance with a iccently * 4 ,* nearly 600,000 in weekly receipt of five 

discovered specification of a vehicle Two hoopoes were seen flying around shillings.” Yet the average taxpayer 
which had been in use in China in the Penge parish church last week. In the is a curiously undemonstrative animal, 
third centuiy.^ It registers distances, opinion pf the superstitious the visit of Anyone would thick from his demeanour 
we are told, with considerable precision, these rarce aves to our shores presages that the Act bad been a failure, 
and records them by the beating of a the return of die crinoline. . _ *** 

drum at the completion ^ i During the recent 

of each “ li,” or Chinese 
mile. The “li,” we are ^ 
further told, is about a 
third of an English mile, n 
S o, curiously enough, is / 
the mile of some of our 
modern taxi - cabs, to 
judge by our experi- 


It is rumoured that 
Miss Violet Chluiles- 
WORTH is to make her 
I appearance on the music- 
hall stage. This will 
surprise no one. We 
have had the trick 
cyclist there for some 
time, and the trick 
motorist was bound to 


One thousand skulls, 
manj’ of which are cen- 
turies old, have been 
arranged on shelves in 
the crypt of Hythe 
parish church, where 
they may he inspected 
hy the public. At last 
0 ur watering-places seem 
to be waking up to the 
fact that if they are 


to compete successfully | gixme a cigar.” 

with foreign resorts, ; 

they must offer additional attractions. When 

Academy 


* * 

• 4 : 

During the recent 
fog a member of the 
criminal classes sud- 
denly smashed one of 
the windows of a jewel- 
ler’s shop in Oxford 
Street, and, putting his 
hand through the aper- 
ture, seized a diamond- 
and-pearl tiara, and ran 
away. The police will 
therefore he obliged if 
anyone who meets a 
rough - looking man 
wearing an artistic tiara 
will at once communi- 
cate with them. 


And a most mortify- 
ing incident happened 
in Savile Row. Taking 
advantage of the fact 
that the hall door had 
been left ajar, a passer- 
by entered Sir Cdthbert 
Quilter’s house, and 
stole a despatch -box. 

, which was 

~ t locked, closelyresombled 

-■^ — r * ^ a jewel-case, but con- 

tained nothing but 
RESOURCE. papers. When the thief 

lamly tri/iny for some time to pick up hit> diauge — a Ihvcepeniiy subsequently discovered 
1 A CIGAR.” tins Jais remarxs are said 

1 to have effectually dis- 

When a new Associate of the Royal persed the fog in his immediate neigh- 
Academy is elected some of the Academy bourhood. 



RESOURCE. 

Customer (after lamly trying for some time to pick uphio t hauge — a threepenny 


It is now thought that the violent models dash off with the news, and the * 

agitation of the seismograph last week, first to arrive with the glad tidings at At Sutton Ferry a motorist lost his 
which led to the rumour of an earth- the house of the fortunate artist is, by bearings, and dashed through the window 

quake greater than that at Messina, custom, rewarded wdth a guinea. It of a tailor’s shop. According to one 

originated in London and was caused says much for the honesty of artists’ account which reaches us the intrepid 

hy one of Messrs. motor vans. models as a class that no case is known motorist did not, however, lose his 

♦jj.* of one of them Imving obtained this head, but remarked nonchalantly to the 

The Pall Mall Gazette which has guinea by false pretences from some astonished tailor, “Oh, I want a new 

l)een publisliing a series of letters from obscure and wealtby amateur. Let us suit of clothes, please.” 
artists complaiaiiig bitterly of neglect, ^ope that this is not merely bemuse V 

threw them the following crumb of y®* occurred to those Reading in her newspaper tlie an- 

comfort the other day : — concenaecl. nouncement 

IXED Robeet Oboil. ^ correspondent writes to Tlie Dally ®-“'' 

No Cutting the Painter. point out that, while the A4ro a dear old lady remarked that she sup- 

*** Club de France does not admit ladies to posed that that was the latest name for 

The Fellow of the Zoological Society memhership,theAeioClubof the United the Bay of Biscay, 
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refrain from expressing our poignant 
THE NEW OPERATIC CRITICISM, regret that the example of Riciiaed 

Intected by the vivacioas example of S™s-and let us add Ei™ 
Mr. A. B. WALKiEY.the operatic critic WAGira-of introducing live stock on 
of The Times has discaided the old *¥ n°t foUowed. A BuR 

traditions of sobriety, and, in a notice E^g^thout buRs is an oxymoron^ 
of Wagner’s Gd^fe7•^^aw7)^e?•l^n3r, lias lapsed Purely the resources o t 

[into the now familiar blend of classical hall Market wonld have been equd 
I - „,*v, — A* to the occasion. The tavern scene, 


allusiveness with up-to-date argot. At . i ^ i ™ 

this rate of progress we may soon expect somewhat lacking m ormastic 

to see criticisnS in the following vein 

blossoming forth in all the brai^ ol exponents of the art, some of the dancem 

brs-e tvue- ^ seemed to suffer from a positive plethora 

® ^ ^ * of garments. But, as 'Mr. Pelissier says, 

Carmen (very) Seculare. “ the sun ’s still shining in the sky,” and 

T if Nietzsche is right in liis aphorism, “li 

PecksnlXaid Pa^ is‘Mrtairdy the /autMcditen-aniserZawns^w,” no fault 
mot jaafe to apply tf CWmen, performed ho found wiUi this auspicious revi^. 

with the utmost hio last night at ^t^ay note that as a pmctical p^f 
Covent Garden. But the ethics of opera ^he Syudicate s honourable detenmna- 
aro not those of-let us say-Brixton. tion not to indulge in any preferentid 

« 4 - treatment, the name oi one oi the 

The famous cigarette factonr at Seville a +i,„„„MPi.nv 


where (Jarmen— belli teterrima eausa — 
worked did not come under the super- 
vision of any Factory or Workmen’s 
Compensation Acts. Hinc illae lacrimce 
— cigarette girls are a nice quiet set, ‘‘ I FORGOTTEN HEROES ; 

don’t fink”! Besides, Don Josi did ^ PTTxrvTTxrn » 

not belong to the Territorial Army. If Still Running. 

he had worn a simple uniform of khaki [The French submarine Z has just been found 
instead of those epatants yellow breeches, to have been lying forgotten for three years ] 
no complications would have ensued. Rumour reaches us that Austria has 
But, as hfr, Henry James remarks, “There explained the billeting of a force of 
you are ! ” Spain is not Suburbia, qj^ ^ town in Macedonia during the 
and, given these tropical premisses, i^gt three months. The force had been 
events are ^ bound to move forward despatched from headquarters with 
to the inevitable peripeteia. Besides, general orders to annex territory, and in 
Carn^n, though at the outset a rather hurry of re-ariangements in the 
squalid and tawdry personage, grows m Balkans had been overlooked. Austria 
stature as the draina advances, until at offered to withdraw the troops 

the end she has become one of Ihe nnreservedlv, and regard the incident as 
supremely ^ great figures of tragedy ^ot having occurred. 

JExtraordinary excitement is reported 
with Dido, Cordelia and Violet Charles- jj^ve been caused in German military 
AVORTH. ^ circles by the disappearance of two 

Mme. Pippa de Dietrich, who under- entire regiments of infantry from a 
took the title role last night, 1ms un- garrison tOAvn in Westphalia. The order 
doubtedly an arresting and vivid per- countermanding the march was handed 
sonality. Though she lacks the grandeur to the Emperor for examination, passed 
of Calvi? — the sublimity which, as on by him to the Chancellor, ti an sfer red 
Longinus says, is a reverberation of mag- to the Secretary for War, forAvarded 
nanimity, she moves and sings with a by him to the Foreign Office, where 
sort of inspired canaillerie which is it appears to have been lost. The regi- 
A^astly refreshing. Only the most stoical ments continued their march, in the face 
of eremites could resist the corybantic of every opposition, through Poland and 
seduction of her dancing ; and Don J ose across Russia, being aware that dis- 
Avas no plaster saint, but a simple human obedience of their orders Avould be fatal. 
Spanish “ Tommy.” It is, in fact, the When last heard of they had just fought 
olJ, old story of Belle and the Dragoon, a terrific engagement with a sa\mge 
in Avhich the latter is hound to come off force of four times their number in the 
second best Avhen the tertius gaudens centre of Tibet, and were continuing 
happens to be a famous bull-fighter, their advance by forced marches in the 
A>iton7o~we mean 7i7sca7n7ZZo— Avas bril- direction of Eastern Japan. Tlie inci- 
hantly pkyed by Signor Caldanmo, the dent is naturally taken as an “ unfriendly 
famous :^sque baiitone, Avho beara a act ” by all the Powers whose territories 
most curious resemblance to Mr. C. B. they have invaded, and furious wireless 
. messages are being hourly despatched 

The mounting of the opera vrtxs at once in the attempt to stop them. The force 
realistic and picturesque, but wc cannot had really been intended to act as a 


dramatis personae had been thoughtfully 
changed from Mercedes to Carburetta. 


guard of honour to the mayor of a small 
town a few miles away. 

Great anxiety is felt as to the Army 
aeroplane Gasahianca, In order to re- 
trieve previous failures, she was sent up 
with directions to break all existing 
records. She has now been round the 
world tliree times, and when last seen 
was passing over Orkney and Shetland 
at a rapid rate, the crew working with 
desperation, but apparently much ex- 
hausted. They mistook frantic signals 
of recall for encouragement to reneAved 
efforts. 

WILLIAM’S LICENCE. 

De.vr Sir, — As the owner of Toby, 
that easily first (Latin, /ac/Ze prlnceps) 
among educated clogs, you Avill be 
interested to hear of the exploits of my 
dog, William Shakspeare, and more 
particularly since some notoriety has 
recently been accorded by TJie Daily 
Chronicle to a dog which went to a post- 
office and procured its own licence. 
This is a feat which my dog performs 
regularly every year, not merely, as 21ie 
Chronicle dog cid, “ standing up to the 
top of the counter” and handing in a 
note with money, but actually going 
behind the counter and selecting the 
paper himself from other similar ones 
rdating to foreign postage, filling it in 
with his name, address and pedigree, 
and paying spot cash on the transaction. 
Further, having obtained the licence, he 
files it away in a safe corner of his kennel. 
But this year the Divine William, as he 
likes to he called, surpassed himself. 
Some time ago I had the misfortune to 
receive a bad half-sovereign, and through 
inadvertence William took this coin 
AA'hen he went on his annual visit to the 
local post office. He did not discover 
the error until he was too far on his 
way to turn back — the office is some 
seven miles from my house. At first he 
was nonplussed (I confess it), but he 
quickly decided what to do. Jumping 
on a passing omnibus he barked for a 
twopenny ticket and successfully ten- 
dered the half-sovereign in payment. 
Then with 9s. lOd. he proceeded to do 
his business, bringing hack 2s, id. 
change. I should mention that in 
former years it has been my custom to 
give him twopence for himself, so that, 
believing him to have deducted this 
honorarium, I accepted the change as 
correct. Such is William’s modesty that 
it was only through overhearing an after- 
dinner talk in dog Latin between him 
and the gardener that I learned the 
truth. My first impulse was to repri- 
mand him severely, but I refrained, for, 
after all, one cannot expect a too high 
degree of morality in dumb animals. 

I am, etc., 

William’s 0 mm , 
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SOLILOQUY IN BERLIN. 

OiF ’ SO it’s gone, that fiftieth biithday, gone 
■\Vitli all its flags and flowers and crowds and cheers, 
Its salvoes and processions, heat of drums, 

Its hlare of trumpets and its regiments 
Massed to salute me, and its loyalties, 

Its Burgomasters and its hrother-Kings—- 
Gone like a breath, and I am left to face 
The dread insistence of the further years. 

Well, well , the prospect seems to narrow in ; 

The limitless expanses grow defined. 

And I can see, as men of fifty see, 

The dark broad river which the others crossed, 

And which I tco must some day cross alone. 

What trophy shall 1 bear to the other side, 

What symbol of my duty and my deeds ? 

Bismarck? Aye, what of him? The only man, 
Ilie indispensable, whose head was crowned 
With wreath on wreath of conquest and renown ; 
Lion of Varzin, thunder-cloud of doom, 

Sole stay of Empire, rock of German might, 
Removed beyond the shocks of circumstance ; 
Eternal monument of glory— pooh ! 

I raised my hand and brushed the thing aside ; 

And I did well, as every man must own. 

And the too clamorous people — ^what of them ? 

Their meetings, congresses and Parliaments, 

Their' inurmurkigs and obstinate complaints 


And all the babble of tbe’r oratois ^ 

Police lor them — aye, that ’s the only way — 

Police and piison or a foreign land 

For those who being German strive with me. 

Silence, they say, a little silence, please, 

From this too swift and most impulsive King. 

The wa} s are narrow, and the fog lies thick 
To hide them, and to move is to be lost. 

Yea, but a King, since King lie is, must know 
What path to tread ; his eye alone can pierce 
The clouds of darkness, and his ^oice alone 
Can hail and guide them where they ought to go. 
Wherefore I know this silence is not good. 

While all the discontented loose their tongue-* 

And rave against him, shall the King be still ? 

And I have kept the peace. Was tliat well done? 
T know not, but I know 1 kejit the peace. 

I whobe blood boiled to hear the clash of swords, 
At whose command a milhon men would spring 
Obedient to the conflict ; T, whose soul 
Was made for glorious battle, who could lead 
Ten thousand thundering horsemen to the charge, 
Have kept the peace, while others urged to war. 

And so the years are gone, the fifty years, ^ 

And every day was filled with care and toil, 

And at the end, wdth all too little done 
And nothing for remembrance, I remain. 
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ANOTHER OLYMPIC GAME, 

As attendant skated np to me and 
touched me on the shoulder. “You 
mustn’t go so fast, sir,” he said. “ It ’s 
dangerous when there are so many 
people about.” 

“ My good man,” I began, turning to 
him indignantly. Then my feet left me 
suddenly, came back with a great effort 
the wrong way round, and gaye it up 
altogether. . . . 

The attendant lifted me kindly. 

‘ ‘ Thank you very much ,” I said. ‘ ‘ If 
you will hold me tight, I will go on with 
my sentence. Thank you. Well, then, 

I was about to say that it wasn’t at all 
my own idea going as fast as that, and 
that nobody realised so intimately as I 
liow dangerous it was. Thank you again. 
Now if you will be so good as to push 
me off, I think I shall be able to show 
you something.” 

He gave me a push, and I sailed right 
down the course into a strange lady, 
apologised, and came down heavily. 
She struggled for a moment and then 
decided to sit down too. 

“I’m very sorry,” she began sweetly. 

“I expect it was my Hallo! But 

how splendid 1 ” 

“Good morning,” I said, “I’m 
simply meeting evei 7 body here to-day.” 

“In London,” said Miss Middleton 
with an air of detachment, “one is 
always running into one’s friends. Now, 
are you going to lift me up or must 
I scream for help ? ” 

“ I am going to lift you up,” I said, 
and I took her liand, pulled myself up 
by it, pulled her up, and sat down very 
violently again, “There you are,” l| 
added ; “and now, if you wiU have me 
dragged to the side, I will explain all.” 

We got to the edge somehow, and 
clung on to the rails, 

“ This is most awfully bad for me,” I 
began, “ The things I say when I fall 
down. Oh, it doesn’t do at all, you 
know. And I used to think myself such 
a quiet and well-spoken lad.” 

“Now your true nature is revealed.” 
“Ah, yes. It brings out the old 
Adam ... or something rather like it 
. . . every time.” 

“ You should have a man,” said Miss 
Middleton ; “I did, and I made him fall 
down, I felt so proud.” 

“I had a man once, but I simply 
couldn’t bring him down, though I did 
try. I must liave showed him all the 
holds. 1 put the wrist-lock and the 
neck-dutch on him.’* 

“ Twice round the wrist is once round 
the neck,” said Miss Middleton ; “ twice 
round the neck is once round the waist ; 

twice round the waist is ” 

“As a last hope I introduced him to 
the half-Nelson touch. It was iiseless. 
Come on, let ’s take the floor again.” 


I took the floor at once on letting go 
of the rails, and Miss Middleton, who, it | 
seemed, had had a day’s start of me and 
was therefore much more steady, helped 
me up again. 

“ Thank you very much. I ’m wear- 
ing quite a place in the back of my 
head. It ’s so tiring.” 

We skated slowly down the length of 
the course. That is to say, we started 
slowly, but at halfway we were going 
much faster than I liked. 

“I have a secret to tell you,” I began. 

“ Oh, do,” said Miss Middleton. “ Tell 
me the romantic secret of your birth. 
What they call sotto voce.'^ 

“ Yes, I’ll tell you that another time. 
What I want to say now is this. I can’t 
stop and I can’t tnm. Do you think, 
before we get to tbe end, you could 
explain one or the other to me ? ” 

“ I believe you can do both at once by 
putting one foot behind the other.” 

“ Oh, I know that way all right. But 
then there ’s the bother of getting up 
again.” 

“Then suppose we free-wheel so that 
we shan’t be going so fast when the 
accident happens.” 

“ I think so. Y^ou know, these things 
want brakes really ... Do you see 
that woman in red, straight in front, 
leaning against the rails ? ” 

“Yes. Why?” 

“ Oh, nothing ... I wonder if she ’s 
a mother.” 

“ Sure to he. A lot of girls and one 
hoy at Cambridge sort of mother.” 

“ Oh ... I think I shall say I knew 
the boy at Cambridge. Would you care 
about coming too ? ” 

“ No, I must try to turn.” 

“You don’t mind my not stopping 
and picking you up ? I simply must 
go and see this woman.” 

“AU right. You may say I was at 
school with one of the girls, if you like. 
Gladys, Good-bye.” 

I rolled relentlessly on. There was a 
crash behind me, but I dared not look 
back, I had other business on hand. 

It was bound to come. . . It was 
coming . . . coming . , • 

Plop 1 

“ I ’m very sorry,” I murmured for the 
two hundred and eighty-fourth time that 
day, “ but I knew your son slightly — 1 
mean my daughter Gladys knows Miss 

Midd The fact is,” I said in a burst of 

candour, “I’m only a beginner at this.” 

“ Doesn’t matter at all,” she said with 
a motherly smile. “ Guess we ’re all 
falling about to-day. Very pleased to 
have kept you from hurting yourself.” 

“ Thank you very much,” I said for 
the three hundred and ninety-third time. 
I put my hand to my liead, realised sud- 
denly that I had no hat on, and fell 
down violently, , , . 

1 “ Thank you veiy much,” I said ; “I’m 


giving you a lot of trouble, I ’m afraid. 
Good morning.” 

“ Well,” said Miss Middleton when I 
caught her up again, “ I fell down all 
right. How ’s Gladys ? ” 

“I made a mistake; I didn’t know 
them, after all. I say, will yon do some- 
thing for me ? ” 

“What’s the matter? Of course I 
will.” 

“ I ’ve been thinking, and I fancy I ’ve 
made a discovery. Now I want you to 
say something rather startling to me. 
Quite suddenly, you know.” 

I “I can’t think of anything, not like 
I that. Except that your great uncle’s 
died and left you a million pounds and 
a pair of roller skates.” 

“No, that isn’t at alltlie sort of ” 

“ Your tie ’s all crooked.” 

I went down with a crash. . . . 

“Well,” said Miss Middleton, as we 
glnng on to the side, “ was that all 
right ? ” 

“Perfectly,” I said, with enthusiasm. 
“That’s my discovery, that the whole 
thing is mental. If we could only keep 
our minds quite placid we should be all 
right. When I tried to take off my hat 
to my American friend and found I 
couldn’t, I went down like a log. So I 
did just now. By^the way, my tie isn’t 
reaUif crooked, is it? No ; I thought it 
couldn’t be. Well, now let ’s roll round 
the room perfectly easily together, hold- 
ing hands and fixing our thoughts on 
something calm and soothing, which has 
nolliing to do with skating.” 

“ Mother,” suggested Miss Middleton. 

“ Try again.” 

“ Cod-liver oil.” 

“ All right. Now then, are you ready ? 
Go! ... Do you know, it’s a very 
funny thing, but I don’t think I had 
ever realised that a c-od had a liver.” 

“ I once had a gold-fish, and it drank 
up all its water and died of indigestion, 
because we found it dead in the morning 
at the bottom of an empty bowl. Which 
looks like liver.” 

We were simply skimming over the 
floor by this time. 

“ There was once a halibut,” I began. 

We swept round a corner in style. 

■'} C * 

“A funny sort of fish,” Miss Middle- 
ton was saying as we completed our 
eighth circle, “ something like a — what 
are they called ? Oh, yes, a skate.” 

My feet gave a sudden jerk. 

“Oh no, no,” cried Miss Middleton, 

“ I didn't mean a skate It wasn’t a 

bit 1 mean I ” 

It was too late. The fatal word 
brought it aU back to me. My feet 
leapt up into the air, and aU the rest of 
us took their place upon the floor with 
one loud comprehensive bang . . . 

The band slowly started the National 
Anthem. A. A. M. 
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Mrs Flanagan. “An* so yb’vc got a finsion — ’ nMLL come in \£UY handy.” 

Mr8 Mvldoon. “I niver was more buetrised in me life, me that kiveb saw a shut fired 

IN ANGER.** 


CONSOLATION. 

As tlie body of Willi Sniitli was 
leaving the cemetery chapel oa its 
way to the grave, an elderly gentleman 
of aristocratic mien alighted from an 
electric brougham, and after a word 
with an official joined the little band of 
mourners. 

William Smith was moving more 
slowly than be ever had done in life, 
for he had been a commercial traveller 
noted for liis briskness until double 
pneumonia set in. 

Mrs. Smith had seen her husband 
infrequently, and then only for brief 
week-ends, but she respected him 
deeply’’, was grateful for the position 
to which he had raided her, and, 
weeping steadily now at the graveside, 
had accepted grief as her destiny. 

The ceremony over, the stranger 
approached Mi*s. Smith in an attitude 
of sj’mpathetic courtesy, and offered her 
his arm to the gate. He told her how 
highly he had always valued her 
husband, how completely they had 
understood each other, and how different 
evci7thing had been since they parted. 

The widow listened with respect 
and satisfaction, in no way embarrassed 
by her ignorance of the gentleman’s 
name, for her husband naturally had 
had many friends unknown to herself, 
although this one cei*tainly seemed to be 
both in attire and in address far re- 
moved above her idea of the majority of 
them, several of whom were indeed 
present. 

“If there is anything I can do, Mrs. 
Smith,” said the stranger as he shook 
her hand at the entrance, “ you must 
write to me. You will see that I have 
moved to another town house,” and 
handing her his card he lifted li*s hat 
with a gesture of reverent courtesy, 
stepped rapidly into his brougham, and 
was driven away. 

The widow looked at the card, and 
reeled. It was that of the Earl of 
Borrodaile. 

One by one, as the high tea pro- 
gressed, anecdotes of the Earl of Borro- 
daile came to the memory of this guest 
and that — his wealth, his career, his wild 
oats, his famous or infamous ancestry, 
but most of all, recurring and recurring, 
his perfect manners, the unmistakable 
affability of your true nobleman, as com- 
pared with the supercilious condescen- 
sion of the spurious political breed, with 
a word for the modesty (or craftinep) of 
the deceased in keeping so distinguished 
a friendship a secret from his older pals. ! 

The nest day one of the guests sent 
the widow not only a cabinet photograph 
of the earl but also his caricature, by no 
means unkindly done, from V anity Fair. 
These pictures, one in the parlour framed 
}n gilt, and onfe in Mrs. SinWs bedroom 


in plush, may now be seen, with the 
widow often before them pointing them 
out to her friends and callers, with suit- 
able memories not only of the peer him- 
self but of his intimacy with her husband : 
except for a shining drop of pride per- 
fectly the mistress of herself, serene in 
anecdotage. For by the infinite mercy 
of Heaven she has never learned that 
the Earl of Borrodaile was under the 
impression that he was consoling the 
widow of William Smith, his old pen- 
sioned valet, whose funeral had been in 
progress only a few yards distant at the 
same time. 

“ Mr. Keir Hardie has travelled night and 
day from America to reach the conference.” — 
The Morning Leader 

Some men would have stopped the ship 
while they slept. 

“ Convenient Houses, 2 minutes sea, 4: station, 
5 Bedm .’*— in Daily News. 

We should have preferred something a 
little nearer the bedroom. 


Instead of Gold. 

Sir Fredertok Treves having recently 
brought to notice the high intrinsic 
value of radium, as well as its curative 
value, we think it may become necessary 
soon to revise certain well-known pro- 
verbs and phrases, and we make the 
following tentative suggestions : — 

All is not radium that is energetic. 

As good as radium (applied to a 
sleeping child). 

He has a heart of radium (this for 
certain uncles and benevolent gen- 
tlemen generally). 

Pound wise, tube-oC-radiuin foolish. 

Take care of the pounds, the radium 
will take care of itself. 

Speech is golden ; silence is radiunien. 

We may add that those who have 
been in the habit of selling their souls 
for gold will probably not be affected 
by the alteration, as the value of the 
souls in question is not likely to tempt 
highei' bidders. 
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, _ EleiiMri Lodae (formerly Buckingliam Palace}, Iroiii leading 

“UNDER ENTIRELY NEW MANAGEMENT !»' SsUnioSs, Industrial, 

(From a privafe diary uhich may, quite possibly, remain unwritten) Societies. Tkoiight, at first, they had como to ofier congra- 
Avril 1st, 19 — . Always knew the will of the People tnlations — ^but they hadn’t. Seems they ve been getting 
must prevail some day. But not so soon as this. To think uneasy as to security of investments irom which nauch oi 
that all the Means of Production, Distribution, and Exchange their income formerly derived. Keminded ihom that Labour 
are now completely (Socialised, and Labour emancipated from liad long ago declared itself^ for Socialism ; that, jh'oni 
domination of Landlordism and Capitalism, without so much Socialistic point of view, all interest was Robbery, lhat 
as a blow being struck ! ^Vhy they should have chosen my they no longer required funds, as the fetato in future would 
humble self as President is beyond, me. Of course, the name do all they had been instituted to do - and do it a precious 
of Alar 1 C Poshfurd w'as familiar enough to them in connection deal better. In short, as I put it to them pleabantly, they 
with a certain power of impassioned eloquence, combined couldn’t expect to have their cake and eat it too. Deputation 
with unusual lucidity in explaining the economics of thanked me, and withdrew^ 

Socialism. But I courd almost wish Social Revolution had May 2nd. Re-housing Problem faolYed by settling Slum 
arrived more gradually. Labour Party rather forced my Population in the various unoccupied West-Liul mansions, 
hand. So many details that I should have liked a few more Some litile friction, owing to all the families 'wanting the ^ 
years to think out. Have chosen Comrades Sowerbiitts, drawing-room floors. And they will insist on using the 
Gralftey, Bilger, Sloech, Yem, Growl, and Kloppski as banisters for fuel 1 Issue Manifesto calling on Citizens to 
Members of my Inner Council. Koue of them, perhaps, men protect their own property. n • n j 


of quite first-rate intellectual capacity, - 
but all gi-aiid w’orkers and accus- 
tomed to act under me. Sowerbutts 
will undertake Homo Departments, 
while Kloppski — ^lieing at home in 
several Continental languages — ^will 
bo the veiy man for what used to be 
called the Foreign OfSce. Comrade 
Grafitey, who as a former East-End 
Guardian has had considerable expe- 
rience in financial management, would 
like to be in charge of the Exchequer. 
He may be competent. Better leave 
it open for the present, perhaps. 

April 2mh Comrade Sowerbutts 
has found hopeless confusion in all 
the Public OfiSces. And none of the 
permanent officials there to afford the 
slightest information ! Some of them 
miyht have stayed on long enough to | 
show us tbe ropes. They seem to 
have taken our denunciations of the 
Bureaucracy much loo seriously. 
Well, wo can do without thorn ! 

April ord. Comrade Yem proposes | 
Revision of Faros on the recently . 
Xatioualisod Railways. K'o distinc- 
tion of (lasses, and Return Tickets to 









"'7/rf///, 'jW/ 






HEARD IN THE STRAND. 

TuietJ 0/ Coiidiirlor [Ihrcuyli Joy). “Ron-vi roR one 
ovLi ! ” 


— May orcl. In Council. Comrade 
^ Grafftcy leported that the depleted 
^ state of National Exchequer renders 
^ it advisable to cut down all but abso- 
^ lutely necessary expenses. Comrade 
^ Bilger moved that, private property 
^ being now abolished and all incen- 
^ live to crime consequently removed, 
^ the Stale should cconomiso by dis- 
9 pensing with Police Force. Seconded 
^ warmly by Coiniadc Kloppski, who 
^ had never seen any advantage in 
p having Police. Comrade Sleech moved 
V amendment to include Army, Navy, 
y and Territorial Forces, pointing out 
^ that a Socialist State, having no 
^ frontiers, logically requires no de- 
% fences. Gained con. Find that 
y Kloppski has sent out messages to all 
% the principal nations, informing them 
% of our glorious Social Revolution, ex- 
yp horting them to follow our example, 
y and assuring them of our unalterable 
/ detennination to regard them as 

Brothers. Quite right, only he 
might have consulted me first. Tbe 
only notice Foreign Governments 

— have taken of our friendly oveitures 


anywhere for half-a-crowm. Have them, by all means. We has been to recall their Ambassadors. Let them ! We have 
can afford it now, with no dividends to hamper us. And I no desire for intimate relations with a pack of alien diplo- 
observe that tiaffic returns on the S.E. & C. especially, show matists with whom, as aristocrats, we could have little in 


enormous increase lor last few weeks. 

April 4th. Making splendid progress! 


common. But offensive, all the same. We are not dogs ! 

No more Un- J tine ht. Comi'ade Grafftey can’t make out why so little 


employed*— or even Unemployahles I All earning skilled money comes in. Returns from all our Socialised Industries 
wages in the innumerable factories, industries, etc., taken (with exception of State Distilleries and Breweries, which, in 
over by State as going concerns. Our revenue ought to spite of complaints of deterioration in quality of liquor, do 
reach a tidy figure by end of month. But daily outgoings show^ a slight profit) 7no6t unsatisfactoiy. Sleech says present 
for free meals, free clothes, old-age pensions for everybody w^orking shifta far too short. A (Citizen has no sooner looked 
over forty, and so forth, work out at rather more than Com- round and grasped general idea of task expected from him 
rade Grafftey anticipated. No matter. CWt -we levy a before his two houis are up and it ’s time to knock off. But 
super-tax on all the idle rich? Annoyed to find there surely he must have leisure to develop intellectually and 
none. All left country by now, with evei 7 thing they could morally— in short, to taste the joys of life ! And what about 
realise! (.owardsl Capitalist employers, too, have trans- all our disbanded soldiers and sailors? If we ’re to find 
feu-ed their w^orks to Colonies or Continent, instead of show- employment for them, the shifts will liave iohe shorter rather ' 
mg manly confidence m their fellow^itizens’ sense of justice! than longer. Bilger says w^e cant ask decent citizens to 
But perhaps L omrados Growl and Sowerbutts were unneces- labour side by side with persons they regard as no better 
frank about their intentions. Crowlsays, finely, that than “hired murderers.” StiU can’t understand why our 
bUip of tote will ride the lighter now the rats have output is so small and sales so liiiiitod. Sleech says because 
abandoned it. All the same, we coidd have done with a our Citizens don’t put any dm into their work. TJien whv 

1 X • 7 not appoint overseers to keep them up to it? Better not, 

Mny JhL Received Peputation at my official residence, I perhaps— the People might resent it. ^ 
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15t7i. Must find money somehow. Grafftey reports 
our Gold reserves are running very low indeed. And 
Kloppski admits he doesn’t know a single foreign financier 
he could trust to float a loan for us. Disgraceful how the 
National Credit has been lowered by tlie infamous band of 
brigands who formerly mismanaged the country ! We might 
try using a paper currency — but would our Citizens stand 
it ? Kloppski has brilliant idea. Our Fleet useless to Us — 
but ought to be worth something to some State benighted 
enough to attach any importance to command of the sea. 
Offers to approach representatives of foreign Powers on the 
quiet, if we will leave him perfectly free hand. Gave him 
full power to negotiate on behalf of State. 

July 1st. Over-rated as I always considered the British 
Fleet, 1 did think it would fetch more than it has! But 
Kloppski assures me it was the best offer he could get for it. 
One more instance of the scandalous manner in which the 
late so-called Admiralty swindled a long-suffering nation! 
Fortunately IQoppski was sharp enough to stipulate for 
cash down. 

Aug. 1st. Useless to mince matters any longer. Have 
I issued Proclamation to the People, tdling them plainly that 
I a State can’t go on paying its members fancy wages for pro- 
I ducing articles for which there is no demand, and that we 
I are not even exporting enough to obtain sufficient foodstuffs 
in exchange. So, unless all Citizens abandon industrial 
labour as useless, and take to tilling the soil energetically at 
onee^ we shall be within measurable distance of starvation in 
six months ! 


Aug. 2nd. Believe, even now, there would have been no 
serious disturbances but for rumour that a formidable foreign 
navy was preparing to steam for our coast. Kloppski, at 
some personal inconvenience, put off a voyage he was taking 
to Buenos Ayres for reasons of health, and endeavoured to 
calm mob by announcing method by which he had relieved 
them from the intolerable burden of our bloated armaments, 
and assuring them that the foreign fleet was merely coining 
with the peaceful purpose of convoying home its country’s 
purchases. Unluckily, lamp-post only too convenient ! . . . 
Citizens are now betraying Socialism by electing Committee 
of Public Safety from the very class of professional butchers 
they so lately regarded with loathing! The spirit of 
militarism is again rampant. Fleet and Ai*my being rapidly 
re-organised. Worse stOl, a violent mob is besieging Eleusis 
Lodge and clamouring for their President and his colleagues ! 
Where they will find them I don’t know. I shall be under 
the biggest State-bed. But how long — ^how long ? 

F. A. 

“At the time of the fire the thermometer stood at zero, and in 
endeavouring to extinguish it several firemen wore severely frost- 
bitten .” — The Autocar. 

This habit of defending itself fiercely when attacked is 
one of the most noble traits of the thermometer. 

“Acting Sub-Lieut. R.N.R. has been promoted to the rank of 
sub-lieutenant .” — The Morning Post. 

There are so many men in the Service with these initials 
that it was a mistake to leave out the surname. 
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The yen Mess Peenident. “There \re a iot of ihings is hie mess invr might be go 

IJID or. Aow THERE VRE r\\0 BAROMETERS; IHET CAN’t BOTH BE WVXTlp” 

The Old }[cs8 Sergeant. “Well, the ose is the hash-room, bin, is wnxv TiiLb lu 
^\l ^JlIER, VS ims OSE IS THE ^VLL, SlR, IS I UR THE OrFICEfib TO TAP.” 

GEXONE HOWLERS. ! Heiiaaeous.—Oae who oats grass 

llto i K:<o™ r “Xlve, ia ,h, „ta, 

Defim: the meaning of the following Prestidigitator.Someoxie who find 
words ^ out prestiges. 

£ citrini’c/i.— Person from whom one is Diew .. — ^Daily hread. 

defended. a • ' ^^w’^^-^-Keasures and trials 

The focience of the Aspirate. Fiat Justitia, Euat CWinn.— Th 
^o?no0opaf/nc.— A Home for invalids. I well-aimed arrow reaches the skv. 
PaUiatp.— To tickle the taste. ' Quod Brat FacieneZum.—What has h 

Media?val . — Early times in tbe year done? 

-I A *. -Writings of the dead. 

Arc7^azc.--Appertaining to the Ai*ctic Suh Fosa.— Under the staxrv skv ij 
^®Sions. the dew. *' 


SOLITUDE. 

Lately, when bidden to a Children’s 
Party, 

Jnst at the hopeful dawning of the 
year, 

The answer I despatched was prompt 
and hearty — 

I felt quite fit to stand around and 
cheer, 

Beaming in hli*. Birrell’s blandest way 

Upon the infants, though I might not 
join their play. 

Some men there are can make an orange 
pigling 

With easy art; others can play at 
hear ; 

Spontaneously, without self - conscious 
wriggling, 

One daubs liis face and rumples uiJ 
his hair, 

Purveying such buffoonery and noise 

As titillate to mirth all little gills and 
hoys. 

On such an one I saw chair-anchored 
matrons 

Gaze genially, with mild approving 
smiles ; 

T heard a murmur, as of concert patrons, 

“ Such a nice touch with children, klr. 
Byles ! ” 

Sharp envy wTung me; 1 felt quite 
annoyed 

Where 1 stood cornered, somewhat bored, 
and unemployed. 

Is it my fault that yoiitbiul Lnibin-lu ing 

Afiects me with no impetus to sing, 

That longing for a pipe needs stern 
subduing 

While I bhoiSd be imniej*scd in Jing- 
a-ring ? 

xkm I to blame because I feel clepres-,ecl 

Among four dozen kiddies, all so nicely 
dressed ? 

Elsie, wo often Lave our private ganihoL ; 

Agnes, our six-year friendship has no 
flaw; 

Kathleen, my infant guide in garden 
rambles — 

To me your lightest wish or whim is 
law. 

But when I meet yon, so to speak, in 
hulk, 

Somehow I feel, like BawVnuL “ a 
sheer hulk.” 

Children, farewell ! and may you never 
suffer, 

When middle-age upon your brow has 
scored 

His wrinkles, that depression of the 
duffer 

Who blames none but himself that he 
is bored ; 

]\Iay you at forty have the knack of play 

At Children’s Parties — or the tact to 
keep away. 














■31 ilw/^uc.fi I cTTCQe Wee-Wee. “You’ve used my dream- sure enough there was a run on red> 
BLANCHE’S LETTERS. number, and worn out the luck, and now and your Blanche was a happy little 
IiT Tiic Plu’ground. it*s no use my going to back it ! Oh, woman! , . j? i i i 

Villa SansV^ne, Gasinoville. how wicked to rob a poor woman of her Clinton and Clytie gave a freak lunch 
Dearest Daphne, — Behold your dreams in that way 1 Call i/iafc being a the We all preten e 

Blanche revelling in sunshine and blue husband?” “No,” said Bosh,^ coolly belonged to the submerged ten , 
skies, while you, poor dear, are beset walking off; “I call it being a winner — ^led which could talk most sla g. 
with anti-cyclones and V-shaped depres- quite a different thing.” It’s the first Clinton was easily first with his leime - 
sions or else beastly fogs. Josiah ’s time I ever knew them nasty to each loin patter. He was got up as a New 
in Central America on business— one of oth^r ; but they ’re all right again now. York tough, ^d wfi® ^ toughess. 
his Companies is financing a revolution Still, I think Wee-Wee’s temper is just I went as an East-End Sally-girl, with a 
or a republic or something out there; the teeniest bit spoilt by so much little shawl and an apron, and levvers. 
so I took the opportunity to nip over roulette- For instance, when she and I Bosh and Wee-Wee came 
here with Bosh and Wee-Wee, for my were discussing the Fancy Dress Dance (“It’s only anticipating a little, ^ Bosh 
delicate chest will not stand an English at the Casino to-morrow night, and she said ; “ it ’s what Wee-Wee s passion for 
Februarj^. said she and Bosh meant to go as Rouge- roulette will soon bring us to . } Melanie 

There ’s quite a nice lively set here. et-No!r, I made the innocent remark, de Chateauvieux and her Comte (didn t 
No don’ters among us. Know what a “ Why not go as the other thing — Treute Itellyouthey were here ?) were Apaclm^ 


I 



don’ ter is, my sweet ? Pri- — 

marily, it’s a person who 
says “ Don’t ” ; secondarily, 
it ’s one whose presence puts 
ihe brake on. Hushanth axe 
almost aZurai/s don’ters. Wee- 
W’ee ’s the only wife I know 
who doesn’t consider her hus- 
band one. But they ’re quite 
an extraordinary couple. 

They don’t consider a holiday 
a hit spoilt by being together. 

I said something about it 
to iliem yesterday, and Bosh 
said. Yes, Le supposed it 
was a bad habit they ’d got 
into. 

We ’re all ttuck on Systems 
here. It’s the chief topic. 

I 'v3 got a S 3 ^stem, of course. 

I don’t know whether I could 
make you understand it, you 
quiet, little mouse. I double 
the stake when I wuq and 
treble it wdien I lose— a?id AFFO 

icalt ior the laio of eqmVi- n « 

hriiim! Bosh says it ’s like vt 

. 1 j. T> a IN TIME BE FOUND FOR 1)0,000 F< 

the famous Berenger Sys- oddfellows and Buffaloes! 

tern, only more daring. I 

asked if Berenger made his for- let Quaraute?” 



an Apache dance that went 
with a bang. 

Oh, m’amie, the sea and 
sky are so divinely blue to- 
day that, as I said when 
some of us were strolling on 
the Terrace just now, it ’s 
enough to make even a 
sensible person a poet. 
“Yes,” said Bosh, “the 
Mediterranean’s a very de- 
cent ocean ; most people rave 
about it, though compara- 
tively few can spell it. W ee- 
Wee wrote a poem about it 
when we were ’mooning in I 
these parts ages ago ; she 
put two d’s in it, I re- 
member.” 

Whom d’you think I met 
in the Rooms the other even- 
ing, my dear ? Professor 
Dimsdale, who lectured to 
AFFORESTATION. at the “ Fitz ” oa the 

^ „ - V. N « ■ T. Noumenon and was the firat 

First Oddfellow { veadnvq ). “‘Br the new scheme, employment will fQ teach us that noth in a 
IN TIME BE FOUND FOR 90,000 FORESTERS;* NOT A WORD, MARK YOU, ABOUT • T1 -i. ® 

US Oddfellows and Buffaloes ! ** like itself 1 Why, 

— — Professor, I said, ""yon in 

his for- 1 et Quarante ? ” and she turned quite I the playground ! I thought you were 








asked if Berenger made his for- et Quarante?” and she turned quite the playground! I thought you were 

tune. Bosh said, No, lie died a beggar catty. always in school!” “Ah, dear lady,” 

— ^bat that was because he couldn’t Clinton Vandollarbilt and his sister he answered, “I am not heie as the 

wait long enough for the law of equi- Clytie are here. Clytie has just divorced rest of you giddy children are. I am 

librium. her fourth husband, and she says she studying the Science of Chance ; and 

i Wee-Wee goes in chiefly for roulette, means to quit marrying now, and live also, as a mental philosopher, observing 

I Her System is to look for tips every- her own life. Clinton’s as nice a boy the operation of expectation and dis- 
I where ; a bit of thread on the carpet, a as ever. He doesn’t come to the tables appointment on the human mind and 
: cloud in the sky (only there aren’t any) much ; he says it ’s rather lost its chann countenance.” 
she turns into a number, and goes and since he broke the bank two years ago. I simply love tlie way he talks ; but 
1)a9ks it. And she dreams too. Such Clytie never comes, because her husband when I repeated this to the others Bosh 
fun, my dear! The other night she before last was the Hereditary Something sniffed and said he ’d watched the Pro- 
dreamed a number, and, like a donkey, of Casinoville, and she says it wouldn’t fessor playing, “and be didn’t seem to 
mentioned it to Bosh at breakfast. At be considered correct. Clinton has his care twopence for the minds and 
our usual time she and I went to the aeroplane here, and has taken me some countenances of the people round him ; 
Rooms distractingly got up, and covered trips; and oh! he’s given me such ad illy and as for studying the Science of 
with mascots and lucky charm«». She mascot I—a heart made of a large ruby. Chance he was just playing in the 
was all excitement about her dream (That’s the best of a place like this; ordinary way, using the commonest 
number. We met Bosh just ^coming you may accept the things from Martingale, and seemed gladder at 

said people, and so long as they’re just winning and angrier at losing than 

to Wee-Wee. “I backed your dream- called mascots it’s all right!) The anyone at the table!” But the men 
number, and it ’s come up three times, first night I wore the ruby heart at never will do justice to the dear 
X/wk at my spoils!” screamed the tables J took it for a tip, and Professor! 
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I hear that long waists and panniers 
are to he worn and that we ’re to keep 
our elbows close to our sides also ; that 
a small, demure smile will be correct. 
1 don’t care for the prospect, and it’s 
made Wee-Wee quite ill, for the 
Directoire was peculiarly her day out. 

Ever thine, 

BrANCHE. 

ON OMENS (MEN’S AND WOMEN’S). 

“ yiR, — Sunday last was the second anniver- 
; saiy of my daughter’s birth, and I caught a fully- 
fledged butterfly, which i-a still alive and 
flouri-shing, in hei bedioom. Butterflie's aie an 
unusual phenomenon at this time of the yeai, 
and. I am cm ions to know vvhat it signifies as 
an omen.” — Daily Express. 

[If we receive any more letters like 
the following they will be destroyed.] 

Dear Sir, — ^This is indeed a ‘'year 
of anniversaries,” and yesterday was the 
86th anniversary of my grand-ather’s 
birth. He was very much perturbed 
because an exceptionally fat robin came 
and stared at him through the wdndow 
for fuUy a minute and then flew away 
without a word. I would like to know 
if any of your readers have had a similar 
weird experience. H. L. Sams. 

21, Earsifal Mansions, 

Turnham Oreen^ 


Dear Sir, — Last Monday my little 
daughter was exactly a year old, and on 
going into the nursery what was my 
surprise to see a mouse disappear behind 
the skirting. My wife and 1 have neither 
of us ever seen a mouse in this room 
before (although we have liacl them in 
the kitchen), and we cannot help feeling 
that there is more in the incident than 
meets the eye. My little girl knows 
nothing about it and is up till now quite 
well. J. B. Phibbs. 

2(>2, TrecjarQien Road, 

West Kensington, 

De.\r Sir, — Seeing your interesting 
correspondence on “ Omens,” I thought 
your readers might like to hear iny 
experience. Some time ago our cat 
presented us wdth kittens (triplets), two j 
of which we had made up our minds 
to drown as soon as they were old 
enough to stand it. On tbe very day 
fixed for the carrying out of the sentence, 
my youngest boy, whose fourth anniver- 
sary it was, had a miraculous escape from 
wetting his feet in tbe Serpentine. 
Needless to say we took tlxe hint and the 
kittens were spared, and we are now 
firmer believers in omens than ever. 

Herbert J. Minchin. 

17, St, Swithin Street, 

Edgware Road, 


Dear Sir, — ^My wife’s mother is a 
great believer in omens and considers it 
especially lucky to see a donkey on her 
birthday. Her birthday was yesterday, 
and she saw a donkey on Westminster 
Bridge — although I was not with her at 
the time. Taking the Underground 
fi-om there she inadvertently got into 
an “ Ealing Non-stop ” instead of an 
“Inner Circle.” At Ealing the donkey 
brought her the usual luck, for she 
found a shilling on the platform, and 
she eventually arrived home, tired hut 
triumphant, to the good ! 

Colin Strange Simpson. 

8a, Bella Vista Mansions, 

Gloucester Road, 

From a Calcutta advertisement sheet : 

“Thc Sleinq : made of pure India lubber. 
Patched -with teakwood. Playmates for boys 
Bird and dog may be hurt.” 

How well they understand boys in 
India. 

From a purse calendar : — 

“March 30. Sir J. Lubbock born. 

April 30. Lord Avebury born,” 

We know nothing against March as a 
month for birthdays that it should be 
considered unworthy of a man when he 
reaches the peerage. 
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A-r -rui- m A V could See the geatleman who personated of this coun^ by a foreign power. Bat 

AT THE PLAY. himunder the thin pseudonym of Mr, it is only right to say that the author 

L— “ Our Miss Gibus.” Amalfy, and though I have ‘never con- has ^ presented his case for national 

Never was there a man more fortunate sciously beheld the great universal im- service with such rare tact that the Play 

i. .t, losds of If. Mfe lu. ^ 


critics than Mr. George Edwardes at the 
Gaiety. Let him give them pretty 
faces, pretty frocks, pretty scenes 
and pretty music, and they are 
very simple creatures to please. It 
doesn’t matter if his author’s ideas— 
such as the love of a budding Earl 
for a shop-girl — are as old as the ever- 
lasting hills; or, worse still, are six 
months behind the times, as in the 
reproduction of the White City, or the 
revival of the craze for amateur burglary. 
Are not the old favourites all there? 
Is not Our Miss Gihhs no other than 
Our Miss Gertie Millar, who by any 
other name would be as sweet ? Is not 
Mr. Edmund Paine just himself again, 
though he may imagine that he is dis- 
guised in the local colour of a Yorkshire 
lad? Is not Mr. George Gross mith, 
junr., as fatuous as ever? Do not the 
two admirable “ sets ” — Qarrod’s Stores 
and the Court of Honour at the White 
City— offer the old familiar liberty, to 




A TORKSHIRE LASS AND LAD 


individuals and choruses, to behave in Edmund Payne + u * 

the foreground as they would be ex- enough simply to have singled him out 

pected to behave in no conceivable spot provisor in the flesh I cannot believe from the remarkably clever cast which 
in the universe ? What more could one that this stage dandy did any justice to interprets the play. I hope the compli- 
ask? his miraculous gifts. ment will not be weakened if as an 

Of course you need to be an liahitui, Enfin, a very passable evening’s dis- afterthought I add a special word 
as I am not, to be in perfect touch with traction for those who are in the vein of praise for Mr. Max Leeds, who 
these conditions. Thus, though Mr. and a comfortable stall. 0 . S. ^ is delightfully funny as a Volunteer 

Edmund Paine is always an irresistible ^ , „ lieutenant. ^ And this reminds me : 

figure and an incomparable humorist, I iiNGLiSHMANS no me. Geo ffrey h rightly held up to contempt 

could not share the hilarity of the Pit An Englishman's is announced for ridiculing the Volunteei sin the First 

over his opening pleasantries. But to on the programme as “ By a Patriot.” Act, and yet all through the Second and 
them it made no difference what he said I don’t know if that gives everybody Third Acts the author is doing the very 
or did, so long as he said or did it. else the feeling of horror and sliaine same thing himself ! 

Then there is Mr. George Grossmith, that it gives me. A “ Patriot ” is gen^ Still, a wonderful play. Wonderful, 
junr., with his established reputation rally defined as “ a man who loves his and yet again wonderful, and after that 
for playing the sportsman of the silly-ass fatherland.” To wish to distinguish out of all whooping, 

school. Yet to the cold eye of the com- yourself from your fellows as a man who P.S.— I almost forgot to say that from a 

parative stranger there is something loves his fatherland ; to wish to talk military point of view, the most wonder- 
curiously unfunny in his methods. Still, about your love for 3 our fatherland to ful hit of work of the evening was the 
I like his reserve ; he never “ presses ” anybody— I cannot understand it. Has manner in which I found my way to 
or pretends to be amused by himself, the man no secret places in his heart? Wyndham’s in the fog. M. 

And he sings one song with a capital And is there nothing that we may take for 
chorus in praise of music’s povrer as granted about him? How, I wonder, 

demonstrated by the fiddler-conductors would he feel if he saw a play described “ There is no institute of its kind in existence 
of Hungarian hands. as “ By a Pure Woman” ? anywhere except the one in Pans. Thanks to 

Miss Gertie Mill-VR, in the character But this is to be old-fashioned. Of 
of a Yorkshire lass, has a song with one course I know really that in these days be finest aa the world 

most fascinating note in the music of a “ patriot ” means simply “ a man who shooting of the 

the last line. But the best was a duet beUeves that Germany could succesaf ally high^a level L at present 

between her and Mr. Edmund Payne on invade England.” Well, the author may m . i. x j* mi -r. 

tlie charms of their Yorkshire farm, and berighttocaHhimself that; yet I cannot 7^^ extracts from The Daily 

nothing could be more moving than Mr. see why he should wish to remain anony- have an honourable place m 

Payne’s appeal to us to come and sample mous ; for he has written a tremendous forthcoming hook, The Journalistic 
its^b^uties^for ourselves. play, to which anybody might be proud Piling on the Praise, 

I hope Mr. Imre Kiratfy has been to put his name. It is impossible to 

invited to see his White City, and that describe fully such a mixture of laughter “As soon as he felt himself safe in the 
he had a better seat than mine — a chair and tears, throbs and thrills ; un- saddle, he virtually stepped into the Pope’s 
in a passage, with a large section of the necessary to give the bare outlines of ®h<>es in Germany.”— The Englishman, 

^age well out of my line of vision, the plot, seeing that all London knows A curious scheme of life this gentle- 
Eveu from that coign of disadvantage I by now that it deals with the invasion man must have planned out for himsdf. 


would be void of offence even to the 
most violent anti-militarist. 

Yet there was in my mind all the 
evening the feeling that the lesson was 
not so effective as it was meant to be. 
This, I think, was largely due to the 
fact that the Bad Young Man, vulgar 
but cheery, who spent his spare time 
watching football and deriding the 
Volunteers, was so delightfully human 
that one could not help being attracted 
to him; while the Good Young Man, 
who spent his spare time learning to de- 
fend his country, was such a stagey figure 
and made srich conventional speeches 
that one was unconsciously repelled by 
Lim. Had the Good Young Man been 
cheery and companionable, and the Bad 
Young Man not only vulgar but unreal, 
then. . . . But the author, I fancy, was 
too Ecnipnlously fair to take that advan- 
tage over his opponents. 

Mr. Lawrence Grossmith plays the 
cheerful bounder Geoffrey, and I shall 
not attempt to express my admiration 
of his fine performance. It is tribute 


“ There is no institute of its kind in existence 
anywhere except the one in Pans. Thanks to 
the munificence of Sir Ernest Cassel the new 
one in London will be the finest in the world ” 

“Every year the all-round shooting of the 
Navy has improved, but never has it reached so 



CHAR-R-M. 

louyig Jenkinson seated in an armchair 
hy the fire reading the evening 'pajper, 
Young Mrs. J enkmson seated on the 
hearthrug at his feet looking into the 
fire. They have been to see “ What 
Every Woman Knows, and Young 
Mrs. J. has been very thoughtful all 
the way home. 

Young Mrs. J. Oil ! put that old paper 
down. How can you read an evening 
paper when you Ve just seen a play that 
makes you think ? 

Young J. Makes you think what ? 

Y. Mrs. J. That there ’s a good deal 
in what she says. 

Y.J. What about? 

Y. Mrs. J. About “ Cliar*r-m.” Don’t 
you remember she said that, however 
plain a woman was, if she had charm 
her plainness didn’t count, and however 
pretty she was if she hadn’t charm her 
good looks didn’t count either. And I 
was wondering if you knew any woman, 
for instance, who really had charm. 
(Looks up at him sideways) 

Y. J. (putting down his paper and 
filling his pipe). Let me see. Well, 
there *s Kitty Creighton ; I should say 
that soft, babyish way of hers is ‘ ‘ charm. ” 
Shouldn’t 3 ou ? 

Y. Mrs. J. Oh, dear, no ! ’s not 
charm, that’s silliness. Kitty’s very 
sweet, but that childish manner of hers 


is obviously put on, and charm must be 
natural and unconscious. j 

Y. J. Well, then, Mary Merrick, jourj 
hockey friend. There ’s something irre- 
sistible about her high spirits. Isn’t' 
that charm ? j 

y. Mrs. J. Grood Heavens, no ! No 
one in his senses cjuld call Mary’s 
rough, blunt manner charmi. She’s a 
ripping centre forward, but she hasn’t 
got a vestige of ch irm, dear. 

y. J. Well, what about IMrs. Frank 
Woods? Isn’t there charm about her 
smooth, caressing voice and quiet, de- 
liberate movements ? 

y. Mrs.J. My dear! Mrs. Frank 
Woods is quite a nice person, but she ’s 
got about as much charm as an Alderney 
cow. 

y. J. Then there ’s Tina Broadlands, 
with her original ideas and quick 
repartee. I think that ’s charm. 

y. Mrs. J. (shaking her head slowly). 
No — that ’s cattiness. There ’s no 
chairni in always trying to be cleverer 
than anybody else, 

y. J. Well, you won’t deny that 
Mildred Maxwell has chann. Look at 
all the men lunning after her. 

Y. Mrs. J. Running after I 

should say it ’s the other way about, and 
if she catches one it will be the result of 
industry and perseverance, certainly not 
charm. 

y. J, Then the only rcanaining candi- 


date is Young Mrs. Jenkinson. Has she 
charm ? 

y. Mrs. J. I can’t tell you that. The 
possessor of charm must be unconscious 
of it. 

Y. J. But if I said that, in my opinion, 
she has. would you contiadict me? 

y. Mrs. J. Darling, you know I never 
contradict you ! 

In a recent issue of Tunch there ap- 
peared a paragraph in which, through 
an error of a con*espondeDt, the author- 
ship of a certain article in The Kew Age 
was attributed to Sir Henry Cotton. 
From a letter addressed to us by Mr. H. 
E. A. Cotton we learn that he, and not 
Sir Henry, was the author of the article. 
We beg to offer our best apologies to 
Sir Henry Cotton. 

An applicant at the Croydon Court 
was advised to see the missionary the 
other day, the Clerk adding, according 
to a contemporary : 

“ If he thinks it a proper case we -will have a 
warrant issued and me fishmonger laid hy the 
heels." 

As an alternative we would suggest 
that he might be laid by the h’oysters. 

leaking a Soutkemer of Him. 

[ " Scot Wanted ; Bags Supplied " — The Scofa» 
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the chance of seeing the great actress for nothing -^vas too 
OUR BOOKI NG-OFFIOE. good to he lost. Besides, it might help him with his French, 

/■o T. 11 a j. M ^ r jm T \ To-day, so he told her on his tardy arrival, he had simply for- 

{By Mr . Punch s btaff of Learned Otems. j gotten his engagement, owing to a press of business at the office. 

Patricia Baring (Con-sTABle) was a little Australian girl But meanwhile the sympathetic stranger had been making hay 
who began to keep a diary before she was nine years old. rather quickly. “Mariana,” he said—'after a conversation of 
She kept it so well and i^elled so correctly (even the long less than four hundred words, containing a definite proposal 
words) that, if you ask me, 1 think Miss Winifred James, who about half-way through— “ May I call you Mariana ? ” “ You 
also comes from the land of Hill and Trumper, kept it for have,” was Maria^m's terse but satisfactory reply ; after 
lier. In fact, the book reads as if it were- largely composed which what chance for Haversham Unready ? llio little 
of Miss James’s reminiscences of her own (geographically) story seems to me quite good fooling, delightfully typical of 
far-off childhood. It reveals a charming character and many American humour and Mr. Charles BatfeI/L Loomis. 
pretty and pleasant thoughts. But, apart from the spelling _ _ __ 7“ 

difficulty, I don’t believe that the earlier chapters could have A great part of Mr. R. P. Hearne s book, Aerial Warfare 
I been written by Patricia herself. Little pitchers may have (Lane), is devoted to a very interesting and lucid exposition 
! long ears, but what runs in at one has fortunately a knack of of aeronautical theory and practice, but tlie keynote is to be 
promptly running out at the other. Patricia couldn’t have found in the sentence, “ Already the German people have 
I remembered all those long conversations. When she is a given to Zeppelin several himdred thousand pounds^ ^invested 


little older she becomes 
more possible, and even 
more charming. If I had 
been a young man on the 
spot I should certainly 
have been at her feet with 
the rest of them. But 
think how difficult it is, 
artistically speaking, for a 
modest little woman like 
Patricia to tell us, in her 
own words, how clever and 
fascinating and pretty the 
young men found her. 
She (or Miss Winifred 
James) has to adopt all 
manner of devices to keep 
up the illusion that she 
is ignorant of her own 
charms. And the devices 
are so transparent. They 
don’t even take me in, and 
I am not nearly as intelli- 
gent as Patricia, The 
story ends on a painfully 
modem and tragic note, 
which is as tliough the last 
mo veme n t of a Mendelssohn 
symphony had been re- 



Primeml Extortionist. ’Ere, wot ’s this ? ’* 


the money in him, hoping 
that the speculation will 
give the necessary ‘divi- 
dend.’ ” The dividend is 
the profit to be gained by 
giving Great Britain the 
best hiding she ever had, 
and, says Mr. Hearne, “ it 
is with a sickening feeling 
that the growing appre- 
hension of impending war 
between Germany and 
England has to be ad- 
mitted.” Against our 
danger we have the cheer- 
ing statement of Sir Hiram 
Maxim (who contributes an 
Introductory chapter) that 
in his judgment “balloons 
can never bo of any real 
value either in peace or 
war.” In which case, 
since Count Zeppelin is 
devoting his attention to 
dirigible balloons as dis- 
tinct from aeroplanes (for 
which Sir Hiram does see 
a future), Germany would 
-seem to be backing the 


written by Strauss. Miss James should avoid discords and wrong horse. And it is further satisfactory to note that the 
the use of the first person singular if she wishes to fulfil the old Roman usque ad coelum principle of land-ownership is 
undoubted promise of Patricia Baring and Bachelor Betty, still in force, so that for the present if Germany should start 

■ fliying over our heads we can have the law of her for trespass. 

I commend A Holiday Touch (George Bell) to all Seriously, however, there is a great deal in Mr. Hearne’s 
budding story-writers in search of a model of the sort of book which military authorities would do weU to study. 

thing that appeals to magazine editors on the other side of 

the Atlantic. A light touch— the holiday touch, in fact— Although the youthful hero of The Adventures of Louis 
Mr, Charles Ba'ITELL Loomis undoubtedly possesses. Gently Blake (Werner Laurie) tells his own tale, no charge of im- 
satirical, mildly sentimental, or downright farcical (his own modesty can be brought against him. Indeed, Louis Beoee 
words, on which I dare not try to improve), his stories are has kept such a tight hold upon Louis Blake that I am not I 


the nuptial altar for her husband that was to have been that have found it quite easy, if you had ever lived in the South 
at last all the wedding guests had stolen from the church. Sea Islands,” Louis the Second seems to say, and I am pre- 
munnuring, like the other Mariana, “He cometh not.” All, pared to believe him. I have to disapprove of Louis the First 
that is, save one, and he^ a stranger in the land. To him in one particular; for, after an amusing opening, I came (on 
Mariana owned that this was the second time Chauncey page 18) to these ominous words, “ I must now go back in my 
Haversham had left her in the lurch. A week before, as story for a space,” and he does, and the space occupies sixty- 
she.was dressing f<f the ^remony, a wire had arrived to say four pages. For the rest, the book may be strongly recom- 
that he was unavoidably detained by a sudden invitation to mended to boys, for it is fuU of Hfe and the ioie de vivre, and 
Sabah peirnhardt act. Moriayta recognised at once that it contains incidents e^iongh to satisfy the greediest appetite. 
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CHARIVARI A. Daily Mail fasKion page : — ceived a letter, too long for insertion, 

While the decision which, has been Novelty of the Week. from Claphamite,” challenging the 

arrived at in South Africa as to the Black “ Chokers ” for Evening Wear, latter part of the statement. 

Capital is not a very satisfactory one, it 

is -undoubtedly more practical than the By-the-bye, a man who was charged rjnwr rp-rr-ci -d a xtt? wa ixr a a 

proposal that Capetown should be the with stealing a watch from an old ^ 

Capital on Mondays and Tuesdays, gentleman during the recent fog put MARRED. 

Bloemfontein on Wednesdays and Thurs- forward the disingenuous defence that “ Never ! ” said Aunt Emily. 

days, and Pretoria on Fridays, Saturdays the fog was so dense that he could not “ Fact,” said Miss Todd. 

and Sundays. see what he was doing. ‘‘ A flat in Sloane Street and a motor! ” 

* '‘M-m-m,” nodded Miss Todd. 

Mr. WiNSTOH Churchill dedared at “Part of the ancient cathedral,” we “But,” objected Aunt Emily, “his 
Nottingham that the Unionists have no read, “ has been discovered at the rear salary ean^t be more than seven hundred 
policy on unemployment. Mr. Churchill of a house in Priory Row, at a depth of and fifty.” 

is mistaken. The Unionist policy is to ten feet.” It seems a mean kind of theft. “And then there ’s the cottage in thei^ 
provide unemployment for the present *** country,” chimed in Aunt Catherine. 

Government. ^ ^ In T/ie Nation’s advertisement columns “And the houseboat,” added Miss 

* “ The Old Swan,” Manchester, mentions Todd with a smile. 

If the latest statement about the as its chief attiaction — “Best and most “ Poor things, I pity them,” said Aunt 


The fog again? Extract from The\more attractive.” We have now re- 


Daily Mail fashion page : — 

Novelty of the Week. 

Black “ Chokers ” for Evening Wear. 

* * 

By-the-bye, a man who was charged 


proposal that Capetown should be the with stealing a watch from an old 
Capital on Mondays and Tuesdays, gentleman during the recent fog put 
Bloemfontein on Wednesdays and Thurs- forward the disingenuous defence that 
days, and Pretoria on Fridays, Saturdays the fog was so dense that he could not 
and Sundays. see what he was doing. 


Pensions. “Akd grasps the skirts of happy ohance” — Tennyatm . And then the crash 

*** came. I broke it to 

Paris has spoken. Breadth instead of reliable train information.” And next them that he had private means, 
attenuation is to be the note of the new week, we take it, we shall have a rival 
fashions, and stout ladies who, owing to hostelry informing us that what it does ^ — ■ 

their inability to wear Directoire cos- not know about omnibuses is not worth TTvnrxrr^TTirvT oAvrxTnci ^-n rm-r-n 
tumes, have }Ln in hiding in forests and knowing. * * UNKNOWN OF THE 

on inaccessible mountains, are now flock- ^ * WEEK, 

ing back to Town. While playing a^ rapid passage last (With apologies to the Daily Papers.) 

*** week at a recital in New York, Paue- ■nyr^ t? t t • -x- 

REWSKI split the nail of his right fore- . P<^itioii 

The War Office has now perfected its finger, a£d. according to The WorU, has report that 

plans for providing hospitals for our made a claim for £1,000 against the ^th^^al ™ ^^stolmn team is 
home defenders in the event of invasion. Society in whidi he is insined. The refusal of the M.O.O. to aUow 

We nnderstand toat kind-hearted en^ effect of this will probably he that in ^ “■ 

mies will now have less compunction in future an agent of the Society will attend 

coming over. # * every performance, and wiH shout out, yioroB Graysok.— Procrastination 

* ^ “ Gently ! ” whenever the pianist shows not the orUy thief of time. 

The Berlin police have given per- signs of becoming excited. Justice Darlihg. — No (loud 

mission to a German lady who has a laughter). 

moustache and whiskers to wear man’s Last week a correspondent wrote to Mr. George Bernard Shaw. — ^I did not 
clothes as her appearance in female garb The Daily Mail stating that “ Naples, say that if I were a King I should duinge 
gave rise to public annoyance. Have we Rome, and Florence are about as safe as my name to Bernard Dotty. I think I 
here, perhaps the Super-suEragette ? Olapham Common, and a great deal should make an excellent King. 




UNKNOWN SAYINGS OF THE 
WEEK. 

(With apologies to the Daily Papers.) 
Mr. F. E. Lagey. — ^I am in a position 
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EEB RETOEN. BMQHT STOGEOTONS FOB DARK 

Being a uholly imaginative anticipation of horses had been removed, the PRIME '' ^ ^ ^ 

the Proceedings at the Palace on the historic MujiSTER, Mr. WaLKLEY, Mr. ALFRED BuTT maho Cb Whatnot. — ahlS IS really a 

night. and a number of other ardent gentlemen simple matter. Prociiro a piano-case 

It has come at last, the long-desired taking their places. Never was such a and, having removed tlie piano, take to 


evening, the evening of Her re-appear- triumph. pieces. You_ will now have more than 

ance. How long we have waited, but enough wood for your purpose, which 

how rich our reward ! Not only all the . *000 T TPF proceed to carry out in accord- 

old dances that we love so much, the . ^ ° *7 . , / • v ideas. Individual- 

Biblical hornpipe as of old round that . [According to an order which has just been should be the dominant note in your 
ckirmiBg propertyfrom Tos8ATn>;s but having done it ^^nush, and 

new ones too, more convulsively spiritual, ^itHn one hour after sunset and one hour invite your envious friends to view your 

more devoutly delirious, more sacredly before sunrise will be liable to seizure by the handiwork. 


pieces. You will now have moro than 
enough wood for your purpose, which 
you may proceed to carry out in accord- 
ance with your own ideas. Individual- 


serpentine than ever. 

Before the dancing began, an ode to 
the Artiste from the emotional pen of 
Sir Ersest Oassel was read by Sir John 
P iSHER, containing these memorable 
lines : — 

“Barefooted Bacchanal, would that I were 
Kiplikg, 

To celebiate tliy marvellous aim-rippling.” 

As She entered the theatre by the 
stage door, it might he stated here, 
more than 1,000 photographers blocked ' 
the way, some with cameras, others 
merely waiting to make appointments. 
She was also waited upon by a deputa- 
tion of hosiers asking that in one dance, 
at any rate, she would wear stockings 
or their trade would be gone. The 
letters awaiting Her totalled 3,425, and 
there wero 873 telegrams of congratula- 
tion. During the evening 114 floral 
tributes reached the theatre. 

The new dances were four in number, 
and in them She personated in turn 
Pharaoh’s Daughter in her famous fan- 
dango known tastefully as the bull 
rush; Jeffthah’s Daughter in her final 
macabre Hebrew fiing, on hearing of 
her father’s vow and her own fate ; 
Uriah’s wife in her pas de VibeHe after 
the battle ; and Jezebel in her defiant 
tarantella before a 'waxen Elijah — all 
new and all marvellously restrained (not 
only in dress) and full of Scriptural tact. 

What an evening I 

Needless to say, every one was there ; 
all the old admirers and many new : ! 
a portly and handsome Canon in his 
stall following every movement with all 
his accustomed leverence and rapture. 

‘ ‘ It was Tike reading the Bible by flashes 
of lightning,’’ he said afterwards ; the 
Prime Minister in a private box; Air. 
Walkley, inarticulate even in French or 
Greek in his ecstasy ; and a deputation 
from the Bible Society. There were 
also all the critics, the Agent-General 
OF Canada, Sir GiLBERr Parker, M.P., 
and the Mayor of Frognal. 

At tlie end of the turn the applause 
lasted fourteen minutes, and She was 
led on eleven times. Free restoratives 
were then distributed in the theatre, am- 


police ] 

Ye brindled buUs and chow-dogs, 

Ye poodles, poms and Skyes, 

Ye bandied crew of Scotties too, 

I summon you to rise. 

It is the moment now, dogs, 

To listen to my call, 

Wliether e be of pedigree 
Or no degree at ail. 

These bipeds in the manger 
Threaten a fearful fate 
To any hound that toddles round 
The streets a little late. 

Our liberty’s in danger ; 

Gay dogs must be unknown, 

For after dark no canine spark 
May wander forth alone. 

No more, ’mid flying motors, 

Shall we be free to work 
The gutters where delicious fare 
Is always sure to lurk. 

The tasty tails of bloaters, 

The cod-heads we adore — 

These are delights at which o’ nights 
Our tails shall wag no more. 

No more the midnight cabby 
Shall raise his “ TaUy-ho ! ” 

When Irish Pat rounds up the cat 
That would a-wooing go. 
Henceforward Tom and Tabby 
May court at ease and gloat 


To make a Sail of Clothes. — Remove 
old suit. Take a bale of cloth and cut 
off bits and stitch them together until it 
fits. Add as many pockets as your re- 
quirements call for. Paste lining on 
inside of suit and cut hole at top to 
allow head to protrude. Alany a good 
suit has been spoiled by neglect of 
this point. Complete with bat, boots 
and Ascot tie ; these had best be pur- 
chased, and give a very dressy appear- 
ance. 

To prepare a Coat of jTlie 

usual way to set about this task is to 
send a cheque to the Pursuivant of Foes, 
Family Herald’s Office. This indefati- 
gable official will send a beautiful Coat 
warranted to fit any person who docs 
not care to appear in plebeian shirt- 
sleeves. You may, however, save ex- 
pense by preparing the Coat yourself in 
the following manner. Take a few art 
lessons from a good ticket-writer, and 
on some mill-board draw a shield. Em- 
bellish this with suitable designs. For 
instance, if your family is extremely old 
(as no doubt is the case), draw a Flood ; 
this makes a very nice quartering. Other 
effective designs, emblematic of your 
chief attainments and characteristics, are 


Henceforward lorn and Tabby a case of fish-knives argent (athletic dis- 

May court at ease and gloat tinction), view of Boulogne (travel), en- 

O’er our grim doom who can but fume trance to local -Polytechnic (the Aits), 
To hear their wooin’ o’t. Wimbledon Common (military prowess) 

No longer may a bow-wow — Q-iid so on. Other themes will suggest 

Fed up with fender joys, themselves as you go on. Finish off 

Steal off to meet along the street with appropriate motto, such as Sdlvitur 

The rowdy-dowdy boys. Dorando^ or Sapo Simianus togas non 

There ’H be a horrid pow-wow lavat. The general effect is very pleasing. 

Unless he ’s pleased to stew ^ useful Eeference Book. — Think of 

Beside the fire with no desire as many words as you can beginning 

To sow an oat or two. "^th A, such as arquebus, Algernon 

Our masters mean to keep us Ashton, Answers, ’ and so on. There 

Cribbed in convention’s pen, are many others Wnte them down 

Prim, comm il faut, imtil we grow expknations, and proceed 

E’en dtdler dogs than men. ^ the ^phabet. 

With bitter wrongs they heap us. Towards the ^d, your t^ will be ren- 
Regardless of om rights— 1“®^ surprisingly easy by the fact that 

Each dog, they say, stiU has his day, ^ ^ practic^ly no words beginning 
But we demand our nights. 

^ tms idea^, for a reliable book of this 

~ kind would sell well, and many pub- 

TT- 1 j. i _ .. 1*1 *-1. 


were ilica distributed in the theatre, am- “He Las not forgotten tliat the young lion lishers would be glad to consider your 
bulances removed those admirers who wb is spotted almost like a tiger.”— Da% MS. In any case you will have br^en 
were too far gone to remain any bnger, TeUgra^u monotony of bridge -playing and 

snd the programme proceeded. Late at Jpstead of being striped lihe a leopard, pantomimes. fi i- / ® 







BINNS OF THE “EEPUBnO,” 

O^r Jack Binns, of the White Star liner BepubliCf declined the offer 
of an engagement at a New York mnsic-haU at £200 a week in the 
following terms . — “ I can’t act. I ’m a wireless operator, and I don’t 
want to be made a tin god ”] 

Brtnrs, wireless operator, by fear of death undashed 
When his liner with another in mid-Atlantic clashed, 

Stuck to his job and did it for fourteen hours or more, 

And proved the means of bringing several hundreds safe to 
shore. 

Binnb, wireless operator, on touching Yankee soil. 

The wiles of lion-hunters found it precious hard to foil ; 

For if he went to see a play they brought him on the slage, 
And the practice of embracing him in public was the rage. i 

BnqiTS, wireless operator, continually threw 

Cold water on his worshippers, but still the frenzy grew, 

Till a music-hall proprietor, considering him a freak^, 

Came and offered an engagement at two hundred pounds a 
week. 

Bmus, wireless operator, is not a millionaire. 

But the loss of self-respect involved was more than he could 
^ bear, 

So in spite of all the blandishments of BiJiiujM and his tribe. 
He firmly but politely refused the tempting bribe. 

BiiiNS, wireless operator, you simple British soul. 

Whose name is worthy to be inscribed on Valour’s golden scroll, 
Most truly may your countrymen of your achievements say, 

“ Tu saltern lene meruisti de Republicd ! ” 

Commercial Candour. 

From an Investors’ Exchange circular : — 

“We give advice free, and if no business results, no harm is done.” 


i MONOLOGUES. 

(Designed io anticipate and preient talking on ike part of shop-keepers 
and others ) ' 

I. — ^The Barber’s Shop. 

Good morning. I want a shave, please. It is rather a chilly 
morning, but I do not think it will rain. I take no interest 
whatever in professional football or in horse-racing. Mind 
that spot. Neither you nor I know anything about the 
German Emperor. Your razor needs stropping ; it may be a 
wonderful little razor, but it needs stropping. Spray and 
powder, but no alum block. I do not want a shampoo. Nor 
a singe, friction, or anything else that you do. I have no 
money to buy soap or razois. Good morning. 

n. — ^T he Hosier’s Shop. 

I want a collar measuring 16 by and only one. I don’t 
care what reduction you make on half-a-dozen, I will not have 
more than one. I see you are about to say that you are bring- 
ing out a newline in shirts containing improved features sug- 
gested by your customers, but I teU you as man to man that I 
do not want any shirts. And further, I say to you solemnly 
that I will not be persuaded, cajoled, or bullied into buying 
any shiits. There is nothing more that I wish for now except 
to get out of your shop. I refuse to discuss the weather. 
How much ? Thank you. 

in. — ^The District Eailway Booking Oitioe. 

Temple, and I don’t want a guide to the country walks 
that can be reached by your railway, thank you. 

rv. — ^T he Tube Lift. 

Here is my ticket. I won’t smoke and I’ll stand clear 
of the gates. 
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THE MOUSE. 

I THINK this story is going to be an apologue, because I 
liave always intended to write an apologue, and sometliing 
seems to teU me tliat I shall manage to do it this time. Of 
course I know that an apologue must have an application. In 
the old-fashioned sort there w^as never any mistake about the 
apphcation. There couldn’t possibly be two opinions as to 
what the man was driving at ; and when you got to the end 
of the story you were quite comfortable. “ Aha,” you said 
to yourself, “that’s a nasty one for the Socialists, that bit 
about the fox and the lion,” or, “I wonder what the House 
of Lords will tliink about the crocodile and the swimmer ; it ’s 
a fairly nasty knock.” That, as I said, was the old-fashioned 
sort. But there’s a new kind that has come in recently. 
It leaves you guessing. You can’t quite make out whether 
the writer is having a hit at the German EairEROR or only 
expressing some opinion or other about Miss Christabel 
Pankhurst or Bernard Seiaw. I don’t say my apologue is 
going to be exactly of that kind, but it will be somewhere 
near it. You’ll be able to apply it to anybody you like 
(or dislike, for the matter of that) — ^your coachman, your 
chauffeur, your housemaid, your wife, or the Chairman of the 
local branch of the Tariff Reform League. Anyhow, I may 
as well begin, and you can decide the rest for yourself 
later on. 

There was once a mouse. I am not acquainted with its 
family history, for I only saw it, so to speak, from the out- 
side, but it seemed a very amiable little mouse, confident 
and frisk}’*, and a? neat and quick as a mouse can be. It 
lived somewhere in the hinterland of the wainscoting in the 
dining-room, and sometimes, when the human family was at 
breakfast or lunch, it would suddenly pop out and glide 
along the floor, or even scale a side-table and dart about or 
pause for a moment, as if it had remembered some very 
important business that ought to be attended to. When 
they saw it the children stopped talking and held their 
breath, and then one of them would whisper, “ There ’s our 
dear little mouse,” and then with a quick flash the mouse 
had scumed off under the old grandfather’s clock that ticked 
away for ever and ever so slowly and solemnly. 

Now in this house there was a butler. His name was 
Black, and he had once been a dragoon. At present he was a 
very stout man, and you couldn’t fancy him riding a horse, 
except, perhaps, one of the huge horses which used to draw 
the brewers’ drays about the lanes. Mr. Black did not like 
mice. He had heard about this particular mouse, and be 
did what any other butler would have done. He decided 
that the mouse ought to be caught, and lie got two traps and 
set them in the dining-room. This was in the morning 
before breakfast. There was a piece of cheese in one trap ; 
the other had a scrap of bacon. I shouldn’t have dreamt of 
touching either, but then mice are so different. 

When the children came down to breakfast they imme- 
diately saw the traps, and they ran to the Lady-of-the-house 
and asked her what these funny machines meant. And the 
Lady-of-tlie-house said they were meant for a mouse. If 
the mouse got into one the trap would go snap and pin the 
mouse down very tight. “ But will the mouse lijie that ? ” 
said the youngest child. And the Lady-of-the-house said 
“ No ; the mouse wouldn’t like it at all ; ” and she took the 
two traps and sprung them, and then she opened the 
window and threw them both into some thick bushes that 
grew close by. And soon afterwards the mouse paid his 
morning visit, and was well received as usual. 

Now when the butler came in to dear away the breakfast 
things he saw at once that the traps were gone. He looked 
for them under side-boards and tables, thinking a mouse 
might in its struggles have dragged each of them away ; | 
but of course he didn’t find them — only made himself hot ' 


and angry. When he was angry his mind, curiously enough, 
always turned to the boy in buttons, who^ was Lis household 
slave. “That varmint of a boy,” he said to himself, “has 
been up to his tricks again. He ’s took orf the two traps to 
have some game of his own with them.” Then he went into 
the pantry, where he found the boy, and taxed him with 
taking the traps and converting them to his own use. The 
boy poured himself out in honest denials, hut Mr. Black was 
not to be mollified. He said it was a dear case, and he took 
his old razor-strop from its hook and applied it not at all 
lightly to the boy, who wriggled and protested, but all in 
vain. “If they’d given you more of this sooner,” said 
Mr. Black, “ I shouldn’t have to trouble with you now.” 

Tn the meantime the old mother-cat left her six-weets-old 
kitten in the kitchen, and, proceeding along the passage, 
made her way into the dining-room. She also had heard of 
the mouse, and her decision had been the same as the 
butler’s, though she was accustomed to work without traps. 
She paused on the hearthrug to arrange her toilet. Then she 
crouched low, her eyes gleamed, she flicked her tail from side 
to side and made a swiit spring. There was a tiny squeak, 
and the cat said, “ I ’ve got him,” or cat- words to that effect. 

Listen, however. The kitten, a pertish youngster, had 
issued from its basket and had, after an interval, followed its 
mother into the passage, where it stopped to reconnoitre by 
the pantry-door. It was at this moment that Mr. Black, 
having finished his strop-swinging, came out flashed but 
triumphant. He did not see the kitten ; the kitten failed to 
avoid him, and the butler’s foot descended heavily on the 
little animal. With a shrill squawk of terror and pain the 
kitten extricated itself, and Mr. Black, impeded in his stride, 
lurched to the ground. The cat heard the sound of her off- 
spring’s woe. She dropped the mouse and raced to help. 
The mouse, more frightened than hurt, dragged itself to 
safety, and the Lady-of-the-house, coming suddenly into the 
passage for a consultation with the cook, found the butler 
prostrate on the floor. 

Now the only person who was thoroughly pleased was the 
boy — and he had had the strop. The cat wasn’t pleased ; 
the kitten was far from pleased ; the mouse had escaped, but 
there was no pleasure about it ; the butler had suffered in 
his dignity; and the Lady-of-the-house was amused, but 
puzzled, for she knew that the hole-in-the-carpet alleged by 
the butler did not exist. 

“Silly old fathead,” said the boy, “that’ll teach him to 
come his strop-games over me.” 

OUR SWEEP. 

Like other sweeps, when starting his career, 

He early learned the motto of his trade ; 

He saw it at the entrance, well displayed, 

“ Abandon soap, all ye who enter here ! ” 

And judging by his looks it would appear 
He read the mm commandment and obeyed, 

For still his face grows darker, shade by shade, 

More manifestly sable, year by year. 

He rises early and is moved to song, 

This much he has in common with the lark ; 
Thereafter the resemblance isn’t strong, 

For any one who hears him may remark 
His notes are few in number and belong 
Midway between the bellow and the bark. 


“ George Gray, jim., recently made 464 off the red ball.”— The 
Daily Mail. 

It must have been this player who recently lost the red and 
made 101 off the white. 
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Mother, “Why, Ethel, you mustn’t be sad on youe birthday. Whvt is it ?” 

Bthel. “ Well, Tommy ’ll be eight next month, and then he ’ll be a year older than 
ME again, and I ’VE TRIED SO HARD TO CATCH HIM UP.” 


LEARNING MADE LUCRATIVE. 

{With apologies to *‘The Evening News"'} 

B^^STAIIT READING HERE-HB 
This is Where it begins. 

We have decided to award no fewer 
than 100 scholarships to onr hoy and 
girl readers (either sex\ children of 
newsagents alone excepted. 

The scholarships will entitle the lucky 
little winners and the unlucky htlle 
losers to go in for any profession they 
like — the Church, the L^w, Army and 
Navy Stores, Post Office, Bee-keeping, 
River Police, &c., &c., thereby relieving 
their parents of their presence at home, 
and obtaining a huge start in the 
Marathon race of life. 

There is, of course, a sort of prelimi- 
nary examination, but if you can spell 
“ accommodation ” and words like that 
there is notliing to fear. Filling up the 
Voting Coupons is the principal thing. 

N.B. — ^No son, daughter, mother, em- 
ployee or other impedimenta of a news- 
agent can be a candidate. 

WE WANT SUBSCRIBERS 

to ha^ e all the benefit. 

A voting coupon will appear in this 
paper every day after Feb. 29th, hut not 
till then. 

On that day full particulais of the 
preliminary examination will also be 
published. 

Every reader (barring newsagents) 
has a vote. 

3 years’ subscription 
entitles you to ... 2,000 votes. 

6 years’ subscription 
entitles you to ... 4,000 „ 

12 years’ subscription 

entitles you to ... 8,000 „ 

15 years’ subscription 

entitles you to ... 10,000 ,, 

and a medal. 

The position of the leading candidates 
win be published every day. It will 
crowd out a good deal of matter which 
we would otherwise have to pay for, but 
we will willingly do this for tne sake of 
our little scholars. 

When the subscription is paid, the 
candidate’s name will immediately be 
entered on the register of candidates for 
; the preliminary examination. 

there is no fee fob thus begis- 

TERING A OANUroATE’S NAME. 

The scholarships will of course be 
awarded to the candidate obtaining the 
most votes, and any candidate can of 
course vote for him or herself. 

No newsagent can be a voter — at 
least he must give up being a news- 
agent first. 

No boy or girl need hesitate to enter 
this novel competition on the score of 
ignorance. 


it’s money that counts. 

N.B. — ^No girl, woman, or other female 
engaged to (or by) a newsagent is eligible 
for the competition. 

Fuller particulars next week, but 

get youb money beady now. 


“ Old Reader. — ^Yes, a man who works down 
a coal mine is called a collier.” — Skej^eld Daily 
Telegraph, 

To think of the years and years “ Old 
Reader ’’has been taking in the paper 
and wondering whether he dared ask 
this question. 


“ImyseU a week ago jumi)ed on a car at 
Somerset House and had alighted at Temple- 
avenue before I realised that I had not paid my 
penny .” — Daily News, 

Quite right ; the fare is a ha’penny. 


From the prospectus of an Indian 
conjiuer : — 

“ An attractive sight and strange to see that 
is done through mesmerizm and magic — 

How, to hold the firing bullet by the hand — 
To mention the secret after feeling the pulse — 
To Break the watch into pieces and to show 
it again in the same state.” 

We have always felt that we could do 
the last without any trouble. 


Things you Ought to Biiow. 

“A Jemadar of the Zhob levy corps has 
deserted fiom the Saradarga post with 22 
sovars. The Jemadar is a Jogezai Kakar.” — 
Eevter's lelegram. 

This is indeed a painful surprise. The 
very last thing we suspected the Jemadar 
of being was a Jogezai ICakar. Even 
now it may not be too late for him to 
withdraw. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Februaby 10 , 1909 . 


That was at lialf-past nine. 

DISCIPLINE FOR SERVANTS- ^ quarter to twelve, while running 
Dear Mamma’s plan for disciplining blithely down - stairs, dear Mamma 
her servants was not a success. It was put her foot on the dustpan, carried 
a good plan, but we never had the away a rack of Zulu assegais in a wild 
proper kind of servant. clutch to save herself, and sat down very 

The idea came to Mamma when first abruptly indeed, 
the new Workmen’s Compensation Act There is no need to repeat what she 
came into operation. She took out a said to the house-parlourmaid, but she 
policy against July 1st, and said it was ended up by saying, “ And your whole 
a splendid opportunity to begin an five shilHngs is gone — Gone/ understand 
entirely new regime in kitchen control, that clearly ! ” 

Up to then, as dear Mamma said If you will believe me, the girl went 
when outlining the scheme, she had no upstairs, put on her hat and jacket, and 
hold over the servants — no way of walked straight out of the house ! 
punishing them. Her plan was a com- Eather to dear Mamma’s surprise —for 
billed system of punishments and re- it is her experience that servants always 
wards. Each servant, in addition to combine together against the mistress — 
her regular wages, was to receive — ^if the cook-geneml quite took her part over 
entitled thereto, as Mamma said — ^five this unfortunate incident. She said that 
shillings a month Conduct Money. Mamma was well rid of the house- 
Every time a maid incurred Mamma’s parlourmaid, because the girl had been 
displeasure a small fine would be in- very rude behind dear Mamma’s back 
flicted and deducted from the five about her good conduct money, and had 
shillings. ^ ^ said she would demand it at the end of 

Mamma was most enthusiastic about the month whether she earned it or not. 
it. She went to the stationer’s and The cook-general went on to say that for 

bought a little note-book bound in red her part she would much better appre- 

loather. On the cover she had stamped ciate the scheme if Mamma would give 
in gold lettering : her her five shillings now. She said it 

Conduct Register would seem much more like a reprimand 

Cook-General, she had never so much as seen. 

Fines. Partly because there seemed some- 

And halfway through the hook “ this theory, and partly because 

~ _ she was afraid the cook-general might 

Housb-Pariourmaid, object to being single - handed, dear 

JUNES' Mamma agreed, and gave the five- 

Two new servants came in just then, shillings — also permission to pop out 
and dear Mamma explained the system and post a letter to a friend who might 
to them and showed them the book, be willing to take the vacant situation. 
They were very pleased, and the cook- “ The girl is a treasure,” said dear 
general told Mamma it would ^‘fairly Mamma, as she watched her turn the 
keep her on the ’op.” Though rather comer vnth the letter in her hand, 
vulgarly put, that, as dear Mamma said, At half-past eleven that night two 
was the right sentiment, and she ex- policemen brought her to the house 
pressed the belief that her servant quite incapable. It was most wretched, 
troubles were at last at an end. Of course we could not have her in, and 

A rough scale of fines was agreed she was taken to the police-station, 
upon — one penny, for example, for each We had never lost two servants quite 
minute late. Papa said that was a bit so quickly before, and Papa said it was 
steep, but dear Mamma said; “ If all through the Conduct Money scheme, 
discipline is not discipline, what is it ? ” which hurt dear Mamma very much. 
Papa said : “ I leave it to you, partner,” She said that with such wretched ser- 
and went to bed. This was the first vants it had not had a fair trial, and 
night of the new regime, when the next maids came in she ex- 

The servants overslept themsdves next plained everything to them and started 
morning and came down an hot^ late, it again. 

Dear Mamma was very distressed At the end of the month fourpence 
about it. You see, sixty minutes at a was due to the cook-general and a penny 
penny a minute is five shillings, and to the house-parlourmaid. They were 
there was the whole Conduct Money very rude about it, and actually refused 
gone at one fell swoop. A conference to take their revrards. Dear Mamma, 
was held in the kitchen, and dear however, talked them over, carried for- 
Mamma, on emerging, announced that ward the fourpence and the penny, and 
the iron rod of discipline had been they promised they would set iJiem- 
temporarily relaxed. She had most selves not to lose a farthing during the 
kindly agreed to overlook the offence, and coming month, 
a fre^ start was to be made. Dear Mamma had hardly left the 


kitchen when the cook-general dropped 
and broke a plate. I 

Mamma turned back. ‘‘ Ah, Mary, 
Mary,” she said with a kind smile, 
picking up the conduct-register, “that’s 
threepence.” 

“ Ho ! is it ? WeU, that ’s sixpence,” 
said the girl, and deliberately dashed a 
second plate on the floor 1 

The fine for rudeness was a shilling, 
hut dear Mamma thought it best not to 
enter it just then. The way in which 
things mounted up after that was extra- 
ordinary. Dear Mamma just entered 
them as they came, hut in adding them 
up she found to her horror that the 
cook-general owed her £1 3^. 7d., and 
the house - parlourmaid owed her 
19s. lljd. 

It was while dear Mamma was ex- 
plaining this to Papa and begging him 
for once in his life to go in and speak 
to the servants that there came from the 
kitchen a loud crash followed by terrific 
screams. 

We rushed in, and there was the cook- 
general executing a fascinating little 
dance on one leg round and round the 
table. She collapsed on a chair pre- 
sently, and then it appeared that she 
had upset the kettle and scalded her 
foot. The doctor said it was trifling, 
hut she said that a very similar shock, 
only not quit© so bad, had killed her 
aunt, and that for months and months 
the mere sight of a kettle would set her 
all of a tremble. 

We sent her home, and then the young 
man from the insurance company, after 
interviewing her, came to see us. Dear 
Mamma and I watched him go jauntily 
down the drive, and then Papa came in. 
Papa’s lips were flecked with foam. He 
could hardly speak. 

“Whatever is it?” dear Mamma 
cried. 

“It’s this Conduct Money of yours,” 
stormed Papa, using a regrettable adjec- 
tive. “ On the policy I said the girl’s 
wages were £1 10s a month, hut she 
tells the Company she was receiving 
£1 15s., and the Company is going to 

repudiate the claim ! Of all the ! ” 

and so on. 

Our case comes on next week. Dear 
Mamma is living with her mother and 
Papa is preparing to file his petition in 
Bankruptcy. 

According to The Times there is now 
on view at 167, Piccadilly, “a fine 
mounted hippopotamus.” But it does 
not say who is the rider. Can Mr. 
G. K. 0 have taken to the saddle ? 


SCaldng the Beautiful yet Here 
Beautiful. 

! /‘Lady knits lovely gentlemeii’s silky ties.*’~ 
i Eearbh and Borne, 
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SWEET MEMORIES. 

Pe7islon Enquiry Ojjiaer. “Have you ever been in the hands of the tolioe?” 

Ap^icant. “ Well— er*-sir, you see I used to be a cook! Girls will be lirls! Besides, it was a good many yevrs ago, 


AND HE WAS A SERGEANT I 


WHAT EVERY GOLFER KNOWS. 

Gokb are my accustomed jolly, 
Dimpling smiles, and in their place 

Ugly lines of melancholy 
play the mischief with my face ; 

No, I do not mourn a folly, 

Nor a merited disgrace, 

Fortune lias not handled me severely, 

Scandal has not soiled my precious 
name, — 

Worse, far worse than either, I am clearly 
Off my game. 

Drives are pulled or sliced to blazes, 
Putts are off the line and short. 

With each shot my mashie raises 
Turf enough to build a fort ; 

Till the caddie-boy betrays his 
Wondering pity with a snoit, 

And I burn with thoughts I dare not 
utter. 

And I long to seize him by the head. 
Treat him as a ball, and with my putter 
Lay him dead. 

Courage ! Shall a pilule shatter 
My established mental state ? 

Rather it (I mean the latter) 

I Shall in trouble prove me great ; 


Courage ! Mind is more than matter ; 
Man is master of his fate ; 

Boldly will I smite the ball, and slam it 
Whizzing to the middle of next week ; 

Mind is more than ^There, I Ve only 

(Bother 1) 

Smashed my cleek ! 


FOR THE HOUSEWIFE. 

Steak favQi. — Pi'ocure somo now 
bicycle tyre (it must ba new) and apply 
heat until it is the right colour. Stuff 
witii comic snips ; add laughing gas to 
taste, and serve with suitable facetiae. 
This simple dish will cause the greatest 
merriment among your guests. 

Mock Duck. — Purchase good-sized 
duck at a respectable toy-shop, remove 
cog-wheels and immerse in boiling water 
until ready. Employ a ventriloquist to 
quack while the meal is in progress. 
This is a capital dish for informal 
gatherings. 

A nice Sandwich . — Take a loaf of 
bread (any kind of loaf will do), bisect 
it and insert some watercress. A capital 
dish for bazaars and charity dinners. 

Poor Man's Pie. — Throw a stone 
through pastry-cook’s window and 


secure nearest pie. Then run very fast. 
Eat while running, and deposit dish 
anywhere convenient. 

Eaggis . — Take the viscera of any 
Celtic animal and, having desiccated 
same, enclose in cheese-cloth. Serve 
with bagpipe accompaniment and refer- 
ences to Burns. Many a pleasant party 
has been made to “go ” in this way. 

From The Kcw Reformer (Madras) : — 

“At suoli times of self-miiuieiation in our 
own hfe, it is only supremo i enunciation that 
appeals to us ; and anything short of that, we 
feel, would be an inadequate support and stay 
for the soul. George Eliot realised this fact, 
and in the ‘ Milk on the Floor,* wheie life goes 
very hard with her heroine and all the world 
seems against her, the novel represents Maggie 
Tulliver as turning . . 

A new reform indeed ; and what a mess 
it makes of the old index joke, “‘Mill on 
Logic,’ ‘ Ditto on the Floss.’ ” 

“ We congratulate Capt. Sandys on having 
added his name to that noble band of intrepid 
navigators who have circumvented the globe.’* 
— Weston-super-Mare Gazette. 

Other intrepid navigators simply take 
in The Evening Standard. 
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AGRICULTURAL EDUCATION. 


ra7*mir {to lad put to ploughing for the first time) “WnvT ON riRTH BE AT, messin’ about all ovTr the place like this’" 
FaimLad “WuIL, you told I to look at SUMMAT an’ go straight to it, an’ I bin TRYIN’ to FOLLER THIO THER cow till I BE 
tired, an’ now I BE V AIHNG FOB *EB TO LIE DOWN! ” 


RESCUES FOR THE RICH. ! 

For souls as tlitlie as birds in May, 
Whoso balance at their bank is such 
That, if the business burst to-day, 

The nevrs would not excite them much, 
How sad to see our millionaires 
Puisne the tieadmill of their cares 
And lose the cream of life in Mammon’s 
I clutch. 

These have not felt the scorn for bills 
That comes of being stony-broke ; 
They cannot taste the calm that hlls 
The coster as he flogs his moke ; 

The deep imperishable bliss 
Of writing deathless verse like this 
Is not for them— -nor that of carting 
coke* 


But should we scorn our fellow-men 
Merely because their lot is woe. 

And leave them unassisted when 
They pine for succour? Goodness, 
no, 

The wail of outcast plutocrats 
In marble halls with Persian mats 
To honest British hearts is bound to go. 

Is there no high-strung altruist. 

Devoid of words and windy sham. 

To lead a small subscription hst 
And all these welling tears to dam : 
To found a farm or outdoor home 
Where kings of trade may tiU the loam 
And feed on turnip-tops and bread- 
and-jam ? 

Far from the gilded haunts of wealth, 
There they might live in jojr untold, 


And doubtless benefit their health 
‘ By long communion w-ith the mould , 
While I ’d be glad (since love oidains 
Self-sacrifice for otheis’ gains) 

To ease them of the bin den of their 
gold^ 

A waiter in the Folkestone hotel 
referred to in a recent number of Punch 
writes to say that the hotel motto, 
'' Semper Idem ” does not mean, as we 
thought, “Mutton Again,” hut “No 
Change.” 

“ Lawson launched a large piece of time and 
saved the boy ” 

It is well known that a piece of time 
saves nine, and this boy was only six, 
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THE DAILY PAR. _ THE KIHG OF THE CASTLE. S:op: 

{WibhachnowledgmmtstotJi^ t^ Bdar Mr. PuNCH, — ^My poor, dear Papa monger’s boy came with a tiuckful of 

^ Wtn ow of The Daily Chromde ) ^ ^ent mad last Wednesday. When he barbed wire. All the afternoon Papa 

A ^ropos of the now patriotic play, it and Mamma went up to the theatie in made Norman and Peter help him to 
is interesting to note that “An,” the the evening he seemed all right, but on hammer stakes in the lawns and flower- 
first word of its title. An Englishman's Thursday morning he was a different beds round the house, while Phylhs and 
Home, is by no means an unusual article, man. After break&st he told us to I were told to look at the gun and try 
Quite a number of successful plays, and keep our places. I thought he was to master its mechanism — ^for even the 
a few failures, too, have had an ” in going to begin family prayers again, as girls, he said, had a part to play. The 
them. Queen An, as this writer oh- he usually does early in the year. But gun was very rusty and wouldn’t woik, 


(With achnowledgments to the ingenious Office 
Window of The Daily Chronicle ”) 


n A QTT TT bought a rusty old gun 

±m!j second-hand shop, and the iron- 

My poor, dear Papa monger’s boy came with a tiuckful of 


served at a luncheon party 
at his Club yesterday, is 

thus by no means dead. 

* * 

To call oneself “APatriot,” 
as the author of An English- 
man's Home does, is not, by 
the way, a new departure. 
There have been Patriots 
before. A book entitled T/iia 
lAtth IsZe, published in 1835, 
a copy of which lies before 
i the writer, is attributed to 
“a patriot,” and it is gene- 
rally undei stood that the 
poet Close once wrote a 
pamphlet under that inte- 
resting pseudonym. Ihe 
gieat days for jokes on the 
subject are, however, over ; 
but there was a time when 
every disturbance in Ireland 
was wittily called a Pat 
riot. * 

I * 

The author of An English- 
man's Home has not the 
same reasons for shunning 
publicity as had John Home, 
the author of the play which 
gave rise to the patriotic 
ejaculation, “Whaur’s your 
WuLLiE Shakspere noo ? ” 
who might be called the 
Scotsman’s Home. Men who 
take pseudonyms have 
various reasons for doing 
so ; not the least of which 
is that they do not want 
to be known. But “ A 
Patriot” has been found 
out already. 

The success of An English- 
man's Home cannot fail 




■/■/ 





Lord Dalmeny “I’m following in Father’s footsteps, 
Yes, I’m tollowino the dear old Dad* 


and we made our hands in 

a fearful mess without find- 
^ ing out anything. And the 
two boys, besides hammer- 
ing their thumbs, got 
muddy and hot and cross. 

The next morning Papa 
woke the boys at sir, and 
made them go out on to the 
lawn to drill Norman had 
the gun, and Peter a broom- 
stick, because he is so little. 
They came in to breakfast 
Grosser than ever. In the 
evening they had to take 
the barbed wire and stretch 
it between the stakes — con- 
struct ing entanglements. 
Papa called it. It was left 
out all night, and next 
morning, after drill, they 
took it aU in again, only to 
repeat the thing all over 
again at night. That has 
gone on ever since, and their 
dothes and hands are in a 
fearful state because of the 
spikes. Norman is so cross 
because Papa won’t let him 
have any cartridges until 
he is sixteen, and sajs that 
for the present he must 
practise putting the gun to 
I his shoulder and aiming. 

Every now and again Papa 
takes Phyllis and me into a 
corner, and says we must be 
brave, and show stout hearts, 
and stand by the men to 
help them all we can. He has 
i made us sleep in the back 
attic, which he calls the 
» West Watch-tower, where, 

he says, I am to prac- 

watching. Phyllis gets so 


man's Home cannot fail to recall instead he told us that an Englishman’s tise watching. Phyllis gets so 
to the minds of many of our readers house was ^ his castle, and that while frightened, she can’t sleep. And on 
the furore caused a few years ago by we had neither moat nor drawbridge Saturday, being a half-holiday, we had 
the publication of a not dissimilarly- we must see to it that our castle barricading practice, which meant 
entitled work. An Englishwoman's was defended from the invader. He was dragging the furniture across all the 
Lewe Letters, That, too, by a strange awfully solemn, and added that at least doors and windows, and pihng it up as 
coincidence, was anonymous, but it it should be said of his house that it high as we could, 
turned out to be the work, not of a was defended — ^to the death, if need be ; Mamma looks so anxious and puzzled 
major in the Army, but a gentleman of and that made Phyllis cry. about it all. What do you think it 

letters. The coincidence goes further We soon discovered that Papa thought means? Is it serious, and will it last, 
than at first sight one would think, for that the house was about to be sur- do you think ? 
what is an Englishman’s home but rounded by foreign soldiers. I don’t Yours affectionately, 


what is an Englishman’s home but rounded by foreign soldiers. I don’t 
his house ? and the author of An Eng- know where he got it from — could see 
lishwoman's Love Letters was a Mr. nothing about it in the paper. Instead 


Joan Traskeu.. 


HoUSMiOT. 


pf going to the Citjr he went up to the I Lashgrove Lodge, Streatham. 
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TTmr-DA-DV Tn?T-D Eobeet Burns. — ^There is no demand Study tlie works o£ tke late Guy;, 

LLlhuliAKX JlJliLiJj'. Scotcli dialect poem: even the Boothby tmdThe Mystery of a Hansom 

Some of our contemporaries, taking Scotch dialect story has gone out of Gah. 
compassion on the literary aspirant in fashion. Your only chance of success Percy B. Shelley. — ^Your lines are 
his difficulties, are prepared to furnish would be to have a few of your efforts very fair, but you are by^ no means 
him, by way of help, with a candid set to music, and then forward them to happy in your choice of subjects. You 
criticism of his efforts. So good an your countryman, Harry Lauder, in the must study the popular taste more, 
example is worthy of imitation, and hope of his bringing them out at the The public does not want Laments : 
to-day v-e offer the following comments Halls. You seem to have a leaning you should give them something in the 
on MSS. that have been submitted to towards sentimental verse : you might style of Put me among the Girls. 
us develop this vein, taking as a model In You would perhaps do better in prose. 

I John Milton. — ^You seem to have a the Twi-Txox-Tuilight. Why not try your hand at a football 

I certain facility in turn- — — j story for the maga- 

ina out blank verse, but ^ zines ? 




ing out blank verse, but 
your poem Paradise 
Lost is insufferably long, 
and full of wearisome 
dassical allusions. W e 
feel sure that no editor 
would accept it. And 
yet there are ideas in 
the poem. You might, 
we think, have made a 
good deal moie of 
Adames first meeting 
with Eve. The piece, 
too, would be greatly 
improved by the use of 
suitable headlines, such 
as 

Was it Love at first 
sight ? 

Interesting Story of 
how the First Man 
met the First 
Woman. 


Was Eve a Suffra- 
gette? (N.B. — This 
last headline, 
though irrelevant 
to the poem, would 
be sure to prick the 
public attention in 
these troublous 
days, and we cannot 
too strongly insist 
that the only test 
of a work is its sell- 
ing capacity. This 
is a point too often 
overlooked by be- 
ginners like your- 
self.) 

No, we do not think you 

have enough ability to win a Limerick 
prize. 

WiLLUM Shakspeare. — Your play 








William Wordsworih. 
— Do not be dis- 
couraged though your 
efforts have so far met 
with rejection. Have 
you read the verses, 
Will you love me in 
December as you do in 
May ? Take these as a 
model : we think you are 
quite capable of rising 
to th's level . . . Yes, 
a really good coster 
song, w'itty and up-to- 
date, would be sure of 
acceptance, 

S .V3kIUEL J OIINSON.— W 6 
have glanced through 
your Rasselas. You 
appear to have set out 
widi a very hazy idea 
as to whether you would 
write in English or 
Latin, and the result 
is a grotesque mixture. 
Before beginning a 
work, it is always \veU 
to decide what language 
you will write it in, 

RoBEhT Browning. — 
We should not advise 
you to write songs for 
the music-halls. Your 
style is not directenongh 
to get home on the pub- 
lic’s heart. 


THE TORTURE OF THE RACK. 


“Well-concealed en- 

_ _ trenclnnents are mentioned 

^0, we GO not tUinJi^ you becoming more evident 

have enough ability to win a Limerick Francis Bacon. — The public does not evciy day.**— Western Morning News. 

V 1 ® This is not another joke against the 

V UM SiiAJ^EA^. T^our play leading-article writCT, you must acquire Voluuteers by a Major in the Regular 

'L 'mthout ment ; ^ere are a snappier style. No, we do not allow Army, but an extract from the Wettem 

^^9 that anyone can be die author of another Mominj/ Netos’ summary of Instructions 

issued to the Aldershot Command. 

we nnve little Goubt that, It you persevere, work, one must have written it oneself. 

you will in time^mte stuff good enough Oliver Goldsmith. — Your story The 

for the provincial stege. Vicar of WaJzefield is exceedingly “ Author of dramatic .and successful serials 

especmlly like about this httle effort is tame, and we do not think any editor wishes to meet publisher willing to consider 
that there is plenty of blood in it. We would take it. The public is more same.” — The Athenoeum. 
suggest you cut out all the soli- interested ^ in burglars and detectives Perhaps be would consider the publisher 
ioqmes, and tope the language up than in vicars. But’ you are capable best by making no reference to bis serials 

of improvement, both in style and plot, when they meet. 
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TYING THE WHITE TIE. 

(By the OOLOITEL.) 

Mobe matches, I suppose, are won and 
lost through correct or faulty manipula- 
tion of 3ie neckwear than through 
success or failure in any other depart- 
ment of the costume; and in response 
to numerous appeals from my readers, 
I have drawn up some rules which, with 
a little practice, should enable the ordi- 
nary amateur to obtain a fair modicum 
of proficiency in this difiGlcult stroke. 

Choice of Irwplemenb. — Select a tie 
with a fairly whippy shaft (the stiff kind 
supplied by so many laundries are im- 
possible for a beginner) and a large 
head ; you may please yourself as to the 
amount of bidge, but in any case the 
blade should be capable of being passed 
through a two-inch ring. 

The Stance , — ^Plant both feet firmly 
on the floor in front of the mirror (which 
should be full length), turn the toes 
slightly inward, loosen the knees, and 
let the whole body be as supple as 
possible. 

The U'p-swin ^, — ^Tie a double slip-knot 


and take the left-hand end slowly back- 
wards over the right shoulder, keeping 
your eye firmly fixed on the underneath 
side of the head of the collar-stud, and 
your hands well away from the body ; 
at the top of the swing the blade of the 
tie should be parallel with the ground, 
and one foot slightly lifted. Always 
remember that what the up-swing has 
been, the down-swing will be, and never 
lose sight of the stud. 

The Down-sicing , — Keeping the left 
shoulder slightly tucked in, throw both 
arms away, loop the two ends, knot 
firmly, and come well through with the 
body. If you have followed my instruc- 
tions carefully a beautifully long straight 
cravat will be the result, probably half- 
way to the pin. Never mind a few 
failures. Eosin the hands well, alter 
the stance a little, re-adjust the links, 
and start again. 

Territorial Porethought. 

Oonmiaiidiiig-officer invites all mem- 
bers of the detachment to a sapper at the Lyn 
Valley Hotel; dress, Tmiform,wifliout belts.” — 
Devon and Exeter Cassette, 


THE PAGEANT MASTER 
SPEAKS. 

Mr. Punch’s Pageant having come to 
a dose, he takes tins opportunity of 
thanking his many friends for assisting, 
not only by their loans of articles of 
interest, but also by their presence in 
such numbers, in making the Exhibition 
so memorably successful. 


“Esmouth are duo to receive a visit fiom 
Exmouth, but though a stubborn game is 
assured, if Exmouth can reproduce the form 
they displayed against Albion last Saturday, 
there should be no doubt as to which way 
victory tv ill go .” — Western Morning News. 

In spite of this, however, we are indined 
to pin our faith to Exmouth. 

The following testimonial is circulated 
by an Indian sports sterns, and has led, 
we understand, to a huge increase of 
business : — 

“ Bear Sirs,— -The balls were ordinary and I 
tbink they were not much below their class for 
the price paid for them. The Solution was not 
very bad either.” 
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«.«•- do nowwas to get a box, put the glass 

GLASS WITH CARE- post it. It sounded easy, but m 

I This is the story of how I sent some Germany one never knows. ... I went 
' real German glass from Berlin to Eng- into one of the large Warerihausef where 
land through the German parcels post, they sell everything from a white 
It doesn’t sound exciting. But wait, elephant to a cardboard-box — ^no, not to 
It started with a letter from my a cardboard-box, for I asked the door- 
sister. keeper after I had sought the right 

“ . , . And, oh! I have heard they department in vain, and it appeared 
make very good glass in Germany, and they did not sell such things, 
now while you are in Berlin you might “ . . . But if the Mister buys some- 
get me some real German ware to add to thing, he will be given a cardboard-box,” 
my collection ... the real botUe-green, he ended magnificently, 
mind.” So I went into the toy department and 

So, of course, I had to. There was a bought a doll which I didn’t really 
shop in the Leipzigerstrasse that had want just then, and with it the necessary 
“ January Sale on account of Death,” in box. 


the window, so I went there, secured an 
, assistant, and she showed me some 
I glass. 

“ Is it expensive ? ” I asked. 


And now I only had to post it. Only 1 
I went into a post-office. They are 
annoying things, German post-offices, 
for there are a lot of little windows, each 


“ Oh ! yes, very expensive. For the for a different purpose, and you have 
Mister sees it is the very best glass.” to find out which is the window you 
“ I wouldn’t mind if you showed me want, 
something a little cheaper, you know,” But this time I discovered the parcels 
I hinted. receiving window at once. There was a 

“ And yet the Mister is an English- nasty-looking man behind it — the^ sort 
man, nicht wdhr ? ” Her opinion of our of man who would score off you if he 
race sank considerably. But she showed could. 

me some more. *‘I want to send this to England,” 

The price was certainly less than the I said, 
first, and there were plenty of people “ What is it ?” he snapped, 
buying it ; and as I know nothing about ‘‘ Samples without value,” said I. 
glass I decided to have some too. Most parcels you send to England are 

“ I will take a cup and saucer, and a that, and if they are not, they are 

glass,” I said. But you shall hear. 

“ Pay at the desk, please.” He took it somewhere into the back 

It was easy enough to pay at the of his den, and after a little while 
desk, but quite a different matter to get returned and barked, “No, it ’s not.” 
one’s goods afterwards. Behind the “ Then it ’s a packet of value,” I said, 
dehvery counter five men — ^in uniform, (That was what 1 was going to tell you 
of course — ^were wrapping up and just now.) 

handing the articles that had been sold “ No, it ’s not,” he barked again, 

to an excited crowd struggling in “ Oh, very well, then you have me. I 

front of them. In the course of time I give it up. Call it what you like, but 
was forced by pressure from behind send it to England.” 
against the counter, and there I held on “ Ausgesclilossenj*^ said he, and shut 
and watched. It was most interesting, his window with a bang. I knew what 
especially as a mathematical exercise, ausgesMossen meant. It means you 
On an average seven articles were handed can’t smoke a pipe in a smoking car- 
in to the men every ten seconds ; on an riage. It means you can’t go into a 
average each man handed one article free museum without fetching a free 
out every ten seconds. Thus in an hour’s ticket from a place three-quarters of a 
time there would be 720 people in front mile away. It means you can’t walk on 
of this counter waiting for their pur- the left-hand side of the pavement even 
chases. It was now eleven, the shop when it ’s the shop side and you want to 
closed at eight ; so at closing time there look at the shops ; or it means you can’t 
would be 6,480 people waiting. EeaUy walk on the left-hand side of the pave- 
it was extremely interesting. Now, ment even when it isn’t the shop side 
allowing that the sale lasted thirty days and you don’t want to look at the shops. 
— but here one of the men snatched AusgesMossen means a lot of things 
the receipt from my hand, wrapped the like that. So I didn’t try to fish him 
cup and the saucer and the glass up in out of his lair again. I could see he 
a piece’of tissue-paper and flung them had taken a dislike to my parcel from 
into my arms. My hold on the counter the first. I resolved to work it off on 
being loosened the lady behind, whose someone who could view it with an open 
resolution had thrust me into my ad van- mind. 

tageous position, flung me out and At the next post-office the parcels 
oc^pi^ It hers^ , department was fronted completely hy 

Bo that was all right. All I had to glass, and one could see everything that 


went on behind. There was rather a 
nice old man at the window. That is, 
he looked nice. 

“ I want to send this to England. It ’s 
samples without value,” I said. 

He took it and weighed it, and had a 
chat with another man there about it, 
and then he came back and said, “ I ’m 
sorry ; it ’s not.” 

So he had found it out, too. 

“ Then it ’s a package of value.” 

“ No, it isn’t that either.” 

“ Well, anyhow, I want to send it to 
England.” 

“ Just so. Now take my advice, my 
friend,” he said. (I translate freely 
from the German. I have been doing 
that all along, you know.)^ “You are 
young, and you are an Englishman, and 
you are not equal to tackling the German 
Postal Regulations by yourself. You 
take it back to the shop where you 
bought it.” 

“Oh, I can’t do that,” I said, and 
looked at my watch. “ At the present 
moment there are something like fifteen 
hundred people waiting to be attended 
to in that shop.” 

“ Well, then, take it to any German 
friend and persuade him to help you ; 
but if you rely merdy on yourself you 
will never get rid of that parcel.” 

So I took it to my tobacconist, and he 
explained that a sample without value 
had to be under five hundred grammes, 
which my parcel was not ; and a Wert- 
yacket had to be in a wooden or stout 
cardboard box, sealed at the ends, which 
my parcel again was not. So far as the 
German post-office was concerned it was 
nothing, it was an impossibility. 

Well, between us we packed each 
thing in a separate cigar-box, for he 
hadn’t anything big enough to hold 
them all, wrapped them up, addressed 
them and sealed them. Then I took 
my three packages back to the old man. 

“Now they are packages of value,” 
I said. 

He took them iu and weighed them. 

“I’m awfully sorry to disappoint you, 
hut they are not,” he said. 

“ Why on earth not ? ” 

“ Because they only weigh four hun- 
dred grammes each, and a Wertpacket 
has to weigh five.” 

It is an Englishman’s boast that he 
never knows when he is beaten. I took 
those three boxes into a gunsmith’s next 
door to the post-office. 

“I want three hundred grammes of 
lead shot in three separate lots of one 
hundred each,” I said. 

The gunsmith, fearing the worst, 
helped to repack my parcels witib. a 
combination of nervousness and kindly 
care that was almost touching. 

I took them back to the post-office in 
triumph. 

“Now they are all right,” I said. 
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The old man weighed them and con- 
gratulated me. 

“ Four mark eighty, please,” he said. 

Close on five shillings seemed rather 
a lot to pay to send three pieces of 
glass to England ; but I did not mind. 
I had succeeded in the herculean task. 

“ Might I ask how you brought them 
up to weight?” he said. 

I told him. 

“Then it will be three mark extra, 
please.” 

“ Whatever for? ” I asked. 

“ Duty on the export of ammunition,” 
he said. 

I know now why the German Post 
Office puts its officials in a glass case. 
It is to prevent their being assaulted by 
infuriated foreigners. 

^ “ And look here,” he added, as he 
picked up the three mark, “ why didn’t 
you wrap the three boxes in one piece 
of brown paper, and send the whole as 
one Wertpachet for one mark sixty? ” 

Why, oh why didn’t I buy a revolver 
when I was in that gunsmith’s ? 

And to-day I had another letter from 
my sister . . . “The parcels arrived 
quite safely ; but what funny notions of 
packing boys have. Fancy putting lead 
shot in with glass! And, Tommy, you 
must have misunderstood me. I wanted 
real Gterman glass. This is bottle-green, 


and very nice and all that, but it has 
got on the bottom ‘ Jorbett and Jebb, 
Stourbridge, England.’ It seems rather 
a pity to send glass all the way from 
Berlin back to within twenty miles of 
where it was made. ...” 

What ’s the good of Germany being 
a Protectionist country ? 

What’s the good of Germany, any- 
way? 

LINES FOR A BIRTHDAY. 

You said, “I know you cannot get 
Me half the pretties you would hke to ; 
Three extra gowns, a tiarette, 

A pianola, and a bike too ; 

You can’t give me those things for 
which I pant — ” 

I murmured, “ True, my love, I know I 
can’t.” 

I waited, anxious and dismayed, 

As on some raft the last survivor — 
Your ultimatum, thus delayed. 

Might still disintegrate a fiver — 

And heard these words of easement and 
good cheer — 

“Write me a little Birthday Ode this 
year.” 

Ah, if your milliner would take 
A rondel for each blouse or bonnet ; 

If men who butch and men who bake 
Accepted, “ on account,” a sonnet ; I 


If gas and water men endorsed your 
views, 

I ’d write in any meter they might choose. 

How pleasant, too, on quarter day. 
Instead of cheque or golden pieces 

To hand the landlord for his pay 
A “ Pantoum of Repairing Leases,” 

And hear him blithely chant it down 
the street, 

Before I file his much-esteemed receipt. 

An empty dream ; the biUs pour in 
For goods that tradesmen say I 
ordered ; 

Duns in the doorway raise their din, 
Daily my goings-out are wardered. 

Take, dear, this thought for birthday 
diadem — 

“I owe you even more than I owe them.” 


Commercial Candour. 

** About a quar er of a century ago a new 
stomp business came into existence and steadily 
forged ahead .” — From a circular 

From a Queen’s Hall programme : 

“This mood, he tells us, was fostered by 
readme Bulwer Lytton’s ‘Rienzi, or The Last 
of the Barons.* ** 

A sequel, if we remember right, to 
Harol<A8 La$t Days at Fmtvpeii. 
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(Macmillan) is a collection of stories of which, all but the first 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. deal with minor psychological problems of a kind that only 

/T»:i>rT» 7 >oxja?j!r j m 1 \ good craftsmen can hope to make interesting. The name- 

(By Mr, Punch s Staff of Learned ClerTts,) piece, which is rather more pretentions, and has a mediaeval 

As a rule the republication of political speeches is not a legend for subject, is written with a delicate simplicity that 
profitable enterprise either for the publisher or the reader, reminds me a little of some of Anatole France’s stories in 
Joseph Cowen, for some time Member for Newcastle, was an UEtui de Nacre, The wild woman had been expelled from 
exceptional man, and exception is created in the case of has a convent for the unpardonable sin of secret ablutions (she 
utterances on public affairs. His Speeches (Longman's), edited used to steal out at night and bathe in a marble tank), and 
by his daughter, deal with the stirring events dating from so she came to live in a cave near that of a recluse who had 
the Bulgarian Atrocities of 1876 to the General Election of long ago subdued his only sinful temptation, that of wiring 
1885, the last gieat triumph of Liberalism at the polls under sacred verse. The tragedy occurred when the hermit dis- 
the leadership of Mr. Gladstone. Mr, Cowen accurately covered that his friend had not, after all, mortified her vanity, 
described his position in the political world when, addressing but occasionally took a bath in the river. The remaining 
his constituents in the Town Hall, Newcastle, twenty-nine studies mostly deal with matters of conscience (either artistic 
years ago, he said, “I am not a conventional adherent to the or pecuniary) among widdy differing .^erican types, ^ and 
fashionable Liberalism of the hour, but I am a lifelong Radi- only one (perhaps the least successful) with the conventional 
cal by conviction, s^pipathy, training and taste.” Above all theme of romance. It is hard to believe that a quite ordinary 
things he was what is to-day known as an Imperialist. Some young Englishman could have deluded the wife of an! 
of his finest speeches harped on the theme of the Empire. American professor into supposing he was in love with her. 
Amongst non-official Members of the House of Commons he merely in order to use the pretext of their flirtation as a reason 
was the last survivor for breaking off his en- 

gagement to a girl at 
home. I don’t know if 
there is a vacancy for 
a hermit anywhere to- 
day, but if so, such a 
young man would be 
given every inducement 
to fill the post. 

The love-affairs of a 
second - hand Blooms- 
bury bookseller, who is 
middle - aged at that, 
hardly seem at fiist 
j sight very promising 
materials for a novel. 
Nor does the lady’s 
father, a drunken re- 
viewer — can such things 
be ? — help the more 
temperate critic very 

m-L • • I Boadmender (aa the local Professor of Bygiem hurries past). “There *e goes, ^eatly in his apprecia- 

Ineotory of Vvrginial CATOHm’ ’is death for the good op ’is ’ealth.” tion of W. Teignmouth 

Per/ect (Methuen) can be — — ^Shore’s new novel. A 


was the last survivor 
of the small tribe of 
oratois. He did not often 
speak, but he never 
joined in debate with- 
out lifting it alike in 
spirit and in eloquence 
to the highest level. 
One of his most memo- 
rable efforts, deeply 
moving a crowded! 
House, was his speech] 
on the Bill by which 
Disraeli conferred upon 
his Eoyal Mistress the 
title Empress of India. 
This does not appear in 
the present volume, but 
may not be omitted from 
the complete edition of 
his speeches promised 
by Miss Jane Cowen. 

The Story of Virginia 
Per/ect (^thden) can be 












divided into two parts, before and after the death of R, Perfect SouVs Awakening (Long). The soul is awakened at the price 
(“ Working Jeweller. Clocks and Watches repaired on the of a tragedy ; and, as is sometimes the case in real life and 
Premises.’^ Concerning Perfect there is little to say except almost ^ways in fiction, the woman pays. The book opens 
that he hved at 17, Madrigal Street, Clerkenwell, and was so lightly and easily that some readers may resent the tone 
entirely unworthy of his name. His philanderings, however, of the later chapters ; but however that may be, kir. Shore’s 
gave Virginia ample opportunities to display forbearance, people have interested me considerably. They ring true ; 
and I was beginning to think that she wus far too patient a they act and speak naturally. And if the fate of the heroine 
wife, when an accident made her a widow. Up to this point seems rather forced at the end, it is something to be thankful 
I fed that Miss Peggy Webling has drawn an almost un- for that a story which in cruder hands might have left an 
naturally faulriess heroine. But afterwards I^ have no com- unpleasant taste behind is both readable and enjoyable. 

I plaint to make. Removed from the uncongenial atmosphere 

of Clerkenwell to that of Bohemian London, Virginia gains “During the fifty years that have elapsed since Darwin published 
in power without losing a jot of her simple purity, and both his * Origin of Species’ the fertility of his conceptions has been evident 
in her devotion to Kehle and in her struggle for daily bread ^ Adds that did not lie far withm the great scientist’s maiginal 

she is most engaging. The minor diameters (artists and f 

.....j. "u ^ 1 j tions tnat were to revolutionise xnan’s estimate of his relation to his 

^isans) We been drawn with sorupubus care, and among eiiviraniiisnt.”-GZo« 3 (Mi) EeraU. reianmi to ms 

them all I give my whole-hearted allegiance to Virginia's wqq 4 . * 1 . £c x. 

quaint, imperturbable boy-* sculptor in the bud. Miss I M wSX office-boy gave 

Webuhq iS to be congratulated u^n a book wHch is at a basbfuUy with a dice of 

once fragrant and unconventional. ^ — 

^ There is a great deal to be said for the intensive cultiva- x-g* »» 

tion of small plots when the gardeners do their work as ’ —Theatrical Poster 

^ weU as Eprm Wharton. The Eermi^ and the Wild Woman Otherwise, The House that Jerry Built. 
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OM&RiVADiik decided that the Summer season this No fewer than 3,500 dogs took part 

UMAKIVAKIA. ^ year shall consist of eighteen weeks, as in Cruft’s Dog Show last week. A 

Gebmmy has been visited with floods compared with sixteen last year. The suggestion from a dear old lady that 
of such magnitude that many inhabitants idea, we take it, is that Summer is some^ these should in procession, two 

of that country began to fear that their times so late that it is ashamed of abreast, through the heart of London, 
Emperor had made yet another mistake, putting in an appearance at all. reaches us too late to be acted upon this 

and that their future was not on the year. * * 

water but in it. “ The White City,” it is said, will be ♦ 

*** . found to be white no longer when the By the way, the Right Hon. Lewis 

‘‘King Edward has been forging a next exhibition opens. For some time IKncoiiir showed some Golden Re- 
chain of friendships,”^ says a con- pasttherehavebeenrumours of scandals. trie\ers, “ If only they were (^Id Re- 
temijorary: “ the ^ Kaiser was the trievers!” his colleague, Mr. Lloyd- 

missing fink.” While deprecating such There is surely an ugly misprint in Georgd, is said to have sighed, 

language we can only suppose that the the following reference to a certain 

writer penned these words after seeing classical dancer : — “ It is said that It is again rumoured that the crino- 
The Daily MaiVs muzzotint entitled numbers of society ladies feel strongly line is coming back. If so, with a little 

“The Kaiser’s j ■ — ingenuity the dis- 

TTa-nrkv SiYiilft-’* I cai'dedMerry 

Widow hats might 


reaches us too late to be acted upon this 
year. 

By the way, the Right Hon. Lewis 


“The Kaiser’s 
Happy Smile.” 

4c 4s 
4: 

Times certainly 
do change. As 
a witty Frenchman 
omitted to remark, 
the mot d*ordre in 
his country was 
once Embarrassez 
lea Anglais'' : now 
it is Emhraasezles 
Anglais" — and in 
Germany it was for- 
merly “ Beproi^iez 
les Anglais" : to-day 
it is “ EapprocJiez 
les Anglais" 

Referring to the 
Navy, the President 
OP THE Board of 
Trade informs us 
that, so far as 
Liberals are con- 
cerned, they will 
never concur in the 
inclusion of the 
United States as 
one of the two 
hypothetical Powers 



be converted into 
‘ new skirts. 

The Union So- 
ciety of Cambridge 
has passed the fol- 
lowing motion by a 
majority of 92 : — 
“ That this house 
would strongly ap- 
prove of the imme- 
diate granting of 
the B.A. degree to 
women in this Uni- 
versity.” In our 
opinion they ought 
to be required to 
pass the necessary 
examination first, 

I 4c^4c 

, Meanwhile the 


Meanwhile the 
Suffragettes have 
scored another vic- 
tory. Mr. WINSTON 

_ Chdrohill has in- 

United States as ^loheirml (to hevMeahr), “JfeHiNXS thou aet ovERCiiARGDra me fob the li\br-^ort root.” 

+1 f* IP Herh-dealer, “Nat, good Sir, but remember that I had to gather it ox St. l^TEniEN's J .-i . • 

nypotlietical rowers jjj jjy right ioot ox a toad and mt left iv a rusxixg| 

against whom ^ we stream, -with three vipers in mt eight hand, keeping mt eyes shut, and iinpEAiiis& the 
ought to build, paternoster backwards, tmth mt face to the north and mt back to the evst.” I should be made 

This, as we have amenable to re- 

hinted at before, would be all right if tempted to follow her example and strain! under the bankruptcy laws, 
the fact that the Americans love us appear in the streets in flowing Grecian *** 

were as well known in America as it is robes, with scandals on dieir feet.” The session of the Austrian Par^- ' 

Itere. 4 c « * 4 ;* ment closed amid scenes of wild excite- 

* Messrs. Neison have just published a ment, the Czech deputies bringing into 

Meanwhile it is said that many volume of Essays by Mr, Augustine the House several pairs of cymbals, 
Liberals are now of the opinion that the Birrell, with a statement to the effect trumpets, drums, signal whistles and 
Sea Lords ought to be abolished, that the selection has been approved by rattles. Indeed any stranger who had 
L'app6tit vient en mangeant the author and may be taken as an happened tolookinwould have imagined, 

anthology of his work. It is significant we are told, that he was assisting at the 
At the opening of the National Con- that there is no reference in the volume latest opera of Dr. Richard Strauss. 
vention in Dublin last week, Mr. John to Mr. Birbell’s Essay in Irish Govern- 
Redmond pointed out that Ireland’s ment. 

capacity for sd.f-govemment would he *4** . i* “R is surely a strange coincidence that 

judged by the conduct of that assembly. The Society for the Destruction of Tvithin a few months of the Milton tercentenaiy 
This statement was followed by a really Vermin is preparing a Bill under the celebration tliis conntiy should to-day be corn- 
capital milie owing to Mr. Crean, M.P., provisions of which Public Rat-catchers memoraling the centenaiy of D^wnr.” 
attempting to punch the chairman’s head, may be appointed. As a correspondent ^ Mornvng 

Doints out, in every German town there How dare a poet and a scientist be born 

^ « ... •F . -rs A 1 J J i ..T. 


The Southend Town Council has 1 is a municipal Eathaus. 


1 within two hundred years of each other ? 


VOL. OXOTI, 
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rf-M-ern Statistician didn’t make any reference : 

A BUDGET LETTER. that at alL No, lie said that one shop i 

DearLloyd-Georgb, — Yon will be glad in Regent Street had lost a thousand 
to hear that I have jnst sent along my pounds because the fog had prevented 
little contribution to your fund, jDon't Lady Rosenstein from going out and ; 
fritter it away in Ih'eadnoughts — spend buying a tiara ; and another had lost a : 
it wisely and cautiously ; you might penny because you and I hadn’t bought 
buy one Old Age Pension with it and our ’Westmimter. He almost seemed to 
still have a trifle over for the Terri- forget that you and I had kept our 
torials. I won’t tell you exactly what coppers, and were going to spend them 
you would have over because you might the next day. 

find that I had paid too much, which And so, perhaps, there may not be so 
would break my heart ; or that I hadn’t much in flbe simplified spelling scheme, 
paid enough, which would break me Let ’s try another, 
altogether. AH I say is. Be careful. The Government, it is my firm opinion, 
Don’t be led away into riotous extrava- gives too much away. It has been 
^nce, and don’t think, because I have giving licences away- up till now, and if 
done this for you, that Lord Rothschild it is really going to sell them next year it 
and Mr. Andrew Carnegie are going to will have begun none too soon. But think 
do as much. what a lot it might do in this direction. 

Now, my dear Lloyd-Qeorge (excuse Take anything — take margarine. I have 
the familiarity, but I expect to owe you never (intentionally) dallied much with 
more next year than I shall ever be able margarine, but I believe it has to be 
to repay), I hear that you have got to inspected and stamped and so on by the 
raise another twenty millions, and that Government. But suppose that, instead 
you don’t quite know how to do it. Of of being merely passed as bearable, it 
course twenty millions seems a small were actively recommended. Suppose 
sum to me, hut I can understand that it were stamped, “ As spread by Mr. 
to you it is something of a problem. I Lulu Harcourt, who finds it tasty,” or, 
wonder if I can give you a few helpful “ Lord Althorp loves it ” ? How gladly 
suggestions. Anyhow, they are meant would tradesmen pay to have their 
kindly. ^ wares so registered. 

I saw in the papers the other day an I hope I ’m helping you. Now I ’m 
article on ** Simplified Spelling” — ^a de- going to weigh in with another sugges- 
lightM subject. In the new era, you tion. What is it which is inflicted upon 
know, instead of spelling^ a word hke us several times every day and which 
“ desiccated ” with two “ sics ” we shall none of us ever wanted once? (Even if 
spell it somehow else — ^I don’t know you answer this correctly there is no 
how for the moment, but at least it will free scholarship). Leading articles, 
he^ much easier. Well, this method is Put a tax on leaders andyouwiU benefit 
^oing to save time and raw material ; humanity. Really the tax would only 
time because you won’t have to stop and need to go on certain words — Scope, 
thiuk, and raw material because most of Drastic and InaliencMe, and the idea 
the words will be shorter and won’t could then be extended so as to reach 
want so much paper. An eminent statis- novelists and others. A slight duty on 
tician calculated in this article that if it Authentic would bring in a million 
is adopted all over England (by which or so from Mr. E. F. Benson ; one 
I take him to include Scotland and on Athwart another million from Mr. 
Irdand), there will be a saving in the Wells. I take the following extract 
year of time and material equal to — from a report of one of Mr. Austen 
what do you think ? — twenty million Chamberlain’s recent speeches : — “ It 
pounds! was a Government of terminological 

Now, my dear old soul, what more do inexactitudes. (Laughter,) ” A man 
you want ? There ’s your money. Make who can say a thing like that, just three 
the simplified spelling compulsory, and years late, and an audience which can 
you rake in the twenty million. Where laugh at it, should be heavily fined, 
you rake it in from I don’t quite know. Duty would have to he paid on aU such 
under the new law I should nave begun outworn phrases, 
this letter “ Dere Loyd-Jobge,” bnt I am A tax on beards has been suggested 
sadly afraid that I should have squan- many times ; the only point of debate 
dered the extra time in sleep and used is the amount of such a tax. I have just 
the extra paper to light my pipe. But worked it out for you as follows 
then I can never understand these The average man (this doesn’t mean 
economic statisticians. I read a little you or m^ works 1,500 hours a 
time ago that in the last fog London year. If he has to shave every day he 
lost seven million pounds; well, I know, works another two hours a week — say 
speaking for myself alone, that I lost 100 hours a year. The bearded man 
thirteen-and-sixpence and a tie-pin, and has that extra 100 hours for financially, 
they would have pinched my watch as as opposed to aesthetically, remunerative 
wen, only I had left it at home ; but the work, and therefore makes one-fifteenth 


more money per annum. Hence if one- 
sixteenth of this increased income were 
extracted from him he would be brought 
down to the level of the clean-shaven I 
man. In other words, leards should he 
taxed one-and-threepence in the pound, | 
I hope that is clear and helpful. 

I have some more ideas for you, but 
perhaps the time is hardly ripe for them ; 
they are a little too revolutionary. One 
was that members of both Houses should 
pay £600 a year for the privilege of 
making laws. The Commons might get 
the money from their constituencies 
whose views they represent ; the Lords, 
representing nobody, would of course 
have to find the money themselves'. 
Another suggestion was that married 
men should be taxed. A third — that 
double-barrdled names should pay duty 
— ^will be more kindly made, my dear 
George, to your successor. 

But by now you have nearly aU the 
money you want Calculating it roughly, 
indeed, I find that I have suggested to 
yon the means for finding £19,999,999 
19s. lid. My last idea is that there 
should be a tax, pro rata, on all futile 
sug^stions made to the Chancellor of 
THE Exchequer. I enclose a penny stamp, 
and remain, 

Your humble benefactor, 

A. A. M. 


SOCIETY SNIPPETS. 

(By our very discreet Chronicler.) 

[“Tiiere has been a great increase in the 
taste for sweet things in every rank. I hesitate 
to mention the gilded spot in which I have 
heard of bread and jam at tea .** — Manehester 
Guardian,'} 

A BLOATER for Sunday breakfast is 
becoming a regular feature in certain 
exalted houses. Hashed mutton and 
rice is also rapidly currying favour with 
the best people. 

Simplicity in food is now the fashion. 
Sheep’s hearts are slowly but surely 
finding their way into those of Society, 
I will name no names, hut only yester- 
day I happened to hear the Duchess of 

B say, “Sheep’s hearts are more 

than coronets, and simple steaks than 
Norman blood.” 

Tripe is not generally associated with 
the wearers of purple and fine linen, 
but a little bird tells me that a well- 
known nobleman was heard to order 
this savoury dish at the Eitz one day 
last week. The small bird very wisdy 
withheld from me the nobleman’s name 
and address. 

A ducal mansion is not exactly the 
place one would expect to find “ sausage 
and mashed” figuring on the menu; 
nevertheless this toothsome if somewhat 
homdy dish was the piece de risistance 
at a dinner given last night by tlie 
Duke of Well, never mind. 
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Customer (paying the uechly hooik ^) DCAtt! I wokdfe who those people are in the motor, Mn SwriTiKO? 

BuJtcher . “Oh, them ihat the Red House is let to ; or no family wotevee; deauvat reesh, as the teench sit." 


CHELTENHAM WxiTER. 

[Mr Ford Madox HurrrEn has written to The Times to apologise to 
Cheltenham for having reflected on its water-supply, in his recent book, 
Mr Apollo He was thinking, ho says, of anotliei loun] 

So this is the man who tried to dam 

The water-supply of Cheltenham I 

You may take, if you like, your cursive pen, 

And add to the rhyine a final n : 

That is if you think it ’ll pay to follow 
The reckless model of Mi\ Apollo, 

A fancy of Hueffcii’s— he went and spun it, 

And now he ishes he hadn’t done it. 

For the Cheltenham folk they upped and said, 

’s crabbed our water ; we’U have his head. 

Our water ’s the purest ever seen ; 

In fact it ’s a regular Hippocrene, 

A glassier Fons Bandusicc, 

With a Cheltenham touch that makes it be 
The best you can find from sea to sea.” 

So they went for HuEFrraiand made him acknowledge he 
Owed them a downright handsome apology, 

Which I summarise, changing his prose to rhymes, 
From the letter he sent to Thursday’s Times. 

For the words that he then and there wrote down 
Declared he referred to a different town, 

Not theirs, with its well-known pure supply, 

And he said he was sorry— so am I— 

But he didn’t (which left me but haK content) 

Say which was the town he really meant. 


THE PHILOSOPHIC FIGHTER, 

fAccoidmg to The Daily Mall^ Jack Johnson, tlie colouied pugilibt, 
has been very unpopular in New South Wales since he defeated Burns 
for the World’b Championship He has explained, however, to an 
inteniewer that when distressed by ad^erse criticism he has found 
much consolation in the works of Siivtv»pi 'be, Bunyan and Milton ] 

0 rare Jack Johnson 1 mightiest with the fist 1 
You’re not, I think, unused to nasty knocks sir ; 

But were you really hooted at and hissed, 

My chocolate boxer ? 

Hissed from the gallery-bench and from the stall ! 

Though “ ujDper outs ” you ’le frequently allotted, 
That was “ the most unkindest cut of all ’* 

(Shakspeard .... you spotted ?). 

Still, you Ve a brain of philosophic turns : 

Firm is the soil your peace of mind is built on ; 

And, when you feel you ’ve done enough to Burns, 

You take on Milton ; 

When, too, because its favourite got whacked, 

You’re slated by the Press — ^that Yellow Ogi-ess — 
’Tis sweet to think your temper’s kept intact 
By FilgrirrCs Progress* 

But oh ! there ’s one thing would be sweeter still — 

The dash of yeast to leaven all the suet — 

If only Milton, Bdnyan, ay, and Will 
C ould know you do it ! 
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attending at all. Another Treasury man, 

COALS OF FIRE ALL ROUND. Hugo Leigh, whom you have no doubt 


Hugo Leigh to Sir Dashwood Eolmhy. 

January 30. 

My dear Dash, — ^Y ou have done for 


BEnro AiroraER OF Lue’s Lithe , T^ ^ January 30. 

Duplicities. tennis players, tooK ms Dash, — ^You have done for 

place. I had always thought that Leigh. After trying for years to 

disliked me, but one can make strange j ^ j mean, I 

Sir Dashwood EolmhyyK.GM,0.ito Hugo mistakes in that way. His remarks were now a public liar, all through your 


Leigh, oj the Treasury, charming. He touched i 

Janvary 3. career, the literary 

Deae Oid Mae, -There is to he a administrative, even 
dinner to Bankes on the 26th, at the Pearl Ftshers. 

Belvoir Hotel. I hope you can he there. yi. 

He is a silly ass, of course, and per- x o- n 


charming. He touched on every side ol ^ji^ijery and machinations ; and what 
my career, the literary as well as the jg I Jiave Bankes as firmly 

administrative, and even quoted a stanza ^ j^g ginbad’s Old Man 

from my “ Pearl Fishers.” qI gga,_ j gm become his dearest 

_j friend. Every post brings me a letter 

‘ inviting me to dinner, and — ^meanest 


sonally Ibar him’a good deal, hut one Hilary Banhes to Sir Dashwood Eolniby. trick of aU—- mentioning more than one 
can’t very well stay away without its J anuary 26. date, so that I shall have to go at last, 

looking Jike an intentional slight ; and jjy dear Holmby, — I cannot go to bed There wiU be a dedication to me in a 
as a matter of fact I am getting the after this, to me, most memorable night certain. All his grand- 

wretched thing up. You will come, without thanking you for all you have children, if he has any, are to be named 
won’t you? It will be a good dinner and expressing tbe sympathy that Hugo. Why, oh why, cant we teU the 

anyway. D. H. Mrs. Bankes and I have for you in your truth ? Your miserable enemy, 

P.S.— Dunsmore will make the speech illness, and also saying how very „ t v 
I* .1 • — ,1 T «.>.>« Ho. — hope you are worse. 


of the evening. felicitous and flattering were Leigh’s 

ij. remarks on my poor character and 

Eugo Leigh to Sir Dashwood Eolmhj. J “ 

j / warmly towards me. 

,, T. Tf tfctnuary o. Again thanking you and wishing yon 
Mt heas Dash,— If you can guarantee _ ® dv reeoverv 
the dinner I will come, but I don’t much ^ ^ verv sincerely vours 

^ ftm Ae Bdvoir cooking. The ’ ^ HiiL?Bahk£3. 

navonr is abstracted somewhere en route, 
and they know nothing about the tern- vii. 

perature of claret. As for old Bankes, I Eilarij Banhes to Mr. Eugo Leigh. 
not only dislike him, but I distrust him, j , 97 

which is worse. He is a tuft-hunter and «/ anuary . 

a minx. However, the Department must muB Leigh, ^The kindness 


RAMBLING. 

Alfred pronounced himself entranced 
with the project. It was, of course, not 
a project at aR, hut a disease, and Alfred 
had sickened for it. 

I remarked that walking (old style) 
had always an especial charm for me, 
but Alfred said at once that this was 
not walking, but Rambling. I bdieve 


perature of claret. As for old Bankes, I Eilarij Banhes to Mr. Eugo Leigh. T. Ti . ’ 

not only dislike him, but I distrust him, ^ L said at on^_ that this was 

which is worse. He is a tuft-hunter and „ ^ ./anuaj-i/ 27. not walking but Rambling. I believe 

a min-r However, the Department must Mz deab Leigh,— The kindness of that my walkmg was Rambhng— just 
hold together, I suppose, and since he ’a speech quite overcame me, and I that, and that Alfred’s Rambling was 
leaving us we may as well be decent. ^ succeed in the least in mere walking — a dull business — but it 

I am glad you got Dunsmore. He is conveying my real feelings to you last was not one of the times when he listens, 
always fluent and amusing, and amia- evening. Pray accept my deep gratitude. He bent the binding of the book back 


bility and lying come easy to him. 

Yours, H. L. 

III. 

Sir Dashwood Eolwby to Eugo Leigh. 
(Telegram.) 

January 26. 

Lady Dunsmore suddenly ill, so Duns- 
more absent to-night. Am in bed — 
influenza. Count on you make speech — 
aLsolutely no one else. Holmby. 

IV. 

Eugo Leigh to Sir Dashwood Eolrriby. 
(Telegram.) 

January 20. 

Lowest trick on record, but rest easy 
in your malingering, I will do it. Some 
day you shall repay. Leigh. 


It will give Mrs. Bankes and myself great and placed it before me. 

pleasure if you will dine with us on the The requirements forcorrect Rambling 

30th at eight o’clock. There will be only (not walking) were quite moderate and 


two or three picked guests besides your- 
self. Yours very sincerely, 

I Hilary Bankes. 


Eugo Leigh to Eilary Banhes. 


J anuary 27. 


were clearly set down. The Rambler 
was recommended to provide himself 
with a pair of stout boots; a half-a- 
crown ; the Historical Companion to the 
Series, cloth. One Shilling; and the 
Special Map, paper, One Shilling. 

“Only sixpence left,” I remarked, 


•n„.« T X xu ^ trying to put a cheerful face on things; 

Deab Baotbs,—! ^ sorry to say tiiat reproved me. We miglit 

I am engaged on that evening. I am ^ g^ ^g 3 ^ gg^Sus 

glad my remarks gave yon pleasure. tl,« Jo.' Jt. 


Yours sincerely, 

Hugo Leigh. 


but Alfred reproved me. We might 
almost Lave been surveyors, so serious 
was his attitude to the project. 

However, despite my misgivings, it 
was with a light heart that I eventually 
walked out of the station with my friend 
into the early promise of a wintry mom- i 
ing. The book that had bulged his ' 
pocket was produced, and we agreed it 


in your m^ngering, I wiU do it. Some HiZan/ Bankes to Eugo Leigh. buSe^Ms ' 

day you shall repay. Leigh. January 28. pocket was produced, and we agreed it 

V. My dear Leigh, — Mrs. Bankes and I would perhaps facilitate matters if we 

Eilary Banhes, G.B., of the Treasury extremely sorry that j'ou are engaged tore out the leaf containing the Explana- 
to his father. General Banhes, The 30ih. She is so very anxious to tion of the Map, and kept it handy for 

Lindens, Great Malvern. meet you. that I am emboldened to name reference. I set myself to master it. 

(Extract) other dates, February the 5th and denoted a main road; a 

97 which we are hoping bridle path or lane ; a foot-path, 

anuaiy either night you and so on. The Map was not very well 

Lord Dunsmore was to have proposed will And some very nice people here, printed, I thought a shilling), and 

ray health, but owing to the sudden carefully chosen, to meet you. the d^erence between and 

illnoss of Lady Dunsmore (a very charm- Yours very sincerdy, seemed sometimes infinitesimal ; but in 

mg woman) he was prevented from Hilary Bankes. case of need a foot-note told how use 
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could ingeniously be made of tbe hands 
of one’s watch ad j usted according to the 
position of the sun. This was Rambling, 

But Ramble No. Seven was our con- 
cern, and first we had to follow the road, 
climb a stile upon the left, and pursue 
the path for a quarter of a mile. Alfied 
went first, holding the Guide in one 
hand and the fluttering Map in the 
other, and I followed, firmly grasping 
(in my hand only, not in my mind’s eye) 
the Explanation and the Historical Com- 
panion. We kept to the winding ribbon 
of path, not daring to look unto the 
right or left for fear we should miss the 
spot where a little twiddle, like a worm 
trying to look over its shoulder, marked 
(on the Map, not on the path) an alter- 
native way which we had decided to take. 
We ascertained its position exactly, but 
saw no sign. I took the Map from 
Alfred’s reluctant hand for a closer in- 
spection, and it was later on that I dis- 
covered that we had been deceived by a 
fragment of tobacco ash, and I had not 
the heart to tell him. 

Luckily at this time a man in a 
Norfolk suit approached us along the 
path. In every line of his comfortable 
figure reposed the quiet content of the 
country-side, and we asked him with 
confidence to direct us. He was ex- 
ceedingly kind, and offered us minute 
directions. 

If we retraced our steps, he told us, 
we should, presently climb a stile and 
reach the main road and the station. 
We thanked him, of course, but implored 
him to direct us in the way from which 
he had come. Strangely enough he 
seemed to know nothing of it ; he shook 
his head and refused even for one 
moment to glance back at it, but ever 
pointed onward in the road he (and 
apparently all) must take. He did not 
see me lightly tap my forehead, but as 
he passed on we noticed a little book 
reposing in the hand (the one that 
wasn’t pointing onward) behind his 
back. 

“For Ramble No. Seven (reversed) 
see p. 35.” 

So we pressed along the path we 
were on and at length gained a hill- 
brow (where a friend tdls me there is 1 
an entrancing view), and stopped to 
adjust our course to our Guide. We 
were to bear to the left into a lane and 
continue until “ two stately elms ” were 

reached. As we entered the “ ” 

we had to step aside for a jolly carter 
and his team and a creaking load of 
timber. ’Tis an honest rural sight, and 
as we stood and watched it in the 
dancing light our spirits revived and 
we felt the better for it. Thrusting the 
Historical Companion into my pocket, 
I linked my arm in my friend’s and we 
followed the rustic lane. But soon we 
had to confess ourselves at fault. There 


I; , .jljli 



Waiter (tchoae attention has leen called to a gross error in a 
BUT EVEN IF YOU HADN’T FOUND OUT THE MISTAXB, THE FIRM WOULD 

Diner, Then you have no excuse ! ” 


were no stately elms to be seen. Upon 
rising ground it was impossible for even 
two paltry little trees to be anywhere at 
hand without our suspecting it. A 
hardy son of the soil approached 
whistling, but one shrinks from ad- 
mitting that one is searching for two 
gigantic trees. 

Alfred knew I was watching him. 
He frowned a little and read the passage 
aloud two or three times. Some pert 
little cloudlets romped by together 
above us. I thought one of them 
smiled, and a light broke in upon me. 

“Alfred,” I said with conviction, 
“ the jolly carter has taken our trees.” 

For the rest of the day we just walked 
about in any direction that occurred 
to us. But that is not Rambling. 


“ In seven visits to the table yesterday after- 
noon Stevpnson scored the 749 points to take 
him to ths schedule, his average therefore 
working out at the minutest fraction below 107 
per innings .” — Daily MaH. 

The writer should take a more hopeful 
view of short division. 


THE ARTFUL DODGES. 

Slack and half impotent he stood. 

Yet with alert observing eyes ; 

The opportunity was good, 

He snatched the -guarded prize. 

Across the level field he broke 
light-footed, sound of wind and limb, 
Aghast, the startled crowd awoke, 

And howled at sight of him. 

He doubled through the hue and cry 
With feet that swerve but never ^p, 
The treasure money could not buy 
Held tight within his grip. 

Wild apparitions breathing fast 

With arms outstretched to check his 
flight 

Rushed at him, yet he flickered past 
And spread them left and right. 

Then while the crowd their thunder 
roared 

Like crash of breakers on our coasts, 
He also came to ground, and scored 
A try between the posts. 
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THE WAY TO WEDLOCK 

[“ There are probably some thousands of young women in Bristol with 
certificates of competency as teachers, wives, scholars, and many of 
them cannot find husbands. From the Clifton Suspension Bridge there 
casts herself a girl-hundreds of feet into the Avon ; emerges alive. 
She has eighteen offers of marriage. We find Atne. Steinheil, who, on 
the mere suspicion of having murdered one husband, is receiving offers 
of marriage every day from young men with a view to the pictui’esque.” 
— Daily Chronide,'] 

D 0 MESTIGA.TED damsels we, 

Good Mrs. Beeion’s rules 
We’ye studied in the L.O.C. 

Continuation Schools. 

WeVe proofs to show how much we know. 

Then come, young men, to us if 
You want to meet a clever, neat, 

Domesticated housewife. 

But what is the point of our cooking a joint, or learning to 
make a steak tender? 

Why worry our heads with the making of beds or striving to 
polish a fender ? 

It is all thrown away, for the youths of to-day decline to was 
keen and ecstatic 

Over gifts such as these ; what they want, if you please, is 
something more melodramatic. 

If you’re hunting a mate, you should try to create some 
intensdy exciting sensation, 

Which will boom through the press till your pictures obsess 
the wondering thoughts of the nation. 

People don’t seem to mind what s precisely the kind of the 
feat that may win notoriety : 

It is excellent if you go over a cliff and vanish awhile from 
society, 

If your only pretence is a sane common-sense, as a spinster 
you ’re likely to drift on, 

But the suitoi's arrive thick as bees in a hive if you leap 
from the bridge down at Clifton ; 

And many a maid with the poison has played when the 
thought irresistibly stirred ber^ 

That the men in a cue would be waitiog to woo if she ’d only 
committed a murder. 

Yet perchance, after all, we should pause ere we call these 
youths all the names we ’ve a mind to ; 

There is something, perhaps, to he said for the chaps for 
doing the things they ’re inclined to. 

If a man weds a maid who is thoroughly staid and always 
sane, sober and sensible, 

The monotony serves to get right on his nerves till her 
virtues appear reprehensible ; 

But should she be known, pretty dear, to have shown a 
penchant for poison, it follows 

The monotony goes when her husband well knows he must 
watch every mouthful he swallows ; 

His life is possessed of a freshness and zest, and his wits 
will grow brighter and brighter 
When he never can tell if that curious smell is oxalic or 
spirits of nitre. 

Domesticated damsds we 
Win call ourselves no more ; 

We’ve done with pots and pans, we ’re free 
Of culinary lore. 

Henceforth our time we ’U spend in crime 
And, if we ’scape the haltei', 

The men wiU flock about the dock 
I To lead us to the altar. 


Our Monaco Correspondent sends us the foUowing Sum- 
mary of life — a Paradox of Monte Carlo ; — Tout manque^ 
totctpaaaa. 


A CONVERSATION-MANUAL FOR THE MONKEY-HOUSE. 

Notice to the Puhlic. 

Having observed certain statements in the Press to the 
effect that Dr. Gaeher, of Chicago University, is now engaged 
in compiling a Vocabulary of the Simian language as spoken 
by the Larger Apes, Mr. Punch feds it only due to hims^ 
to inform his readers that he has long been labouring in 
the same fidd as the learned American Professor, and that 
his “ Complete Handbook of Colloquial Phrases Current in 
Polite Monkey Society ” is already in the hands of the Printers. 

Tills important work — ^revised and corrected by no less 
an authority than the Principal Baboon of the Royal Zoo- 
logical College at Regent’s Park — ^will enable visitors to 
the Monkey-House to converse fluently with the residents 
in their own tongue, and thereby get into closer touch with 
them than has hiSierto been practicable. 

It is perhaps xmnecessary to dwell upon the advantages 
of promoting a better understanding between two mces 
which have so much in common, and the two specimen 
dialogues which follow will serve to illustrate the general 
scheme of the manual. 

Intending students will soon discover that Monkeyish is 
not so difficult as it looks, provided they are careful to follow 
the phonetic pronunciation as indicated in the text. 

I. — To Pay a Visir to a Mandril. 

Visitor, How are you, my dear friend? I trust I find 
you in good health ? 

[Tschird, ’Owg-6sit61-K6kki ? (or if intimate) ’Ow^a- 
meol-dhfiniv-tirsiti-tchum ?] 

Mandril. Thank you, I am fairly well, and delighted to 
see you. 

[Ubibi-Ml] 

Vis, I really must compliment you on the brilliancy of 
your complexion. Your nose is such a charming colour- 
scheme in vermilion and ultramarine ! 

[Ai-seh. Hiu-*av-gottarummi-reddn’-blflhkonk-6Ll-tschappi !] 
Mand, And you, too, my dear Sir, are looking remarkably 
well, I am glad to see. 

[Hya-gohm’n-ldkbatya-gelahs.] 

Vis, Pray do not let me interi’upt you if you are busy 
just now. 

[Ddhn-nun-dme. Hiukip-onskrat-chinolf’la.] 

Mand, I was just engaged in some rather intricate researches 
— ^but they can wait. 

fMufftimma-g6hn ! Auf’l-nippilitl’-jonni-on-’ot !] 

T"is. Would it not be as well to take some means of sparing 
yourself these excessive exertions ? 

[Dllo-uUd-ou-’ot-prfihis-khiting-spowdah ?J 
Mand, I doubt it. Sir. life would be insipid indeed if I 
were deprived of my customary pursuits. 

[N6tT;iphain6-it. Itsdid-ldnuff-hirassi-tismibhoi. Ou-’ottha- 
dooshudi-duiffi-kustaultha-lottovem !] 

Vib, Then I will leave you to follow them. Farewell, dear 
friend, and best wishes for your success ! 

[Tudalu ! Gud’untinol-boi !] 

Mand, Many thanks. Good-bye, dear Sir. You will excuse 
my going to the door with you, as I have pressing 
business to attend to. 

[Jeshiu-khliraout’n-leminiarlohnouilliah ! Ou-r^h. Qot- 
timma-tlast !] 

I n. — To Visit a Smaller Monzey. 

Visitor (Male or Female). Good afternoon, Sir. How do you 
do ? I have taken the liberty of bringing you some 
slight refreshment which I hope will be acceptable. 

[Pooalilf- dlazen. Khoodju-ouitta mfihrib-iskit ?] 

Monkey. You are very kind, Sir (or Madam), but I have little 
or no appetite to-day. 


Febeuarx 17, 1909.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 



[Yalibali-t§kliit61im, FShrfeddiip-ou-ith’m-al-am !] 

Vis, Thea may I offer you a Barcelona ? 

[Laliaik-amun-Hiinut-tSIi ?] 

Monh, Excuse me, but it is not every brand that agrees 
with me. ^ | 

[Eer-aisSi, ou’ottayugh’-iwinussar-ottenim ?] 

Vis, You wOl find these excellent, I have them specially 
selected and imported for my own use. 

[Kacholdofit. Aitelya-itortabi-gfidat-thi-pr^isai-pShd.] 
Monk. You don’t say so. Then I will try one on your 
recommendation. 

[BMaral- iah ! TsShmfihls-tuffapennia-b^ghatta-bhunstahl. 
Stind-ji !] 

Fis. Pardon me, but are you in trouble of any sort? You 
have such mournful bkck eyes- 

[Ou-ddjkdfihldnzarmiziah-bellabh’outSh ?] 

Monk. On the contrary, Sir (or Madam), I am quite in my 
usual spirits. 

[S6h’djfi-ifai-kud-getachya.] 

Vis. I cannot help fearing that you do not find your present , 
society quite congenial. Is that so ? 

[Dhfithi-uthahm’-unldu-spfihlya-tShl ?] 

Monk. Not entirely so, I confess. It is difficult to form any 
real friendships here. 

[Sikkanin ’settan-bahndersihr. Sobhistli-kliki !] 

Vis. I am sorry to trouble you, but I fancy you have taken 
my hat-plume (or my pinee-nez) by mistake. 

[Hee-ya ! Ou- ottahu-dhuin ? Jeshiud- roppit-djihrmi 1] 
MonJi. Hhve I really ? I was quite unaware of it. Is this 
what you are refeiring to ? 

[Al-dessSh. D6hnjah-ou- ishyarmagettit ?] 


Vis. This is too bad! One of your friends has run off 
with it now. 

[Konf-oundhit (or, dhrittitl Lfikhattim !] 

Monk. Dear me, so he has. If you will excuse me a moment, i 
I will go and explain matters to him. 

[Snihkt-itassih ! Ou-aitillikatchim. Edgetta-thikkirinam- | 
innit 1] 

Vis. Well, now you’ve got it back, perhaps you will kindly I 
hand it over before it ’s completely ruined. 

[Ou-illieuleg-gohumis-tchiffuslit-telbeghur !] ; 

Monk. Do not distress yourself about it. It is of no im- | 
portance. Must you really be going ? 

[Oci-raht. Dhfinn’oo-itbit. Piktittap’-eecis. Dkangoweh- 
nowdhls-tikkinthamud.] 

Fis. I fear so. It wiU be some time before I am again in i 
your neighbourhood. 

pBfiu-dohn-ketchmi-kummin-iragin.] 

Monk. Good-bye, dear Sir (or Madam). I hope that on the 
next occasion you will make a longer stay so that we 
may see more of you, 

[GShn-yi-ortabibi-hindtha-bahrsya-soUef 1 ] F. A. 


In moments of great enthusiasm a man’s mind may 
be so filled with tiie one idea that he forgets trivial 
details which bear distantly upon it. A recent recruit 
to the Territorials has just sent this note to his colour- 
sergeant : — 

“Hir, — Will you pleas' -wire to your headma'ster to say that I 
cannot join the Temttorals as I have a broken elbow which I forgot 
S to mention at the time.” 





We understood that Lord AimsTRoira 
JUST LIKE THEIR LUCK. 'vn-itten to 'Mx. Swoggle congratulat- 

The Daily Ghvonide recently narrated ing him on having become the possessor 
the circumstances in which Mr. Cbauijes of a genuine and incontestable Pheidias. 
Crivelli, a Soho hairdresser, has picked The necessary restoration is now taking 
up for a few shillings a genuine Titian, place, as the statue, which represents 
These trowoaiUes, we are glad to say, are a wrestler, lacks a nose, chin, both 
I of almost daily occurrence in Soho and arms and the greater part of one leg, 
the neighbourhood, as may be gathered and before very long some Mr. Pierpont 
from the following well authenticated Morgan or some other opulent Mmcenas 
cases. will have the opportunity of purchasing 

Mr. Julian Swoggle, a Venetian blind- a masterpiece, 
maker, is the fortunate possessor of a Mr. John Burdekin, an artificial sau- 
pricdess Greek statue which he picked sage-skin manufecturer, recently picked 
up literally for a song in the Euston up a magnificent diamond tiara in ro- 
Road. mantic circumstances. It was put up 

“I was walking along the road in for sale at an auction in the Strand as 
question the other evening,” explains “portions of a chandelier,” and knocked 
Mr. Swoggle, “ humming * Antomo,' down to Mr, Burdekin for 3s, 6d, On 
when a monumental mason accosted me taking it home the owner accidentally 
and said, ‘Do you want a life-size statue dropped his purchase from the top of 
for nothing? ’ ‘You’re kidding me,* I an electric tram, and to his amazement 
answered. ‘Not a bit of it,’ said he; ‘1 not a single one of the glass drops was 
w^t the room, and if you’ll cart the smashed. This excited his suspicions, 
thing away, it’s yours for nothing.’ To and after consulting a Dutch expert in 
out a long story short, I took the statue Spring Gardens, he was delighted to 
away in a lorry the next day, and when find that they were diamonds of extra- 
I’d got it home and given it a bath sure ordinary size and lustre. Among the 
enough there was the signature Pheidias connoisseurs who have already pro- 
carvM on the plintL” nounced Ihe diamonds genuine are Lord 


Armstrong, Monsignor Vay de Vaya, Mrs. 
Elinor Glyn and Miss Maud Allan. 

The circumstances which placed Mr. 
Julius Ballin, an aged doUs’-eye maker, 
in possession of one of the most famous 
of bR histoiic jewels, are intensely 
romantic. About ten days ago he was 
eating a kromesky in a restaurant in 
Gredr Street when his teeth gritted on 
a hard substance, which on inspection 
turned out to he a pearl on which the 
j initials A and C were distinctly observ- 
able. Incredible as it may seem, this 
! pearl, on the authority of Lord Arm- 
strong, Lord Eossltn, the Marquis 
Townshend and other experts, has been 
pronounced to be none other than the 
one which Cleopatra was inaccurately 
alleged to have dissolved in a goblet of 
wine. As a matter of fact it was fished 
out by Antony and appropriated by 
Augustus after the battle of Actium, 
remaining in Rome until it was carried 
away with other relics by the great 
Napoleon. Subsequently pawned by 
Napoleon HI. when in exile, it fell into 
the hands of a restaurant keeper who, 
unaware of its value, presented it to his 
chef, who inadvertently allowed it to 
become.embodied in one of Ms dishes. 
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WELCOME ! 

Britannia (preparing to introduee United South Africa to Canada and Australia). “HERE COMES YOUR NEW COUSIN.’ 
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THE DONKEY WHITEWASHED. 

Oh, would you, Ass, that 1 refute 
The opprobrium and ill repute 
Which ever to your title clings ? 

Then listen while the poet sings : — 

Li'Ireland, where the shamrock grows 
I (And Goodness, knowing all things, 
knows 

Why he that writes of Ireland can’t 
Avoid that overbearing plant) — 

In Irdand I have travelled far 
In someone else’s motor-car, 

And from my seat have studied 
The ways of hi- and quadruped. 

Who eat and drink and sleep and play 
Entirdy on the King’s highway. 

The errant kine themselves approve 
Slow, stupid, dull and hai'd to move ; 
Whereas the swine, whom nothing wdl 
Induce to think of standing stiU, 

Must run ahead with endless fuss. 

Too fast for them, too slow for us. 

The dogs (a race which men suppose 
To be a race that thinks and knows) 
Bounce forth with misdirected zeal 
And barely miss a murderous wheel, 
Then bark and bark with false ddight 
Because they ’ve put the foe to flight ! 


The hen, being situated where, 

Secure from harm and free from care, 
She might have watched us and derided, 
Debcends forthwith to be divided. 

The horse, whose more than ample task 
Should furnish all he needs to ask. 

Sees fit to disregard the reins 
And take no end of foolish pains 
To drag his most excessive load 
Into the ditch beside the road, 

Then labours much and suffers more 
To get it where it was before. 

You, Ass, behave as none of these, 

But hold you calm and well at ease. 
Perhaps to keep Ihe eyebrow kempt, 
Perhaps to show a deep contempt. 

You simply turn your head away, 

And keep it turned, as if to say : 

“ It ’s got to come. Let ’s shut nn eye 
And let the foul machine go by.” 

Thus you shall he to me for ever 
The type of all that ’s wise and clever ; 
And asinine henceforth shall mean 
“ Discerning, sensible, serene.” 

0 Ass, you pressed me to refute 
The opprobrium and ill repute 
Which ever to your title clung ; 

1 hope you ’ve listened while I ’ve sung. 


SOME MORE TABLETS. 

High Street, E^som, — Here Lord Rose- 
bery met his first Lunatic. 

Ludgate Circus, — ^Here Thomas Cook 
discovered Switzerland and Egypt and 
bequeathed them as Going Concerns to 
his Sons. 

Stump of Washington'* s Cheri'y Tree. 
— ^Associated with Pathetic Statement of 
only American known to llistoiy who 
had no Lnagiuative Faculty. 

Utopia, — ^Here, some time after the 
iMillemiium, the Education and Fiscal 
[Policy Questions were finally settled. 

Island Site, Strand, — A Native of New 
South Wales, unable any longer to sup- 
port the Uproar and Turmoil of Sydney, 
j settled here and passed his Days in j 
' Peaceful Seclusion. 

The News Boom, Southwark, — ^Here 
his Honour Judge Willis first heard of 
the decease of Queen Annk 

Beeper and Beeper Yet. 

“The Dafiodil Ball.— By a misprini this 
hall was stated to have been oigam^ed by the 
National Society of Cruelty to Amxnals. It 
^ould, of course, have been, children, not 
animals,’ —T/te Jrhh Independent. 
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CATCH AS CATCH CAN. 

Patrons of the Alhambra, which has 
lately beea the scene of some excellent 
wrestling, might have been excused if, 
on leaving by the St. Martin’s Lane exit, 
they had been roused to even greater 
enthusiasm by tlie posters of the (Tarrick 
Theatre which met their eyes with the 
enthralling announcement, “Mr. Bour- 
chier as Samson.” Yet another thrilling 
bout, this time between an Actor-Manager 
and an ordinary lion — that is the least 
they could have expected. Fortunately 
(or unfortunately) all that is to be seen is 
Mr. BouRcmER in the latest play from 
France. 

Samsorij a modern melodrama by 
Hekry Bernstein, is an episode in the 
life of that strong silent man, Jacques 
Bracliardy Copper King. Besides being 
strong and silent (in so far as an actor^ 
manager can be silent) he is also self- 
made, a rough diamond and one of 
Nature’s gentlemen. You know exactly 
the sort of man I mean, and you know 
how perfectly Mr.'- Boubchier would play 
him. Well, anyhow, he was in love with 
Anne -Marie, who'* was his wife and 
therefore (this is a four-act play and the 
scene is Paris) in love with Jerome Le 
Govain. J6r6me I am now going to 
call Jesse, partly because they did so on 
the stage, and partly because the accents 
bother the printer a good deal. Jesse 
I may introduce as tlie sort of man 
who makes me sorry that the “ Torture 
of the Hot Egg ” is now popular only 
in the rural parts of China, On the 
first night that Jacques leaves his 
wife (in order to go to England on 
copper business) Jesse takes her, off 
the stage, to a horrible supper-party ; 1 
to the disgusting story of whose orgies I 
we are compelled to listen in the Third ! 
Act. AnTte-Ma'iie's love for him is 
killed by this exhibition, and she makes 
her escape in the middle of it ; return- 
ing home to find that Jacques hadn’t 
left for England after all. (He had 
been warned. By a friend.) Jacques 
decides to take his revenge on Jesse by 
ruining him financially, and in order to 
do this he has to create a panic on the 
Bourse by selling copper. (Or buying it ; 
I am a child in l^ese matters.) Any- 
how, some diflSiculty arose, and he had to 
sell all he had (or buy a lot he didn’t 
want) in order to upset Jesse thoroughly; 
in other words, he had to ruin himself 
to ruin his enemy. Which, if you 
remember, is what Samson did when he 
puUed down the pillars of the temple. 

Of course, just as the curtain falls, 
Anne-Marie discovers that she really 
loves J acques. Cynics will point out that 
her lover was hopdessly ruined and about 
a million (no, only francs) in debt; 
whereas her husband, being the sort 
of man from whom Copper Kings are 


made, was certain to amass another for- 
tune in a week. I take a more charitable 
view of human nature. I simply say 
that the man at the box-office insisted 
that Anne-Mane should love Jacques 
before the curtain went down. 

Though I grow older every day, yet 
there are two institutious in which I 
retain a touching and child-like faith: 
the Stock Exchange and the French 
Marriage. My faith is so great tliat 
I could believe anything o£ them. 
And so if they tell me that a great 
Copper King, who controls markets, has 
to lose eighty-four millions (no, still only 
francs) before he can ruin a com- 
paratively poor man who trusts him 



“I HEAR THE SOUKD OF WORDS.” 

Samson Agonistes, 

**Sa7n8on^^ Braeliard . . Mr. Bouechier. 

JMme le Govain . Mr. Charles Bryant. 

implicitly in matters of finance, I accept 
it humbly and with gratitude. And if 
they go on to say that a Lover would, 
on the first possible occasion, take a 
proud, cold, aristocrat of a Wife to a 
revolting supper party, where she would 
meet the very scourings of the streets, 
then again in all humility I believe. But 
a doubt win haunt me none the less, and 
I ask myself two questions : Has any- 
thing happened in the translation? 
Was Miss VioiFiT Yanbrugh, typical 
Englishwoman as she is, quite suited to 
the part of Anne-Marie ? 

The scene in the Third Act, where 
Jacques keeps Jesse in his private room 
at the Kitz, while Copper is being 
brought down, is an excellent one ; there 
actually is a short wrestling interlude 
here. In addition Mr. Bourchter does 
good work on as pleasant a lunch as I 
have seen on the stage. This is alwuys 
a popular feature with the audience, the 


feeling being, I suppose, one of satis- 
faction that an actor is a human being 
just like ourselves. But having missed 
my dinner on the night in question T 
could hardly bear it. 

Comic relief was supplied effec- 
tively by the relations of Jacques' wife. 

I fancy M. Bernsiein found that he was 
an hour short, and introduced the rela- 
tions at the beginning of each Act to fill 
up the time. Mr. Arthur Whitby and 
Mr. Kenneth Douglas were both very 
funny as Anne -Marie's father and 
brotlier respectively. I have mentioned 
Mr. Bourohier’s excellence as Jacques, 
and I must pay tribute also to Mr. 
Charles Bryant’s Jesse. Miss Edyth 
Latimer, who has a curiously fascinating 
voice and manner, showed, in the part 
o£ a discarded mistress of Jesse* that 
she fully deserved all that was said of 
her after her promising appearance in 
Idols. 

More Truth firom the Schoolroom. 

Teacher (reading History) : “ With 
loud shouts the Britons rushed forward, 
and the battle began. Men fought to 
the death ; no quarter was given* on 
either side.” Now can anyone teU me 
what is the meaning of “ No quarter was 
given”? 

Small Boy : Please, Sir, no half-time 
was allowed. 

The Bight of the Parent. 

One of the results of “ Nature Study ” 
in a Devonshire school has been the 
following letter: — 

“To He\d Teacher. — ^Please ask County 
Councils to sense my children from religious 
instruction in earth-worms and put them to 
somethink else. Jim*s father found five in is 
pocket.” 

The motor cabmen who recently waited 
on the Home Secretary with grievances, 
complained, among other things, lliat 
the present method of signaling to 
traffic by means of policemen’s hands is 
insufficient. Would they have them lift 
their feet ? 

“ It is, of course, impossible to ensure perfect 
accuracy in so large and encyclopaedic a work 
as ‘ Who’s Who,’ and these isolaed, and hardly 
derac 1234561234 little omissions and errors 
hardly detract from the value of the book as a 
whole.”— African News. 

Bless you, no ; they will creep in. 

— ■ - 1 

“ Sportslady of rank friend of horses and 
native of Germany or England, is wished as 
husband by an german gentleman, whidb. is 
travelled through Great Britain. Ladies 
interesting theyself for this offer are requested 
to send letters in german or english language.” 
— Neueste NachrieJiten, 

She should retaliate by letters in the 
German language sending. 
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THE CRUSHED TRAGEDIANS “TAKE THE BOARDS” AGAIN, THEATRE ROYAL, WESTMINSTER, 

(“ Grave and Urgent,” Mr. AsquitVs talented company of down-trodden stars resume iihe performance of tlie great melodrama, “ Under 
Lansdowne's Heel ; or, the Widced Peers and the Stultified Electorate.” 


* “ To-day, the one hundredth centenary of the birth of Mendelssohn.” ** Wind between north and south.”-—” Liverpool Daily Post ” Weather 

The Westminster Gazette, Eqoort, , ^ 

Somebody was bound to say this before the wondorfiil “ year A prophet is without honour iu his own country. A London 
of anniversaries ” was over." paper would put this gentleman on the Football Staff at once. 
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THE POLITE ART OF VITUPERATION. 

I. 

“Just look at tlieae boots,*’ said 
George. James looked, but the boots 
remained unmoved. “Well?” said 
George. 

“WeU?” said James, ever ready to 
oblige. 

“Did you ever see anything like 
them?” 

“Never,” said James emphatically, 
though he had no idea whether he was 
expressing wonder and admiration, or 
loathing and contempt. 

“They are disgraceful,” said George. 
“Abominable” said James, much 
relieved to find out what opinion he 
was to hold. “ What is the matter with 
them?” 

“Matter? Why, they are unwear- 
able. Fancy expecting a normal foot, 
not made of indiarubber, to go about in 
a boot with an instep like that ! ” 

“ Isn’t it tight enough ? ” 

“Tight enough? Why, it’s miles 
too tight. It is not to be tolerated. I 
am going to give the man that made it 
a thorough blowing up.” 

“I should give liim a piece of your 
mind,” said James. 

“I shall certainly give him a bit of 
my tongue,” said George. “Fancy 
dai’ing to send me a pair of boots like 
that ! I ’ll make the fellow sit up.” 

“I should tell him exactly what you 
think of him.” 

“ My dear James, when I have finished 
talking to him he will know so much 
about himself that he will wish he 
had never been born. Moreover, he 
shall take back those boots and inake 
me another pair for nothing. Let us 
go round and talk to the fellow now.” 

So minded, George and J ames set off 
for Bond Street. 

II. 

Arrived at the shop, they paused a 
moment to decide upon the line of 
attack, whether it should be the stormy 
or the sarcastic. Then they marched 
up to the door and allowed it to be 
opened for them, without flinching, 
Onc*e inside, a Gentleman with a frock- 
coat and white slip took charge of them, 
and, had they wanted to say “Jack 
Eobinson,” they could not have done so 
before they found themselves seated in 
large armchairs and the Gentleman 
kneeling affectionately at the feet of 
George. 

“ 1 have come,” said the latter, not to 
be demoralised by a soft carpet and a 
universal peace, “ about these boots.” 

“Indeed, Sir?” said the Gentleman, 
in a subdued voice which clearly re- 
buked George for talking so loud. He 
took off George’s old boots and put on 
the new ones, much as a nurse dresses 
a very bad child in very good clothes. 


“And a handsome pair of boots they 
are, Sir, if I may say so.” At this point 
James, for no paiticular reason, felt 
more ashamed of his own feet than he 
had ever felt ashamed of anything 
before. 

“ But look at them,” said George. 

“ Sh — ” said James. 

“Yes, Sir,” said the Gentleman, “I 
admit that I cannot help looking^ at 
them. Even for us they are a beautiful 
creation. Particularly observe, Sir, the 
perfect fit over the instep, producing a 
smart appearance which every boot- 
maker in London has for years been 
trying in vain to imitate.” 

“But surely they are a little too 
tight?” 

“Too tight, Sir?” said the Gentle- 
man, apparently aghast at George’s 
horrible suggestion; and then, as one 
whose innate breeding compels him to 
disguise his contempt, “ Oh, no, Sir. 
With a smart foot like yours you cannot 
have the instep too light. Too tight ? 
Oh, no, Sir ! ” — and even his breeding 
could not restrain just a little smile at 
the bare idea. 

“ But ...” said George, knowing in 
his heart that it was i*eally no use. 

“ Of course, Sir, if you are going to 
wear them in the very depths of the 
country, where none of your friends can 
see you, we oak . . . though it seems a 
pity to spoil them ... we can let them 
out a bit.” 

“I think they are just a little too 
tight,” said George, blushing but stub- 
born. 

“Well, of course, Sir, it is for you to 
say. If you insist . . . say, an eighth 
of an inch. We shall only charge you a 
shilling or two ; and what address shall 
I send them to ? ” 

^ Then, with one parting look of affec- 
tion, the Gentleman put the cause of the 
trouble back in the box, and with an 
effort lowered himself to put on George’s 
feet his old boots, made by another and 
therefore di-reputable firm. His lips 
only made some remark about the mild- 
ness of the weather, but his eyes clearly 
said, “After all, what can one expect 
from a man who could ever wear boots 
like these ? ” 

And so, having no further use for 
them, he gently put George and James 
out into the stieet again. 

III. 

After all,” said George, after a long 
silence, “ I could -not be too hard on the 
man. It wasn’t his fault; he didn’t 
make the boots. Besides, it was very 
decent of him to promise to send them 
back without charging for the postage.” 


A Pleasant Innovation. 

“ The bride appeared in a smart white frock 
of pale blue linen.”— Tfesiem Mail (Australia). 


ASTOUNDING THEATRICAL 
SENSATION. 

SELF-EFFACiisra Actor-MLanager. 

Interview with Mr. Reece. 

(Siiggested 'by the account of Mias Marie Dress- 
ler's altruistic methods recently given in 
“ The Vail Mall Gazette 

As I entered the stage door of the 
new Philadelphia Theatre in Shaftesbury 
Avenue, writes a representative of 
Punch, I felt myself engulfed in an 
atmosphere of bonhomie that almost took 
my breath away. The rehearsals of the 
new tragi-comedy, Mixed Pieldes, had 
been going on for sixteen hours almost 
continuously, but everyone was in the 
highest spirits. Seeing me at the wings, 
Mr. Reece greeted me with a shout of | 
welcome. “ An interview ? Of course, 
my dear fellow. We ’ll knock off work 
for half-an-hour, and I ’ll teU you some- 
thing about my methods. 

“Now look at this galaxy of talent. 
Lovely and accomplished women ; high- 
souled, chivah'ous men.” Here Mr. 
Reece — ^whose likeness in profile to his 
distinguished father, the late Captain 
Reece, R.N., is quite extraordinary — 
turned to the actors and actresses 
grouped around him and addressed them 
in words of the most intense and moving 
earnestness: “Never iorget, dear boys 
and girls,” were the words which fell on 
my astounded ears, “ that every one of 
you means more to me than I do myself. 
You interest me and the public more 
than the principals, because there is 
the element of uncertainty and the 
unexpected about you.” 

Leaving the chorus for a moment, Mr. 
Reece indicated another special feature 
of his management by pointing out a 
number of the principals, and saying, 
“ Every one of them has a fatter part 
than mine. You know London audi- 
ences don’t really want any one person. 
On the stage, as in politics, il n'y a 'pas 
d^homme nicessaire. We live in an age 
of Collectivism. And don’t you imagine 
that I do this against the grain. It is a 
tradition of the family — ^you know my 
father’s motto, “It was his duty and he 
did.” Take this play ; I had a splendid 
scene in the first Act when it was 
ori^naRy cast, but, like Jack Sprat, I 
can’t stand fat, so I gave it up to some- 
one else.” 

“ But surely you repented your 
generosity ? ” 

“ Not a bit of it, my dear boy. The 
fact is I like producing much more than 
acting, and I have practically decided 
never to appear in another play, though 
I have taken the theatre for fourteen 
years. Ah, here is Otis Lemuel,” he 
said, summoning to his side the young 
jeune premier who is already famous in 
Australia. “ He is really gorgeous, and 
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“ Get back there, can’t you ? ” 

“ GaBN, I ’VE GOT SHARES IN THE COMPANY. Oan’T I SEE MY OWN PLACE BURN ? ” 


he has a gorgeous part. Haven’t you ? ” 
he asked him. 

“ Simply ripping,” replied Mr. 
Lemuel, affectionately putting his ann 
round the actor-manager’s neck ; “ but I 
owe it to you, my first and greatest 
benefactor.” 

“ Ah, but if you hadn’t got the brain 
of a Garrick and the figure of an Apollo,” 
replied Mr. Reece, ‘*you would never 
have got where you are — at the top of 
the tree.” 

Shedding a few natural tears of 
gratitude Mr, Lemuel retired, and then 
Mr. Bert Folsom came up, and in a voice 
trembling with emotion stammered out : 
“Mr. Reece has been a father and 
mother to me. But for him I might 
have gone into the diplomatic service or 

politics “ Instead of which,” adds 

Mir. Reece, “ you are now the idol of the 
Antipodes and earn a sala^ of £200 a 
week. And he’s worth it too, every 
penny of it.” 

Similar testimonies to the angdic 
kindness of Mr. Reece were also forth- 
coming from Miss Letty Slazenger, Miss 
Daisy GeUibrand and Mr. Uther Hipkins. 

“ Rehearsing for Mr. Reece,” they re- 
marked in unison, “ is a labour of love. 


He is the best man in the world. We 
would all die for him this minute.” 

“Yes, mine is indeed a happy lot,” 
remarked Mr, Reece afterwards. “ You 
remember the beautiful old lyric : — 

* If you love me and I love you, 

\Ve *11 both of us love one another : 

So wrap me up in the Union Jack, 

And kiss me for my mother ! ’ 

It has always been my aim to run my 
show on those lines, and so far I think 
I have succ eeded.” 

THE CRISIS. 

My heart is lost to Grace and Rose, 

Each lovelier than the dawn and 
blither ; 

But how on earth can I propose 
To either? 

For both I burn with flame devout, 

The sort no time nor chance can 
smother. 

But somehow not for one without 
The other. 

If Grace consented to be mine, 

Her single charms would soon seem 
prosy ; 

With tenfold passion I should pine 
For Rosie. 


Conversely, were I linked with R., 

I doubt not (such is Cupid’s curst 
wile) 

That Grace would seem diviner far 
Than erstwhile. 

Next problem : either might refuse. 

But would it calm my bosom’s 
heavings. 

Bereft of half my love, to choose 
The leavings? 

And if they both disdained my hand 
The prospect fairly makes me shiver, 

I do not think my health would stand 
The river. 

Yet here we are — ^time flies apace — 

Just now I take a modest breather, 

But soon it must be Rose or Grace, 

Or neither. 

And since, dear Sir, whate’er betides. 
The outlook seems a sadly glum one. 

And swains despairing must confide 
In someone, 

Please help a suitor in distress, 

Lest love’s true course that never ran 
weR 

Should make him alter his address 
To Hanwdl. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


author of them. Still, a fine story, written with care and j 
distinction* 


{By Mr. Flinches Staff of Learned Glerhs.) Reminiscences of my lAJe (Pitman) Sir Cbarles Santley 

My African Journey (Hodder and Siocghion), which is the continues and supplements the story of his brilliant career 
story of a visit paid to Uganda by the Rt. Hon. Winston as set out some years ago in Student and Singer. It is a | 
Splnceb CiiuiiouiLL, M.P., does not pretend to be the record rambling and ^ discursive narrative, not without engaging | 
of a pioneer ; nor does the author here press his claims as a qualities, for Sir Charles makes no^ effort to disguise his likes i 
mighty hunter, though the cover of his book represents him, and dislikes. Sims Reeves was his friend, and he defends | 
in fi blood-red landscape, posed beside a prostrate rhinoceros, that great singer’s memory with a creditable warmth, which 
One of these monstrous fauna he felled with his own hand, is, however, not incompatible with a few sly, but good - 1 
and took part in the peppering of another to death ; but the humoured, digs at ^s. Reeves, her husband’s jealous cham- 
quest of big game was only an incidental feature in his pion. Boito’s music he cannot abide, and for Wagner’s he 
progress as an exalted tripper along a coiuse where every has a limited admiration. Fortunate!;^ Sir Charles has lived 
need had been anticipated and tiie only opposition on his long enough to note a strong reaction in favour of the names 
path came from hostile and predatory tiibes of insects. But he venerates. Sir Chari^s’s writing, I may add, is not quite 
his narrative of a not very difliculfc enterprise is invested so careful and highly finished as the singing by which he 
with a literary charm unusual in the ordinary traveller’s tale, has delighted nearly two generations. There is an artless 
Always ob=5erVant, jMr. Chdrchill is more concerned to convey happy-go-lucky kind of slap-dash about it, as, for instance, 
truly his impressions than to make fine writing; but now when he refers to our old iiieiadArgus as “the fabled what’s- 
and again, as in his,^ — — — — his-name, eyes all 

CtThetfveffuU MiliilMlll 1 1 Tlr Pf I 

play to a natural and hARctAL B iscuits Fan invAuA& - - A /[J ]" “ sharp as “ a clear 

vivid eloquence. But ^ ^/j\ [rl^ourI full-bodied 

he went to study bSSw never 

other things than “SSixl*" suffered from even a 

tropicalscenery ; and touch of measles; 

the suggestions that 

he offers on the de- |r 1 1 llliv 1 1 jnmps, but to jump 

velopinent of the ® the benches, and 

Uganda Protectorate ^ ^ give the singer a 

reflect an attitude of ® hearty hug, not to 

mind that is states- j||L l(||||H I | dive down wnrfer the 

manlike in the broad- L 1 benches to avoid any 

est and most humane o 1% /Jalv lOl®™ danger from chips 

sense. I should be ^ ^ ^ (6i pa ||| ^ \ m L flying about.” There 

sorry to seem to ^aU ^ ^ is certainly no lack of 

activities in the Charies TOs\lways 

sphere o£ home poll- » ^ood sleeper;- 

tics ; but his book — "" " ■ “ When I was smg- 

shows him to be EXPLODED REPUTATIOKS. ing at Covent Garden 

possessed of qualities^ AirarD the Geeat, iu 1859-60,” he says, 

that call for a wider — — dined earlv no 
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EXPLODED REPUTATIOKS. 
AirarD the Geeat, 


his-name, eyes all 
over,” or describes 
Tamberlik’s high C 
sharp as “a clear 
ringing full-bodied 
note that had never 
suffered from even a 
touch of measles ; 
it gave you the 
jmnps, but to jump 
the benches, and 
give the singer a 
h^rty hug, not to 
dive down under the 
benches to avoid any 
danger from chips 
flying about.” There 
is certainly no lack of 
pictorial vividness 
about that. Sir 
Charles was always 
a i;ood sleeper : — 
“When I was sing- 
ing at Covent Garden 
in 1859—60,” he says, 
“I dined early, 3 30 


scope than our over-exploited island is ever likely to afford or 4 ; and after a heavy opera and a fast of about eight hours 
I him ; and I shall hope to live long enough to see him enrolled I felt ravenous, ready for anything, from bread and cheese to 
among the makers of Empire as Ctovernor of Uganda, roast donkey stuffed with horse-soldiers. I frequently ate 

rr ..7 if 7 - T, .7 TTr • IT. A T7 supper a sheep’s heart roast, with sage and onions, 

The Faitli of las Fathers (LfaRosn) is a prize novel by A. E. accompanied by an abundant salad, and went off to bed and 
Jimw, selected by Messrs. Imasm Lakg, W L. Couktott, to sleep in a jiffey.” 0 dura carOorum ilia is the respectM 
and Oixiimr SroaiEB, for a prize of two hundred and fifty murmur that rises to one’s Ups. Yet when he was in A^ica 
guineas. It is also selected hy me for a few words of hearty Sir Ciueli^ could not digest what he calls “whoffles'”i Thev 
Mmmendation as a strong and sme^ story of prcuincial life, remained on his chest like lead. Six- Ohabius met Dante 
T} iiZmm *4ffc!nsoii was one of those honest bigots who T-iewed Rossern once and was not favourably impressed with him. 
We Bt^dily, mi saw oidy a fraction of it-a nai-row-minded “ Whatwer else he had an eye for,” he Ws, “he certainlv 
phoist who st^p^ all sngument with a (inptation had not one for a pretty woman, judging ^m the plain- 
from the Bible. He his weak son 6fep7ien into an looking type he was so fond of re|iolicing. I ,lmiot 

ui^ppy nmmage, and jounced Bachd, his daughter, imagine who it was dubbed him poet.” Was itnot7S 
when she b^e engaged to a man who coidd not accept alios ct alias; The Blessed Damoz^? “I never ^w ^ 
his own cre^ ; and he fin% resided his p^t at the works again,” ho adds, “so had no personal acquaintance rSh S 
because thefinnhadacceptedacontraottomak™ R.LP.1” Come, that ’s chr^tabb, anyhow. 

A Tirto nfiOTt finmlf ATi.cift .T ArtAMTl fnn nmf at liiai* bav in +l-»a ' t Jf 


A fine man spoilt. Miss Jagomb (ho hint of her sex in the ‘ ^ ^yaow. 

story) shows very surely how in Athinson the wife’s — - - 

sweet faith in her husband is gradually turned to bitter in 

the mother’s love for her children. The final tragedy, “By the way, altkongh Sir Alfied is so much identified Tvitkcrclbg, 
Steflien*s killing of his wife, is accidental and capricious — ^ greatly intexested iu the development of canals.”— a?^eZh?^. 

it would have been far truer had the mother, maddened by This is one of those spontaneous remarks which brin®' the 
her children’s wrongs, inevitably turned upon the direct press very near the heart of die great British public. 
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Tx future the speeches of overj" 
Member of Parliament will he reported 
verbatim by official reporters. It is 
evidently becoming difficult to induce 
candidates to stand, and extra induce- 
menls have to be offered. 

^ 4c 
rk 

‘‘Be such as yoin* Patliers were of 
yore,” sings the JPoEr L\DiUxVira in his 
latest patriotic verses, ^^Oiiard luth your 
harrels the British shore, This is 
surely perilously near to a parody of 
“ Beer, (forloiis heer ” ? 

♦ ♦ 

♦ 

The question whether the personality 
which an actor or an actress adopts on 
the stage may not ultimately dominate 
such person is being discussed. There 
can be little doubt, however, that some- 
times actresses who play the part of a 
woman with a past have actually antici- 
pated the role, 

* * 

The Chief Burgo- 
master of Berlin proposes 
to give the names of Eng- 
lish cities to several local 
streets. We have had a 
Jermyn Street for many 
years. 

4c 4c 
4c 

We hear from a private 
source tliat the Kaiscii 
was extremely annoyed 
that the weather during 
the King’s visit left so 
much to be desired, as he 
was afraid that his guest 
might take it as another 
sign of his host’s w'aning 
influence. 

4c 4c 
* 

Meanwhile, in order to be prepared 
for all eventualities, tlie Crown Prince 
or Germany, yvc are informed, is learn- 
ing jiu-jitsu. 

4c 4: 

4! 

The statement by Dr. Tnoe, Lady 
Margaret Professor of Divinity at 
Cambridge, that the uj[)per classes of 
this countiy arc physically, intellectu- 
ally, and morally among the finest 
specimens of humanity who have ap- 
peared since the ancient Greeks, has, we 
hear, resulted in an immense rush to 
join their ranks. 

4e 4c 
4c 

It is rumoured that the monkey, 
Consul, who is now appearing at the 
Ilippodroiiie is to be the gue*st of honour 
at a forthcoming dinner in celebration 
of the Darwin Centenaiy. 

***4c* 

“ If you had the courage of ycair an- 
cestors,” said the inimitable Mr. Grayson 
to a Tower Hill gathering, “ you would 
eat the people who live in the Squares.” 
Many simple country folk Yvill be horri- 


fied to loam that one of the Squares j 
through which Mr. Grayson’s audience 
subsequently passed now called Eaton 
Square. 

4: 

4c 

“ Women will want to fly, but there 
will 1)0 no aerial navigation for them if 
they choo<^e to wear criuoliaes,” says 
Madame Lucile. Surely there is a mis- 
take here? The crinolines will form 
the most admirable x»arachutos. 

4* 4c 
* 

Meanwhile there can be little doubt 
that the Directoire costume is doomed. 
The following advertisement is a sign 
of the times: — “For sale — a great bar- 
gain — handsome evening dress — 
ahle tor the wife of a Director,'' 

*4*. 4. 

• ^ 

III America suggestions are being 
imuiecl for a title to enable bachelors to 
be distinguished from married men — 
such as the Miss and tiic Mrs. ol the 



air-ship destroyers. M. Lori^son evi- 
dently^ does not know that our War 
Office is already in pos-.ession of such an 
invention. It works in conjunction 
with our airship. 

4c 4c 
4c 

At last we are able to record a little, 
success for our Army aeroplane, proving 
it to be of some i)ractical value. , Last 
week, after rising into the air for about 
100 feet, it fell to the ground with such 
force that it would undoulitedl^^ have 
killed an enemy had he been under it. 

4: 4c ' 

* i 

A provincial milkman has l>een fined 
forty shillings and costs for shouting 
wdiile selling his milk. We believe 
! that in many cases the din created by 
I the milkman is, if the truth were known, 
an attempt to dvmvn the noise caused 
by the chattering of the microbes. 

4c 4c 

Overheard during a classical dancer s 
turn at a certain hall: 
“Mmnmy, is that Lady 
rich ? ” Yes. my child,' 
very.” ‘'Then why doesn’t 
she wear more clothes, 
i\Iimiiny ? ’’ 




EMIGRATE! EMIGRATE! 

“OOMC WnERE THL GKYPrS APE TVPCCIl” 


other sex. “Why not let the iiian be 
Master until he marries? ” asks a lady. 

4c 4c 

4s 

The Oxford Union has passed a reso- 
lution that “it is the duty of Oxford to 
take an increased part in the education 
of the democnicy.” It sounds abnost in- 
credible, but wo believe it to be a fact 
that many members of the lower classes 
do not know a single Spoonerism. 

4: 4c 
4: 

Arrangements have been made for 
trams to run through the grounds of the 
“ White City.” It is thought, no doubt, 
that much amusement will be caused by 
the sight of country visitors trying to 
avoid being run over by them. Some 
idea of the congestion of space may be 
obtained from the statement that " Pas- 
sengers travelling by these cars will be 
able to grasp the general features of the 
exhibition and grounds.” 

V 

M, Jacques Lorisson, in an article 
in La Feruc d' Aviation, calls attention to 
the necessity to our country of haY-ing 


f.ocal]\ — and, it would 
secui, generally too -we have 
had enough lam lu this year 
ofgiaco to stimulate scientific 
interest if only in the theory 
of ]>iobabilities as it applies 
to the chances ol ever again 
seeing the sun shine “w ithoiit 
intei mission lor twenty-four 
houi-s " J oha nnebhnrg btar. 
lioughly the chances 
against thib happening 
locally arc tliree billion 
to one. [f scientific in- 
terest should ever want 
fiirthei’^ stimulants we are always ready 
to administer them. 


From a letter to tlie Bengal Post- 
master-General : — 

- Although the bngliah Mail liaui 
] assed lluougU Bally static n shortlj after noon 
yesterday, for some reason or otlier, it was 
after 7 o’clock until the Bally letters reached 
-P.O. ]>e&i)ite the mijiortance of tlie mail, 
the postmaster made no attempt tu deliver the 
Bally bag to Bally postmaster oi to advise 
him to call for it YVe alteiwards discovered 
that Bally postma-^tcr had scut three or four 
times for bags ’’ 

By this carelessness in naming jJaces in 
India the official manner is completely 
spoilt. 

“A scientific colleague Cjuoted the lines of 
Pope that still the uonder giew, that one small 
head coidd cany all he knew ' ” — Daily UmiMe, 

Whereupon a literary colleague quoted 
the lines of Goldsmith that 

“still ho dared to hope 

That one fat head won't gi\e Incline's to Pope.” 


voi. exswt. 
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THE PRIVATE REFLECTIONS OF A CONSCIENTIOUS FOX. 

(-Is they might occur to him, if— as, hemg a highly-intelllgent anhml, is 
not so very improbable ajter all— he should happen to be a constant 
reader of the admirable “ Iluntmg ” notes m ''The Daily TelegraphT) \ 

Must he up and doing before long. Plorn Hounds meet 
in tbis wood to-day “by invitation.” Whose invitation? 

'm sure I never asked ’em ! They are going to make wliat 
the dever gentleman who describes all tbe runs so pictu- 
resquely in The Dally Telegraph would call a “ raid.” Why 
“ raid ” 9 Always thought “ raiding” was my ]ob. “ But he 
must know best. I do admire his style. Wonder how he ’ll 
describe the weather. Will he call this “ a wild stormy day 
that bodes none too promisingly,” or merely mention that 
“ the wind is spiced"' with abnormal harshness ” ? Shall I 
gather that “hounds have again to grapple with an extremely 
bad scent ” ? All I can say js that, if so, they can’t blame me. 
If they find it disagreeable, they^needn’t run after it . . . 

Can hear hounds whimpering. Expect I shall be what 
the D. T, gentleman calls “ unkennelled ” before long. 

Queer word that, “ unkennelled.” A sportsman with all 
1x18 experience can’t be confusing a fox with a hound, I 
suppose ? But no — it ’s sure to be correct. If I don’t live 
in a kennel, I ought to, that ’s aU. Hope he ’ll be out to-day, 
and write something pleasant about wie. He can be rather 
severe on some foxes. Called one a “ craven ” the other day, 
and said he “ tried to shirk his obligations.” If he wrote 
that of me, I don’t ihink I should ever hold up my brush 
again. But what arc my “ obligations ” exactly ? 

The D, T, gentleman, I know, likes a fox to “accept 
his mission cheerfully.” Only I wasn’t aware that I had 
any mission. And if I liave, I shan’t get time to make any 
converts. Then he’ll expect me to be “full of courage.” 
One fox whom he mentions with approval “ stood in front 
of hounds for just over two hours.” Afraid I should never 
have courage enough for that. At same time, from other 
remarks of his, can’t help thinking he would ratlier I ran 
away. Very puzzling to know what I really ought to do. 

Point settled for me. Hounds have, as the D, T, sports- 
man win probably put it, “ got me quickly on the move,” 
and are “ pushing me away.” I am out in the open now. 
Getting across a field : I would “ traverse” it instead, if I 
knew how it ’s done — only I don’t. Hounds some distance 
in rear, but “ working,” to do them justice, “ with marked 
perseverance.” My business is to “lead the chase,” and act 
as their “ pilot.” A heavy responsibility. I do hope I shan’t 
run them into any difficulties ! I£ I took ’em across the railway 
line just when a train was coming up, the D. T, gentleman 
might be nasty about it next day. Will make — ^I mean 
“shape my course” — for Pounders HiU, and endeavour to 
“cai-rya bold front” over it. Am bold enough in front— 
but not so sure about the brush end ei me, I will “hie 
on. ” 

Still “hie-ing on.” I suppose this is what the D. T, 
sportsman will call “ a merry twenty minutes.” Hope he is 
near enough to notice that I am “ one of the right stamp,” 
and am “ enabling tbe hounds to credit themselves with a 
rousing hunt.” They are hunting very prettily, I will say 
that for them ; but mere prettiness is apt to pall after a time. 
Have had enough of it already. . . . 

Drop into SUnkby’s Spinney. Find another fox there— 
luckily a fellow I know, and one of the best. Would he mind 
taking the hounds on for a bit till I get my wind back ? Such 
a pity to spoil their sport just as Uiey ’re getting so keen. He 
says, “ All right— he ’s game to give ’em a * jaunt ’ for a few 
minutes.” He does. . . . 

Capital view of run from edge o£ spinney. My substitute 
has shown them the way over a brook, which (as I trust the 
D. T, sportsman will not forget to record) is “ taking its usual 
toll.” He may be paying the toll himself, for all I know. 


“ Things,” as he would put it, “ are going uncommonly 
brightly, hounds giving a most praisevrorthy display, and 
running with rare determination and self-reliance.” So is 
my poor friend — with too much sell-reliance, indeed. Can’t 
make out from where I am whether ho is “ rolled,” “ bowled,” 
or “ toppled ” over, or simply “ pulled down ” — but evidently 
hounds have “ closed his existence.” Well, well, he wiil 
have a kindly obituary notice in the D. T, to-moiTow— i£ its 
representative is out of the brook — and what more can he 
want? . . . 

Honnds will probably be “ringing back” here shortly. 
Better not wait lor them. Will follow example of one of the 
D, Tfs foxes, and “go to ground in a rabbi t-wan-en.” Tight 
squeeze getting in. Occasion what tho D, T, gentleman calls 
a “flutter” and “brief scurries,” — only7^e refeis to horses, 
not rabbits. Explain to residents that this is not a business 
visit. Lie low and make myself agreeable, till informed by 
eldeily and highly nervous rabbit that “ bolting ” is going 
on above. He offers, most obligingly, to show me out by 
back way. Mustn’t forget, i£ spared, to call on him to- 
morrow. N.B. Elderly — ^Imtplnmp. . 

“ Set going ” once more. “ Quick response ” from hounds. 
Must “harden my heart,” and try at least “ to furnish them 
with a' spin” before I am'^'run down. 1 think the D, T, 
representative will admit that I am “ yielding a very enjoy- 
able hunt.” Hounds behind me seem to be “ keeping the 
fun well sustained ” and “making light of obstacles.” They 
are -certainly “ pushing me smartly along.” 

Fancy the field is “reduced to a vanishing point,” as I 
shall be presently unless I ’m jolly careful. Hope the D, T, 
gentleman hasn’t taken a toss. Should like him to be in 
at the finish. Then he could describe it in bis own inimit- 
able manner. Like this : “ The old warrior sustained a lot 
more punishment before being toppled over dead-beat in the 
open.” That’s an epitaph any fox might feel proud of ! I 
do hope he won’t remark, as he did in one case, that I am 
“ carrying anything but a bloom on my coat,” Don’t like 
personalities — and besides, “ De mortiiis” &c. 

The thing that is worrying me most— at present -is what 
sort of finish I shall get. I mean, shall I be “ handsomely 
killed,” “ polished off,” or “ grimly dealt with ” ? Not quite 
clear what the distinction is, but must say I don't lelish 
the idea of being “grimly dealt with.” Sounds so very 
unpleasant. . . . 

It may be only my fancy, but it strikes me I’ve “run the 
hounds out of scent.” Most inconsideiate of me ! They ’re 
not in sight anyhow. Ought I to allow ’em time to come* up. 
Seems only polite, after all the trouble 1 ’ve given them. And 
then there’s the D, T, representative — should be sori*y to 
forfeit his good opinion. He might give me such a good 
notice I On the other hand, if he did, I should never see 
it. And there ’s an earth dose by that ’s really uncommonly 
handy. I think, perhaps, I ’d better be “ getting in. ”... 

I have. Regret to disappoint the Plorn pack — ^for whom I 
have the highest respect, and particularly the D, T, gentle- 
man. But his “Hunting” notes will be more interesting 
than ever to-morrow morning. F. A. 


In a bookseller’s catalogue Wordsworth is quoted as 
authority for the statement that one of the most pathetic of 
human compositions is “Pluto’s records of the last four 
scenes of the career of Socrates,” !I^uto would certainly 
have the very latest news. 


From an advertisement of a “ Boxing Academy ” in The 
Daily Dispatch : — 

“ Pupils embrace many champions and instructors.” 

After a few such clinches pupils will wish they hadn’t 
come. V 
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PRIDE OF COUNTRY. 

French SociaJUt ^‘Poes 3T not make your blood boil, my rRiiiKD, to see all these rich teoile?” 
Bill (dmon on his Inch). “ Frenohman, ain’t yer?” 

SooialisL “Yes.” 

Bill. “ You ain’t got ’orses like that in Paris, I bet.” 


LUXURY AT THE HALLS. 

New Methods op Barbeeism* 

[The management of the Empire hive opened 
a barber’s ^op in the stalls foyer. “The 
equipment of the complete ittle salon de coiffure 
in the luxurious later Empire style,” so we 
read in The Daily Mailt “ comprises a troupe 
of three artist coiffeurs, a cultured lady mani- 
curist, an accomplished hat-ironer, and the 
dernier cri in boo polishers.” The staff has 
also been strengthened by the addition of an 
i interpreter, a Hungarian baron, who is attired 
in goigeous livery and who speaks seven 
languages with impunity.] 

On inquiry at the Friv. we learned I 
that within the last few days every box | 
had been equipped with a Turkish Bath, ' 
so completely screened off that hahiticSs 
will be enabled to indulge in this 
luxurious form of ablution without 
attracting the attention of the rest of 
the audience. Another admirable and 
patriotic new departure is the importa- 
tion of a drill sergeant who will give 
instruction gratis in the space at the 
back of the stalls between the turns. 
Ooncun'ently with the performance on 
the stage it has been arranged that Dr. 
Emil &ioh shall give lectures in the 
lounge on the Pre-Socratics to the accom- 
paniment of a Hungarian dulcimer. 


At the StoUiseum the innovations are 
of a character entirely in keeping with 
the literary and philosophic accomplish- 
ments of the Manager. Thus every seat 
in the gallery carries with it the right 
to consult Who^s Who. every seat in 
the balcony is provided wiih a copy of 
Delrett: underneath every stall is a dainty 
case containing the complete works of 
Herbert Spencer ; and every box is fitted 
with shelves containing a complete set 
of The Dictionary of National Biorfrajdnj, 
The manager of the Cosmopolitan 
states that his New Features are of a 
most wide - reaching and sensational 
character, but he does not wish to dis- 
count their effect by any premature an- 
nouncement. He contents himself for 
the moment by mentioning that, except- 
ing the first row, every seat in the stalls 
and balcony will be provided with an 
X-ray apparatus, enabling occupants to 
see through the most umbrageous and 
opaque of Meny "Widow hats. The 
attendants are all first-rate linguists, 
speaking Russian, Japanese, and Es]p»er- 
anto, and the chucker-out is an Austrian! 
archduke who was exiled from his native' 
land for wearing open-work socks at a: 
Court Ball. ^ i 

A charming invention, which bids fair 


to enhance the already immense popu- 
larity of the Columbia, has been intro- 
duced at that famous music-hall. Every 
seat in the house is capable of revolving 
like a music-stool, so that, when so 
disposed, the spectator can turn his 
back on the stage and face in any direc- 
tion he pleases. Again, besides supply- 
ing the usual refreshments, theattendants 
provide narcotics, sedatives and other 
drugs enabling weary persons to slumber 
peacefully in their seats. In cases where 
the sleepers liave not awakened at the 
close of the performance, the attendants 
are then instructed to remove them in 
ambulances to the restaurant, where hot 
coffee and other stimulants are provided. 

Sport in High. Life. 

“ A. yoiiiig mosquito vra^ recently captured 

hy llio Mayor at liis lesidenec It had ; 

severely bitten the Mayoress before it was | 
ctLiiQlii^^—Wolvcrhain'pton Express 

“One almost nevci sees a ivindmill turn- 
ing. . . . One thinks of the time when they 
were alive, of the great circles of the sails, 

“ Tlie meal sacks on the whitened floor, 

Tiie dark round of the dripping wheel.” 

I The Nation. 

iThe last line explains why they are 
i called windmills. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Little Arthur’s Road to Knotoisdgb. 

(Papa, aged. 40 ; lAttle Art^inr^ aged 12.) 

Little Arthur, Papa! 

Pa^a, Yes, mj boy, wbat is it ? 

L, A, Wouldn’t you like to shoot elephants and hippo- 
potamuses — 


L. A. Oh, I see ; but it tells you a lot about his rifles and 
his bullets and his tents and his folding baths ; and, oh, 
Papa, isn’t this splendid of him? It says {reading) : “It is 
the known wish of the President that the expedition into 
Africa shall be made with the privacy that marks, or should 
mark, any scientific expedition, and no newspaper represen- 
tatives will accompany the party.” But, I say, Papa. ! 

Papa, Yes, my boy ? 

L, A, Why do they have such a lot about it in the papers 


Papa, Hippopotami, Arthur, hippopotami. Remember, it ’s now? It teUs you all about his “rot-proof tents, green in 
Din the Greek. colour, and liis mosquito netting, camp-tools and cooking 

L, A, All right : hippopotami and rhinoceri and lions and utensils,” and it says he will sleep on the simplest kind of 
ings. Wouldn’t you like to? light cot. Why does it say all that? 

Papa, Oh, well, I don’t know. I daresay I should; but Papa, Look here, my boy, you’d better run along and 

isiness, you know. I ’ve got to stick to business. play. I’m . i o 

L. A, Yes, Papa, I know ; but hasn’t President Roosevei.t L, A, But, Papa, why does he want to shoot the animals? 
)t any business ? Why can’t he leave them alone ? 

Papa (joGosely), I don’t know that he ’s got any business to Papa, Out you go. I ’ve got my letters to write. 


things. Wouldn’t you like to ? 

Papa, Oh, well, I don’t know. I daresay I should ; but 
business, you know. I ’ve got to stick to business. 

L. A, Yes, Papa, I know ; but hasn’t President Roosevei.t 
got any business ? 

Papa (jocosely), I don’t know that he ’s got any business to 
shoot elephants; but then you see he’s a great man — 
President of the United States and all that. 

L. A, Oh, I see. Does that make a difference then ? 

Papa, WeU, of course he’s different. A man like that 
must have some rest, you know, after his term of office is over. 
He ’s entitled to some rest. 

L, A„ But he won’t rest much, will he ? 

Papa, That’s his way of resting, anyhow. He just wants 
to go out to Africa and shoot a few things. He doesn’t want 
any fuss about it. 

L. A, But, Papa, there ’s quite a lot about it in the paper 
to-day. You know you told me to read the paper. 

Papa, Certainly, my boy. I want you to know what’s 
going on in the world. 

L, A, Yes, Papa. Well, it says {^reading from pap&t*) 
“ Mr. Roosevelt has decided to take rest ” 

Papa. Didn’t I tell you? 

L. A. “ — ^has decided to take rest and recreation in a two- 
years’ trip abroad, half of which will be spent in Africa under 
the British flag as a faunal naturalist.” Papa 1 

Papa, Yes, my boy. 

L. A. What is a faunal naturalist ? Have you ever been 
a faunal naturalist ? 

Papa. Hum — ^ha, well, I don’t know. I’m not sure that 
I ever have been. It ’s one of those American expressions — 
just a way of saying things. Doesn’t mean anything in 
particular. 

L. A. I see. And it says that his son Kermit is going 
with him. That’ll be jolly for Kermit, won’t it? .^d,I 
say, isn’t Kjermit a rum name ? 

Papa. An American name, my boy. 

L. A. Yes, I see. And then there ’s something in the 
paper about his going away because (reading) “ he intends 
to put himself beyond the reach of those persons who, he 
believes, would inevitably seek, if he were witbin reach, 


THE WALLFLOWER. 

PEEEsnjTiAL bud, accustomed long to seek 
The mural sbelter of the uninvited — 

If of her charms we hesitate to speak, ^ 

Her hopes, at any rate, remain unblighted. 

She trips it still, though her fantastic toe 
Has lost the lightness of its first endeavour ; 

For men may come (sometimes) and men may go, 
Bat she goes on (expecting ’em) for ever. 

Once mom we watch her in her mellow glee 
Shambling around at their infrequent bidding ; 

Or looking (in the Lancers, figure 3) 

Sweetly suggestive of a Vanguard skidding ; 

Or sitting out and, with engaging slang, 

Voicing her girlish preference lor ices ; 

Or toying pertly with a pink meringue, 

Of which a simple crumb or two sulBces. 

We watch her partners— men who never shrink, 
Courtiers whom coy antiquities deter not, 

Who utter blithely, “ This is ours, I think,” 

While wishing most profoundly that it were not. 

It is the same in Hornsey or Mayfair — 

In either grade, the middle or the upper — 

If youth is on the hop she ’s always there, 

And someone ’s got to take her in to supper ! 


NEW CONVERTS TO ROME. 


to use his influence with the administration of President The success which has been recently achieved by composers 
W ILLIAM H. Taft. There ’s a lot more like that. Is that bearing Latinised names — Sibelius, Delias, Sec. — ^has seriously 
supposed to be very noble of Mr. Roosevelt ? Doesn’t he influenced a number of native musicians, and we understand 
lifee President Will i a m H. Taft? that the following aliases have been entered provisionally at 

Papa. Like him ? Of course he does. Stationers’ TTflll : — 

L. A. Well, he ’s running a long way away from him, 
isn’t he? Oughtn’t he to stay and help him? And, Papa, 
is Mr. Roosevelt a very hrave man ? 

Papa. Certainly, my boy, very brave indeed. 

L, A. But it says (reading) : There is not a member of 
the party who is not an excdlent rifle-shot, and assurances 
have been given that not the least fear need be entertained 
for Mr. Roosevelt’s safety while he is away.” H it ’s so safe, 

Papa, I don ’t see much fun in gomg ; do you ? 

Papa, Ah, but perhaps they ’re mistaken, you know. 

L. A, Who are mistaken, Papa ? 

Papa, Why, the people who give these assurances. 


Stationers’ Hall : — 
Henry J. Wood 
Dr. Charles Wood 
Charles Manners 
Joseph Holbrooke 
Algernon Ashton 
Henry Bird . 
Percy Pitt • 
Clara Butt . 


Silvias Borussicus. 
Silvias Hibemicus. 
Stentor Benemoratus. 
Josephus Totorivulus. 
Cinerivicus Mausoleus. 
Avis Comitans. ^ * 

Patens Persicus. 
Philomda Gigantea. 


Another Phenomenal Birth. 

TjawnEAii-OLD pianist born in Aldgate.”— D aiZi/ Qhronlde, 
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“SAVE ME FROM MY FRIENDS.” 

The scandal can be no longer hushed 
up, and the following correspondence 
must now be pxibli&hed. Should offence 
be taken by the gentlemen involved, 
the cigarette-box will be at once returned, 
with the affection that accompanied it, 
upon payment of costs np to date. 

Letter 1. — Messrs. Ashcroft^ Hannsorij 
Barratf^ Page, Pearsall and Watson 
to Plr^ny and Go., Jewellers, etc., 
Gamlridge.'' 

You will remember Mr- Masters (of 
this college) and ourselves looking at 
some silver things in your shop this 
morning. Kindly send the cigarette box, 
which Mr. Masters so much admired, 
to Mr. Masters. We will look in and pay 
you some time to-morrow. S. A. 

Letter 2. — The same gentlemen to Mr. 

Masters. 

Dear Old Johh, — ^It was very kind of 
you but very foolish to suggest that we 
should refrain from giving you a little 
present on the occasion of jour twenty- 
first. Do you suppose we could let such 
an opportunity go by for showing our 
gratitude for your friendship and for 
marking our appreciation of jour excel- 
lent presence in the college? Do you 
imagine that we are going to let a few 
paltry shillings stand in our way? 
Please accept the cigarette-box as a joint 
present from all of us, and admire the 
ingenious deception by which we made 
you choose it yourself. With every good 
wish, both now and ever, 

Sam Ashcroft. 

Rollo Harrisok. 

Willie Barratt, 

Freddie Page. 

Jim Pearsall. 

Babe Waisoh. 

Letter 3. — Mr. Masters to Messrs. Ash- 
croft, Harrison, Bam^att, Page, 
Pearsall and Watson. 

Dear Old Crowd, — It was too good of 
you, and the cigarette-box is ripping. 
You oughtn’t to go spending all this 
money on me, and you have all got to 
come and take a little food with me in 
my rooms at seven-thirty to-night and 
drink my health. 

Yours, J. M. 

Letter i. — The Senior Tutor to Mr. 

Masters. 

Dear Mr. Masters,— Referring again 
to the disgraceful uproar in ji^our rooms 
last week, you informed me this morning 
of the melancholy catastrophe caused by 
the recent gale blowing in your window 
and dislodging at once all your pictures 
and most of your furniture, to which 
you attributed the noise in question. I 
have looked into the matter and at the 
same time consulted your kitchen and 



THINGS THAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN EXPKESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

Eostess “ But lou ’be eating nothing, Me Floot ” 

Mr Floot “ Oh, I NEVER eat much at the best or times ” 


buttery bills for tbe week in general, 
and for the night of the disturbance in 
particular. Though you have my sj-^m- 
pathy for the damage caused by the 
gale, I feel that the fact of its having 
blown two nights previous to the night 
under discussion is fatal to your argu- 
ment. A much more feasible explana- 
tion is offered by your heavy food and 
wine bills for that night. I am under 
the painful necessity of gating you for 
the rest of the term, but have this small 
consolation to give you. I have in- 
structed the kitchens and buttery to 
limit your supplies to the bare neces- 
sities of living for the lest of the term, 
so that you will he able to save money 
to recoup the damage done to j’’our 
furniture. Yours faithfully, 

W. Blckley. 


Letter 5. — Pinny and Co., Jewellers, etc., 
Gamhrldge, to Mr. Masters. 

Dear Sir, — We supplied you with a 
sohd silver cigarette-box (cedar wood 
lining and initials extra) in the early 
part of last j'ear, and have not yet 
been paid for the same. We regret 
that we are unable to give unlimited 
credit, and must ask for immediate pay- 
ment of the sum of 2 14s. 6d., as per 
enclosed bill. In the absence of such 
payment we shall be compelled to place 
the matter in the hands of our solicitors. 

Your respectful servants, ^ 
Peot and Co. 

“ In a club match at Sydney Tiamper scored 
105 luns in ten minutes "'--Daily Chronicle 

Have you heard our new fishing story ? 
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mrri, nA^Tvn-oaTAXT got worse and woi-so, and at last died, self to Vincent witt an adoring persist- 

iilJi. iljbblUJN. q£ course, to make some show ence. Nothing could get liim away, or 

I don’t like to go out with this thing of grief, hut, hy Siriuo, how glad I was if lie were induced to go upstairs, he 


at heart ! 


on my^conscience at heart ! 1 liad the gieatest difficulty was continually running to the door and 

I want to tell the whole story and die to keep my tail still — it w'ould wag ; and whining for (as he thought) his master. 

I in peace when I heard my mistress say, “ Well, Our real master was lurious. “ Con- 

! Let me begin at the beginning. in future, clear, Bush shall be our only found the dog! ” he iised to say, or 

I was an only dog. I had a very dog,” I liad to pretend I had a Ilea to What’s the use of a clog that doesn’t 
happy home. My mistress was a beau- cover my emotion. love you?” And then he would lay 

tiful woman, with long skirts on which 1 Fiom that moment all my old happi- his hand on my head and say that at 
was allowed to lie. My master was a ness I’etuined ; I had the place again to any rate I was loving and faithful, until 
magnificent man, fond of walking. They myself; I had all the bearth-rug, and I didn’t know wliere to look. And then 
were both weak, loo, and fed me at all the tit-bits, and all the caresses, and one day it all worked out as I bad con- 
meals with little bits, and let me lie all the walks. My master grew in mag- ceived, and the little clog was given to a 
close to the lire. That was upstairs, nificence, my mistress in beauty. neighbour. . . . 

where, of Lourse, I liked to bo best ; but But alas ! human beuigs have veiy I have never been happy since, for be 
downstairs was good, too, for the maids changeable minds ; and one day what was a faithful and brave little dog, and 
did not mind clogs (as some do, I am should appear out of a wholly blue my master and mistress would have 
told), and there was a handy-man sky hut another basket, from which rejoiced in him, and I had robbed them 
named Vincent who fed me veay punc- there crawled another dog ; but this time of a friend, and set a stone where my 
tuaUy, and with whom I walked ont on a inore genuine aiticle, a cocker spaniel heart should be, just through my \ile 
his errancls, even though I could see pup. The fii’st thing he did, as if his mere jealousy and selfishness; while as for 
that he tried to make people think I was presence were not enough, was to frisk poor Vincent, he was heartbroken, and 
his. towards mo and eel his horribly sharp he sepaed to understand that I had a 

That was in London, in a house near little teotli in my ear. Natm*ally I gave paw in the business, for ho was never 

Kensington Gardens, wlicre I had many him a bite that sent him screaming the same to me again, 

friends. round the room, and my master opened Yes, I did a low thing, and I am 

in the country I -was equally lucky, the door and sternly ordered me out, sorry for it. I did a thing that no 
for wc moved every .sirring to a place while my mistress caught the creature in spaniel and gentleman ought to do. I 
with many rabbits near it, and though I her aims and kissed it. A good begin- wish you would kick me once, hard, and 

never caught one I rejoiced in their ning ! then I could die happy. 

proximity. It had very sunny spots to And so it went on : I was always in 

liein, too. disgrace for complaining of assault or ^ npiTrrcj 

You see how happy I was, as happy for showing my intmise disapproval of 1110 

as only an only dog can he. the vacillation of these people and the Tub mod earn art critic, however great 

That is my tragedy. loss of my recovered privileges; for his knowledge, is often at a loss for 

How little we expect the upheavals of once again the hearthrug ceased to be vaifiety in his vocabulary. The difficulty 
life ! One day my master returned in my own, and I secured only half the of saying the same thing about different 
the evening, much as usual, hut carry- tit-bits, and when my master snapped pictures and artists in different ways 
ing a basket. Fish, I thought, without his fingers I often did not get there has been experienced by every writer on 
enthusiasm — cat’s food; or perhaps first, for these little cockers are con- art. An eminent Acadendcian only the 

fruit, which is, if possible, duller still, foundedly nippy, and Vincent, when he other day said he knew of an art critic 

But I was wofully wrong, for ont of this took me ont, took the other too. who wrote for eight papers. In order 

basket he took a small black creature — It was while I was one day medi- to conceal your identity and to obviate tlie 
one of the kind known, I believe, as taring on my misery that a brilliant snams of repetition, at least in the same 
^ an Aberdeen terrier, a breed I have thought came to me—brilliant as I con- article, we suggest as the best model 
; always disliked. I, as you have noticed, sidered it then, but wicked as I know the style of The Daily Telegrajyh, Say 
am an Irish spaniel. ^ now. It is, as you are probably aware, Raphael is your theme. Do not mention 

“Here, Bush,” he said (my name is the nature of the spaniel to be, while his name more tlian once. He can be 
Bush), “ is a companion for you ! ” and friendly to all, passionately faithful to described as — 
he held the thing towards me. Com- one alone, and that one a man. This 1. “ The lover of the Fornarina.” 

^panion! For some days, I need hardly little dog was too young and inexperi- 2. “The divine Urbinate.” 

^ say, I did not approach the reptile, and enced to have come to any conclusions 3. “ The great rival of Michel An- 


TIPS TO ART CRITICS. 

The mod earn art critic, however great 


I kept away also from my master and about the composition of a household : gelo.” 


1. “ The lover of the Fornarina.” 

2. “ The divine Urbinate.” 

3. “The great rival of Michel An- 


mistress, just to punish them, although he was naturally without knowledge of 
I am afraid they wei*o too much occupied class or degree. My plan was to take 


4. “ The great master of the Stanzie.” 

5. “ The lavourite painter of Pope and 


I with their new toy to observe it. And advantage of his ignorance and plas- Peasant.” 

then gradually I allowed myself to come ticity, and persuade him that Vincent, 6. “The pupil of Timoteo Viti.” 
round and to resume my old habits. the handy-man, was his master, and thus (N.B. — Do not say Perugino, or you will 
But how different everything was ! hpd his alfections entirely in Vincent’s he detected of insuffiedent knowledge of 
At meal tunes, whereas I used to get all direction. the latest criticism ; but you may refer 

the tit-biis, I now received only half ; I knew enough of our real master to to him as the “ gracious fellow-student 
when my master whistled in the old days he sure that directly he found out that of Pietro Vanucoi.” This gets in some 
it was for me, but now it might also be the dog liked Vincent more than him- erudition, and conveys to jour readers 
for that other, and indeed he was often self he would lose interest in him and the other name of JPerugino, Editors 
there before me. In short, I was no let him go — ^give him away to the next are impressed.) 

longer an only dog. ^ ^ caller, or even sack Vincent and the dog 7. Finally, if you are very hard up, 

Things went on like this^ for some with him. **the precocious offspring of Giovanni 

one flay Scottie (as they And so it was; the scheme worked Santi.” 
called him) began to be ill; and he perfectly. The little dog attached him- 1 Corot, on the same principle, becomes: 
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1 inastei o£ dawn and twi- 
Lglit’’ 

2 * Pal exuUtii c iLe pamtei oi B a- 
bizon ” 

3 The onlj pea of Snis Ffi\U(,OiS 
Miuft ’ 

I “ The piotagonibt of 1830 * 

5 “ The inabtu of RommtK Jbm ” 

6 Tho filhei of ino iein hnd^st ipe ’ 

7 ‘Ihe bun (oi snn, it does not 
inattei which; ot Natuie b sell * 

8 “ The heir of Dn vrroi\ ' 

9 “ The pioneei of pUin an isUs. ’ 

II the pictiiie to he criticibed is a 
landscape, 3^011 can siy either “the 
aitist has saciifictd the -values to his 
tones , ” 01 “ he hab neglected tonality at 
the expense of his \aliieb, * 01 few 
aitibts in lint tin that e\aot hahme 
between the tones and \alues -whnh is 
the peculiai pieio^itivo ol the boin 
aitist,”oi “the laculh foi neglecting 
both tones and \ allies ib indeed raie 
among the modem exponents of land- 
scape painting, though conniion enough 
with certain deceased masteica ” 

If the pictuie is a subject woih, saj 
TiUimph of Bacchus f you haxe a Ireei 
hand ‘ h\w connoisseius will accept 
(or will refuse to aicept) this new 
delineation of the Gieek wine god , oi 
“ the lovei of Ariadne,*' 01 the Child oi 
Semele,’ 01 “tlio ihebiu Deity," 01 
“that deity whose identity in Gieek and 
Roman mythology is insepaiably con 
nected with the ovei-mdiilgonco of 
intoxicating liquois " (N B — Don't call 
him Tjrant of Syracuse) 


A. AND B. 

[bx the Journal of ibnoinial PsyJiology is 
described the ca e of *1 lady who, owing tr 
nei-vous stiam and shock became two d ftoi nt 
personal ties, which sudden]} alternated with 
each cthei The two states she called A and 
B As A she was a pittern ol piopiiety, as 
B she enjo'ved doing what she knew would 
annoy herself as A ] 

A Whdnever I am A 

The perfect saint I plaj ; 

My virtues aie noted, 

And I am devoted 
To doing good works all day. 

My spirit stands aghast 
At aa\ thing that’s fast, 

And I shrink from the host ol 
Bad people who boast oi 
A purple and lurid past 

A pioper and prim young gnl, 

A hair-veiy turn }Oung girl, 

A chaste, unemotional, highly de- 
votional, 

Teiiibly giim young gill. 

J 5 Whenevei I am B 
I am the veiy D, 

Delighting m joking 
And cigarette smoking 
And having a rare old spiee. 



n/'/m/ ^ ; 






} 





biiiie) (iJ ddtily piodnal uln much gxun to fanning hn thnje) WuAl’b TUIS 
TICXEr ONT TtlR BESP COiP, blNDV ? * 

Sandij * Thvt w 4S rnc M<in I wis it M^PmnRSONb bul, ina tick xlr coir irom il 

AT THE DOOR, IIP ai- 4 11 KET TOR P” 

Hv— All— I bEB IRERP b IIV ON lER TROOSEEb VS WLli * 


I dance the night away B A veiy aleit \oung girl, 

Li haunts thit aie bnglit and ga\, A cheeky and peit young giil 

And joyfully revel A iickety, loUickiiig, meiiil} iio- 

In plajiDg the devil hiking, 

And shocking mj self as A ot a fliit young giil 

* n 1 An omiiibub iide young gul — 

A fiiddy and glad young ^ il, ^ stiaddle astiide young gnl — 

V f A A sUict b^bbatuun— 

A daiing, high-kitkeiy kind oi Thorough barbaiian — 

Teipsicioie, A and B Ji 1 yJl aad Hyde young, gul 

Almost a had young girl 

A highly collect young gnl, In ijje feeble if oft quoted \eise of Bishop 

Anultiabelectjounggnl, Eehcr, It ib the i natuie to’ ’ 

A pink of piopiiety, Doicas society, ^ The Unjliblman 

Most ciicumspect 3 oung gnl Watts in a name ? 
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Officer {to recruit who has missed every shot) *’Oood heavens, man, where are yohr shots 

GOING ?'* 

Seeruit (tear/ idly). “I don’t know, Sir, they left mere all right!” 


THE ENGLISHMAN’S WORK- 
HOUSE. 

The recommendation of tte Poor 
Law Commission that workhauBes should 
he abolished has caused indignation 
and anxiety in certain quarters. We 
give below extracts from some of the 
letters which we think may reach ns 
on the subject. 

Miss Lydia Famerald (who has been 
so well known to the public during the 
ast forty years as a frequent contri- 
utor to Gushy Bits and Halipenny 
Slop^r Stories), writes : — “If the sug- 
gestion k adopted, pure fiction for the 
young will suffer a heavy blow, in that 
it will be robbed of one of its most 
valued traditions. If the noble hero of 
title, with his graceful young bride, 
^nnot visit his white-haired old nurse 
in the workhouse, and break to her the 


glad news that henceforth she is to live 
in the cottage within the park gates, 
the fiction that can bo read without a 
blush rising to the cheek is well on its 
way to being doomed.” 

A Householder writes : — “ The idea is 
preposterous ! It is as much as I can 
do now to check the extravagance of my 
wife and daughtera by tdling them 
twice a day that we shall all end in the 
workhouse. On the day that they can 
turn round and say, * There ’s no such 
place,’ I ’m a ruined man.” 

The Secretaries of several Amateur 
Pierrot Troupes and other confedera- 
tions for alleged entertaimnent write : — 
“ Where shall we come in ? The work- 
house is our only place for a decent 
rehearsal; we try it on the paupers, 
and if it succeeds we take it on to the 
Market Hall. We must get practice 
somewhere.” 


REX V. THOMAS BENCE. 

[Kuot^ , all men, by these pieseiits, that where 
at Assizes the prisoner has a good case but no 
counsel to lepieseiit it, it is the custom for the 
Bench to imite one of the membeis of the Bar 
to defend gratuitously ] 

The Jurois of Our Lord the King 
Upon their oath presented 
That you, my naughty Thomas, had 
Done something altogether bad ; 

Then, having so presented, they 
I Withdrew, as men who’d searched all 
day 

To find that same True BiU, and may 
Forthwith betake themselves away, 

If not elate. 

At any rate 
Excusably contented. 

The Clerk rehearsed each count through- 
out 

With mien and voice in keeping, 

And if the Bill was long and dull, 

The Court maintained a decent luU, 

The while he read the charge preferred, 
Enunciating every w’ord, 

Which showed where Master Bence had 
erred ; 

Yet I, of counsel, barely heard . , • 

I don’t deny 
That there was I 
Profoundly, soundly sleeping. 

The Judge, as all good judges should 
In awful splendour sitting, 

Presented you with your defence 
Free, gratis (viz without expense), 

And I awake to find that I 
Am called upon to argufy, 

To cross-examine and deny. 

To show a foolish jury why, 

Whatever sin 
Ihey caught you in 
You clearly weren’t committing ; 

How grossly virtuous you are, 

How vastly to be pitied, 

The victim of false evidence. 

The type of injured innocence, 
j The object of malicious lies — 

And so on, tiU tlie jury rise. 

With anger flashing from their eyes, 
And chorus with indignant cries . — 

“ Let virtue stand 
Triumphant and 
Let Thomas he acquitted ! ” 

Come tell me candidly, my son, 

What you have been and gone and done. 


“ Then she gathered together her blushes 
and dropped them into th-^^ flower-pot that 
stood at the side of her easel ready to receive 
them, and wriggled her thumb out of the hole 
in her palette and deposited it beside the 
flower-pot After she had done that she 
turned round and legaided the other occupant 
of the room with tiagic eyes.”— Home C’hat. 

No wonder. Poor thumb! A most 
xmpleasant accident. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted trom the Djiby or Tori, MP. 

Bouse of Gomnwns, Tuesdmj^ Februavij 
IQth, — “Upronse ye then, my meny 
meiry men, For ’tis our opening day. ’ 
llius tlio poet, his fine eje in fienzy 
lolling alter the alleged manner of his 
clcibs. If it chince to loll over House of 
Commons at this moment, with Prince 
ARmuR on Ins legs, the Premier waiting 
Uo follow, the poet will acutely feel the 
inappiopi lateness of his lemaih. ’Tis 
oui opening day, pardien. Prince 
Arthur, with the blaie of the sun of 
Biarritz on Ins blow, the health-giving 
breezes fiom the Atlantic still com sing 
in liis veins, gallantly tiies to do the 
upiou&ing. But where aie the meiiy, 
merry men ? Oeitainly not within these 
four walls. 

This, the Foul til Session of fiibt 
Parliament of the King. TiTimpeteil 
abroad that momentous issues aie to the 
loie. Expected that stiaightuay the 
armed ho^ts inar-Iiailed on either side 
would lai&e the r battle-cry, and the 
clang of aims would ring through the 
Chambei, startling the porpoises in the 
adjacent Thames. 

That, in truth, is the puipose and 
purport of debase on the Addiess. In 
olden tines, when giants lived, the 
fight, whetlier short or long, was 
stienuous, ending in exciting episodes 
of division upon wh ch the fate of 
Mini-'.try hung. Affair to-day has all 
the dreaiv dulaess of a sham fight. 

WhetJier by accident or settled in- 
tent, mover and seconder of Addie-s 
cippear m civilian costume. As a rulei 
Membei*s charged with tliis important! 
business fig themselves out in bittle 
aiTay. Perfection of detail is achieved 
when one dons Army uniform and the 
other borrows the garments of a Naval 
Officer. To-day mover and seconder 
lisp their studied nothingnesses in 
peaceful gai-b. Memheis seated near 
secretly welcomed the innovation. The 
unaccustomed swoid has a way not only 
of getting between the legs of the gallant 
Colonel pro torn, or the Admiral of the 
hour, but of prodding in the ribs inoffen- 
si\e legislators who chance to be near 
the warriors. From that point of view 
the levee dress is rather popular. 

For the main body of Members it 
struck a subtlo note that made it idle to 
think of possible conflict, and caused 
the martial figures of Napoleon B 
Haldane and Admiral McKenna to seem 
^unwananted fntraslons on Treasury 
Bench. On Prince Ariotr the effect 
was dolorous. Helabouied along through 
passages of King’s Speech, languidly ! 
picking holes in it. Once momentarily 
roused to repel interTuption from Irish 
camp. Was talking about condition of 
Ireland, which he deplored as anarchical. 












111 




i ’ 







Buk ro Lvnin \oaix 

Mr Willrbe Rufht {a^tcr /cf another mandlow^ display oj dt iteiom aUet imj and haJancCj 
and of impett uhaUe loohiebs ui Ina Fibtal Aero^une) “ llELiLLY, TViru BiBirs thisc TARiri? 
RprOkMLRb ARI » I QUITE LNJOl IIIESC UTTLE ‘ TRIAI ’ V\D I ILAHTR Mr SELF lULY 

l.WL ABbOLUTFLY NOnTOvG AMU lll^r ’<3 OF \Nr USE 10 \NiBODY ! ’* 


‘‘ What about The Confederates ? ” 
shouted an Irish Member. 

The inquiry certainly lacks the quality 
of sequence. Prince Arthlr was as 
angry as was Tristraiii Shandy^ $ father 
when, upon occasion, his wile enquired if 
he had remembered to wind the clock. 
Breeze only temporary Leader of Oppo- 
sition relapsed into dull dogged manner, 
pounding along by the hour whilst 
Membeis strolled out, and those who 
remained to hear began to yawn. 

Business done, — ^Pailiament re-assem- 
bled. 

Wednesday. — Qalleiies stiH closed to 
the public, male and female. The rows 
of beaches facing the Chair, often the 
most crowded section, now a wilder- 


ness in which occasionally, in the absence 
of the rose, there blobsoms a stray Peer. 
As tor Ladies’ Gallery, for the first time* 
within memory of the janitor, the injunc- 
tion “ Silence * ” printed in large letters 
and prominently displayed on walls, is 
obeyed. 

St. AtoLSTiNrc, returning to Treasury ! 
Bench in time for di\ision, reports that 
more or less lovely woman has again 
stooped to folly. Been dining^ with 
Certrficated Grocers at Inauguration ol 
their Institute. 

What company,” he siys, mopping 
bis blow and readjusting a woriied 
necktie, “could possibly be more re- 
spectable than one composed of Oei*tifi- 
cated Gi ocers ? In ant icipation the mind 
refused to connect them with anything 
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Bowles with a Slight Bias 
Mr Steicart BowUa (VP for 'Norwood] 


Certificated Grocers going out 
Y ~ ~ ~ ^ dine willi a Cabinet Minister 

' ^ ^ ^ don’t habitually carry files in their 

pockets. If it had been a cheese- 
' ^ taster, now. Piesently one of the 

I agitated waiteis returned from 

t ! I i successful search for files. The 
1 ^ ; i ’ I fetters were loosed, the damosels 

* ' thrust forth, and the flow of Sr. 

' »vTi\ i I Augustine’s golden eloquence pro- 

* I ceeded thenceforward uniiiter- 

* ~ I ^ think in future I shall take 

^ snack in the House,” he whis- 
I pered in sj'mpathetic ear of Pre- 
, / fl ’ MiER, who had been privileged to 

^ Business done. — ^Labour Mem- 

j |A\ bers, moving Amendment to Ad- 

^ regretting inadequacy of 

^ Ministerial proposal dealing with 

* fn\ aHli ' condition of unemployed, defeated 

1 11^ \ majority of a trifle over two to 

1 I Uouse of Lords, Thursday . — 

_ I The Member tor Sark, an expert 

in the matter, says to see Lord 
Bowles with a Slight Bias Crewe carrying the Crown in the 

Mr Steicart Bowles (VP forNonvood) “Do you Royal Procession last Tuesday was 
KNOW, I almost hope THAT LITTLE Liber\l WILL GET a lesROtt in deportment. His tall 
IN roR Central Glasgow' He comes or a good fi mire, slightly bowed in recogni- 
™is? '''' '''''' precious charge dis- 

played on the crimson velvet 
in the way of unseemly outburst of cushion held in nervous hands, moved 

emotion. And yet ” with quiet footfall, as if he were enter- 

Sr. AuGUwSiiNE wiped his parched lips ing a chuich. His face wore a defer- 
and shuddered as he thought of what ential expression which reflected upon 
had passed since he left the House at the emblem of sovereignty a fresh glow 
Question time. of sanctity. 

A number of Suffragettes, purporting This no new thing. Crewe per- 
to be wives or aunts of Certificated forms all the functions of his Minis- 
Grocers, planted themselves in gallery terial estate wdth inborn grace, cul- 
facing table at which sat the unsuspect- tured courtliness of manner. It was 
ing CiiiEi SECREfARY. When he got on characteristic tliat, failing performance 
his legs in response to toast of Houses of the duty on the side of the 
of Pailiament, one simultaneously rose House which, whilst he lived, Lord 
with mild remark that she had another Robertson adorned, it w-as he who 

toast, “which I am sure ” she re- voiced the common regret at withdrawal 

marked, glancing lound the startled of the familiar figure from the historic 
audience. ^ scene. Whether in the Commons as Lord 

The Certi6cated rose to their feet Advocate, or in the Upper House as 
as one Grocer. Rushed up to the a Loid of Appeal, Roberison ranked 
^gallery with intent to remove the mal- among the most effective debaters, 
content as if she were a faulty cheese Endowed with what the late Lord 
or a tub of butter not free from sus- Granville once aptly described as “ the 
picion of rancidness. Alack * they cross-bench mind,” he, though a strong 
found her chained to the balcony as Party man, never displayed the tiresome 
last Session one of her sisters betrayed monotony of the partisan. He was 
an attachment to grille of cage in House capable of recognising good or evil on 
of Commons. Assisted by three waiters both sides, expressing his opinion in 
(who hoped the extra duty would be sentences exquisitely framed, lambent 
remembered in the bill), the Certificated with irony. Through the Autumn 
Grocers tugged away at the chained Session he was here, apparently in good 
damosel. From her side sprang up health, certainly in fullest possession of 
another,^ with clanking chains and per- his unrivalled intdlectual gifts. By his 
sistent inquiry as to the approximate sudden, ahnost tragic, death the House 
date when the question of votes for suffers the loss of one of its chief 
women might be expected to find a ornaments, 

place in the Ministerial Programme. Business done. — As far as Ireland is 

There was loud cry for files; but concerned, the more things change the 







“The Cu»’en” (Tommy Bowles). 

On THF SlUMP AG UN. 

(With the fei\eiit hope that he may return ) 

more they remain as they were. Second 
night of debate on state of distressful 
country, in which on both sides were 
said over again the old tilings we have 
heard repeated since the days of “ Buck- 
shot ” Forster. Address agreed to. 


ARE YOU SUPERSTITIOUS? 

It is unlucky to be kicked on the 
head by a cbestnnt horse on a Friday. 

When picking up a lucky horseshoe 
take care not to be run over. It is 
better to go without the horseshoe. 

It is unlucky to be the thirteenth 
guest at a dinner-table which is laid for 
twelve only. The proper course is to 
wait for an invitation. 

If a Scotchman offers to pay for your 
dinner and for stalls at the theatre you 
may consider yourself m luck. 

It is unlucky when travelling by rail 
to be alone in the carriage with a homi- 
cidal maniac. 

If, at dinner, you upset the claret 
three times it is a sign that you will not 
be asked again. 

If on your wedding-day the clergy- 
man forgets to ask you for his fee, you 
may consider yourself very lucky indeed. 


Truth from the Examination Boom. 

{Average age of candidate, 18.) 

1. Who wrote . . . Two Oentlemen 
of Verona ? — The author of John Kali' 
fax, Gentleman. 

^ 2. What do you know of . . , Augus- 
tine Birrell? — ^BirreR was one of our 
greatest poets. He died a few years 
ago. 
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FANCY DRESS. 

“ Then you really are coming ? ’’ said 
Queen Elizabeth. 

Yes, I really am,” I sighed. 

“What as?” 

“ I don’t know at all — sometliing with 
a cold. I leave it to yon, partner, only 
don’t go a black suit.” 

“ What about Richelieu ? ” 

“I should never be able to pronounce 
that,” I conlessed. “Besides, I always 
think that these great scientists — I 
should say philos — that is, of course, 
that these generals~er, which room is 
the Encyclopfedici in ? ” 

“You might go as one of the Kings 
of England. Which is your favourite 
King?” 

“ William and hlary. Now that u'oidd 
be an original costume. I should 
have ” 

“Don’t be ridiculous. Why not 

Henry Vni.?” j 

“ Do you think I should get a lot of 
partners as Henry VIIL? Anyhow, I 
don’t think it ’s a very becoming figure.” | 
“But you don’t wear fancy dress | 
simply because it’s becoming.” | 

“ Well, that is rather the point to 
settle. Arc we going to enhance my 
natural beauty, or would you like it — 
or — toned down a little ? Of course, T 

could go as the dog-faced man, only ” 

“Very well, then, if you don’t like 
Henry, what about Edward I. ? ” 

“But why do you want to thrust 
royalty on me? I’d much sooner go 
as Perkin Warbeck. I should wear a 
brown perkin— I mean jerkin.” 

“ Jack is going as Sir Walter Raleigh.” 
“ Then I shall certainly touch him for 
a cigarette,” I said, as I got up to go. 

4: 

It was a week later that I met Eliza- 
beth ill Regent Street. 

“ Well,” she said, “have you got your 
things ? ” 

“I haven’t,” I confessed. 

“I forget who you said you were 
going as? ” 

“ ^mebody who had black hair,” I 
said. “I have been thinking it over 
and I have come to the conclusion that 
I should have knocked them rather if I 
had had black hair. Instead of curly 
eyes and blue hair. Can you think of 
anybody for me ? ” 

Queen Elizabeth regarded me as 

sternly as she might have regarded 

Well, I 'm not very good at history.^ 

“ Do you mean to say,” she said at 
last, “that that is as far as you liave 
got ? Somebody who had black hair ? ” 
“Hang it,” 1 i')rotested, “it’s some- 
thing to have been measured for the 
wig.” 

“//are you been measured for your 
wig?” 

“ Well — er— -no. That is to say, not 


exactly what you might call meabiircd. i 
But — well, the fact is T was just going* 
along now, only — I say, where do 1 gel 
a wig?” 

“ You ’ve done nothing,” said Eliza- 
beth, “ absolutely nothing.” 

“I say, don’t say that,” I began 
nervously, “I’ve done an awful lot, 
really. I ’ve practically got the costume. 
I’m going as Harold the Boy Earl, or 

Jessica’s last Hallo, there’s my 

bus; I’ve got a cold, I mustn’t keep 
it waiting. Good-bye.” And T fled. 

4: Hi ^ « 

“I am going,” I said, “as Julius 
Ciesar. He was practically bald. Think 
how cool that will be.” 

“ Do you mean to say,” cried Elizabeth, 
“ that you have altered again ? ” 

“ Don’t be rough with me or I shall 
cry. I ’ve got an awful cold.’' 

“ Then you ’ve no bu.'^iness to go as 
Julius Csesar.” 

“ I say, now you ’re trying to unsettle 
me. And I was going to-morrow to 
order the clothes.” 

“ What ! Y'oii haven’t ” 

“I was really going this afternoon, 
only — only it ’s early closing day. Be- 
sides, I wanted to see if my cold would 

get better. Because if it didn’t 

Look here, I ’ll be frank with you. I 
am going as Charlemagne.” 

“Oh!” 

“ Charlemagne in half-mouniing, be- 
cause Pepin the Short had just died. 
Something quiet in grey, with a stripe, 
I thought. Only half-mourning because 
he only got half the throne. By-tho- 
way, I suppo.se aU tbe-e people wore 
pumps and white kid gloves all right ? 
Yes, I thought so. I wonder if Charle- 
magne really had black hair. Anyhow, 
they can’t prove be didn’t, seeing when 
he lived. He flourished about 770, you 
know. As a matter of fact 770 wasn’t 
actually his most flourishing year, because 
the Radicals were in power then and 

land went down so. Now 771 Yes. 

Or else as Raymond Blathwayt. 

“Anyhow,” I added indignantly a 
minute later, “I swear I ’m going some- 
how.” 

* * * * ^ « 

“Hallo,” I said cheerfully, as I ran 
into her Majesty in Piccadilly, “I’ve 
just been ordering, that is to say, 1 ’ve 

been going I mean I ’m j ii't going 

to Let’s see, it ’s next week, isu ’t 

it?” 

For a moment Elizabeth was speech- 
less — not at all my idea of the ( hai acter. 

“ Now then,” she said at last, “ 1 am 
going to take you in hand. Will you 
trust yourself entirely to me ? ” 

“ To the death, your Majesty. I ’m 
sickening for something as it is.” 

“How tall are you? ” 

“ Oh, more than that,” I said quickly. 
“ Gents’ large medium, I am.” 


“ Tlien I ’ll order a costume for you 
and have it sent round. 'I’here’s no 
need for you to be any tiling liisiorical ; 
you might be a butcher.” 

“ Quite— “blue ih my colour. In fact, I 
can do you the best end of the neck at ten- 
pence, madam, if you ’ll wait a moment 
while I sharpen the knife. Let ’s see ; 
you like it cut on the cro^s, I tliiiik? 
Bother, they’ve forgotten the strop.” 

“ Well, it may not be a butcher,” said 
Elizabeth; “it depends what they’ve 
got.” 

* «- * * 

That was a week ago. This moruing 
I was rOiiUy ill at ; had hardly any 
breakfast ; simply couldn’t look a 
poached egg in the yolk. A day on the 
sofa in a darkened room and bed at 
seven o’clock was my prcigt amine. And 
then my eye cautiht a great box of 
clothes, and 1 remenibeied that the 
ckiuce was to-night. I opened the box 
Perhaps dressed soberly as a black- 
haired butcher I could look in for an 
hour or two .... and 

Help! 

A yellow waistcoat, pink breeches, 

— ^no, it ’s not an eider-down, it ’s a coat. 

A yellow Pinli hr 

I am going as eToseph. 

I am going as Swan and Edgar. 

I am going as The Sick Duke, by 

OaoiuRnsoN. 

I am going— yes, that ’s it, I am going 
back to bed. A. A. M. 


Masculine Modes. 

“MT’s Arrive at St. SrEPHUs’s biiroiii: 

Midnight. 

Scottish M.P.’s Til.” 

“ Wcutminster Gazette ” Headlines. 
Naturally in his haste to get there 
first, he ... . well, the thing might 
have happened to anyone. 

Favourite and Novel Way or UoIng 
Bvnanvs.- Boil a cupful of tapioca in water tUl 
clear, sweeten to taste, i)ut a layer of sliced 
tomatoes, and on tliem a layer of strawberry 
jam ; cover all with some whipped cream ; ver^’ 
economical ” — Home Words. 

The economy seems to be in leaving 
out the bananas. 


When serving tea should one let the drop 
that lemains on the spout of tlie cream-pitcher 
fall to the tiihlc or catch it, and uith what ? 

K. K. 

Catch it uith a tca!>i>oou or a naiAin.” 

fjadies' Home doimud. 

And now Mrs. Montmorency Mobbs 
may safely be asked in one afternoon. 


Tlie following instance of black 
honesty from Sierra Leone should touch 
the consciences of some of our white 
barbers : 

ZrxTiARiAn Davies 
Barbeu 

Shave AhT> Cut. 
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IL— “The High Bid.” 




TT <‘Ttii? TTipw "Rin” keep iis house; hut surely much 

AT THE PLAY. more like a womaQ to despise him after- 

I—‘' The Truants” ‘'Afternoon Theatre’s” second wards for doing it at her suggestion. 

production at His Majesty’s is a comedy There is a liteiary chaim about the 
I HAVE been thinking it over carefully, by Mr. Henry James. The stage is a dialogue which is very attractive, but 
and I have decided to refuse Lady great leveller; if the literary aspirant Mr. James lets his characters talk too 
Damaioay's kind invitation to Nether- turned from his novel of literary life to much. They make their point in two 
cote Grange for the week-end. The life write a play he would, I am sure, choose lines and then go on for ten lines more, 
there is too strenuous for me, the people some such plot as that of Tlie High Bid. so as to be quite sure of it. This makes 
too unexpected. There is Pamela Grey, Captain Yule's ancient house was the blighter part of the audience im- 
for instance. A nice bright girl, of moitgaged to Mr. Prodmore, an impos- patient. Mr. Henry James is much too 
course ; but she does Maud Allan dances sible financier. Mr. Prodmcyt^e, however, leisurely for the stage, 
in the hall — in the hall, of all places, promised to restore it to him free of all None the less, a most interesting 
And her ideas generally are quite ad- encumbrances, provided that he changed experiment, which owed much to Mr. , 
vanced ; particularly the idea of run- his politics, married Miss Prodmcn'e. and Fobbes Kobertson, Mies Gertrude 
ning away to Buenos Ayres with a stood for the division. (It was a Tory Elliott and Miss Esm:6 Hubbard. The 
bounder called Bill, in the hope of seat, and he was a Badical.) Mrs. Grace- last-named, as Cora Prodmore, gave a 
getting man-ied out there. By the way, dew, an American widow, with the delightful reading to a ddightfully- 
only a week ago I had the tip straight American’s love of old English houses, drawn character. M. 

from the stable as to the correct pro- knowing nothing of the pait Prodmore' s • 

nunciation of “ Buenos' Ayres,’’ and I daughter was to play in the transaction, GREAT AUTHORS’ STRUGGLES, 
may say that Bill pronounces it wrong urges him to change his political con- ret • 7 • x • -xi. 7 • 

_4icli is a pity, as he used to live viclions, and keep his house. He pre- with a^hgies to 

there. But he has worse faults than pares to do this ; whereupon Mrs. Grace- ^ Bookman. J 

that. He swears like anything, and . “For years,” said Mr. William 

is most confoundedly ru^ to every- ^ Queux, “I struggled without 

body. Dick Ghetwood, his cousin, success. I averaged a novel a 

is quite a decent sort ; if he were month, and yet the financial results 

the only one there, I shouldn’t mind \\ almost negligible. At last 

going. Freda, to whom Dick is i fl morning the postman called 

engaged, is rather a dear, but a bit with a parcel on which there was 

too ready with the revolver for my to pay. I thought it was one of 

taste. You know, she-held up Bill novels come home to roost, and 

in Pamela’s bedroom the other day, ] L-.. =---. \ft !lrf l\\ ^ A wondered whether I should waste 

and threatened to shoot him if he Jb ijy'" 1\\ /A the money on it. But some in- 

didn’t give up the elopement idea. J dj \\y / describable impulse compelled - me 

Well, I mean there’s a jolly house 1 fl ^ ^ paicel in, and when I 

As it happened, BUI was only open there was a jewelled 

winged, but it might have been j scimitar from the Sultan of Morocco. 

pretty serious. Then there’s Strel- — Erom that day I have never looked 

land — Dol'd Strelland -a political ^ Country-House. hack, but only sideways— to see 

Sd ^SKh^dliS, Hr. ..d i> dl»l. 

me to him. And he was a fair brute to dew learns (1)— to her dismay— that he “ No,” said Mr. Hoenuno, “ the rewards 
Freda. has also to marry Miss Prodmore ; (2)— of literature are scanty and the strain of 

Yes, I shall have to refuse Ladjy to her joy— that Miss Prodmore is the work is immense. I should not 
Darnaioay's kind invitation. There is secretly engaged to somebody else. In advise any young man in whom I took 
too much slapping and screaming, cry- the end, of course, the widow buys back an interest to pursue a literarv career, 
ing and ^i-sing, knocking things down, the house from the financier and offers it For my own part I gave up literature 
and flinging things about. And shooting, and herself to the captain. long since and took to burglary, which 

Besides, they do find out your secrets at ^ The aristocratic Radical is no new I find infinitely more luciutive.” - 
Nethercote Grange. A most unpleasant character to Mr. James ; indeed Mr. The Lord of Gi*eeba Castle shook his 

way tliey have of Well, of course I James should have a friendly feeling for head. “ Struggles of literary men » 

shouldn’t mmd anyone knowing really, him by now. Why, then, does he make Ah, the tragedy of such a career. Sh all 
only- — However, as I said, I am him out a dishonourable cad ? Captain I ever forget the financial result of one 
refusing the invitation. Yule, as played by Mr. Forbes Robert- of my first and greatest novels, The 

^ congratulate son, is for the first half of the comedy a Bondwoman. It was in agony that I 

■Mr, W. T. Coleby. His comedy is ini- gallant gentleman, the soul of chivalry conceived that work and eventually 
probable, some of his people behave in and honour. I felt as I watched him brought it to perfection. At last it was 
an extraordinai^ way, and he has how unutterably diildish Prodmore was placed before tlie world, and I awaited 
dragged in a Third Act which was to offer such a man his silly “condi- an account from mv publishers. When 
unnecessary j but m Pill and Pamela tions.” And then FwZe calmly announces I opened their letter and saw the 
^dmirably interpreted by Mr. Dennis (to the woinan he is beginning to love !) miserable result of twelvemonths’ labour 
^DiE ^d Miss Athene Seyler) he really tliat, following her advice, he has con- — paltry cheque for £10,000 Os 9<Z — 
has given us two fresh characters, sented to sell his honour ; and further, I am not ashamed to say that I shed hot 
nor this, as well as for the pleasure to marry a girl to whom he has hardly tears of sorrow. But my spirit was 
of seeing Miss Le^a Asuweli. in a spoken. Was there ever anything more unbroken, I struggled on, and now”— 
p^t suited to her, the regular playgoer outragwus? Andwhatoi Mrs.Oracedewf a smile stole over the great man’s face— 
OTll ranader The Eingsway well worth It would be like a woman, I admit, to “ they have to pay ml a pound a word 
^>’ge a man to break his faith in order —punctuation marks to count also.” 


A Quiet Scene in a Country-House. 
Ml*. Dennis Eadie and Miss Lena Ashwell. 


I The Bookman."'] 

“For years,” said Mr. William 
Le Queux, “I struggled without 
success. I averaged a novel a 
N month, and yet the financial results 
were almost negligible. At last 
one morning the postman called 
/*! with a parcel on which there was 
dd. to pay. I thought it was one of 
my novels come home to roost, and 
A wondered whether I should waste 
yt the money on it. But some in- 
/ J describable impulse compelled - me 
to take the pai cel in, and when I 
tore it open there was a jewelled 
'' ) scimitar from the Sultan of Morocco. 
From that day I have never looked 
back, but only sideways — to see 
how the scimitar looks as it clanks 
against my near calf.” 

1 “ No,” said Mr. Hoenuno, “ the rewards 
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Mr. CouisoN KERKAHAsr declined to be j 
interviewed. “The private finances of 
an author are his own concern,’^ he said. 
“ I entirely disapprove of these personal 
advertisements, and therefore will only 
say that for my forthcoming book, The 
Slug and the Saint, I shall get just a j 
hundred times the amount I received* 
from my first work, Godliness and the 
Gruh. It will appear early in the 
spring, and will make an equ^y strong 
appeal to both religious and irreligious 
readers. It will be highly advisable to 
order copies early.*’ 


THE SHIP-SHAPE SHOPMAN. 

“Are you being served. Sir?” said 
the shopman. 

“Why do you ask that?” said the 
shopper. 

“It is a long story,” said the shop- 
man, “ but I will tell it you. In the 
early spring of 1899 ” 

“If it comes to that,” said the 
shopper, “lam not being served.” 

“Then,” said the shopman, “who 
could serve you better than I ? ” 

“Who?” said the shopper, and the 
proceedings began. 

“ I will not ask what you want, for we 
all want so much, for which we are not 
prepared to pay. I will ask you rather 
what you think of buying ? ” 

“ Gloves,” said the shopper. 

“Brief, but thoroughly intelligible. 


Do you want a particular kind of gloves, 
or just gloves?” 

“ Gloves,” said the shopper. 

“I gather from that that you only 
stipulate for four fingers and one thumb 
on each glove and a suitable covering 
for the wrist. The rest, I take it, you 
leave to us. We willingly accept the 
responsibility, and suggest a pair of 
lavender-coloured gloves for afternoon 
wear. What is your size, sir ? ” 

“Fifteen by two and a-hal£ inches,” 
said the shopper, with a prodigious 
effort of memory. 

“ Pardon me, Sir, but that is your size 
in collars. Would you be so good as to 
think again?” 

“327458,” said the shopper, tenta- 
tively. 

“Ah, that is the number of your 
watch,” said the shopman. 

“ 1859 Holbom,” said the shopper. 

“Your telephone number? ” said the 
shopman. “ We were, I think. Sir, dis- 
cussing your size in gloves.” 

“January 9th, 1910,” said the shopper. 

“ The date upon which your fire in- 
surance expires. We can deduce nothing 
from tliat. Suppose we were to measure 
your hand ? ” 

“Suppose,” said the shopper, pro- 
ducing for the first time his hand from 
his coat pocket. 

“ But I observe that you have some 
gloves already, Sir,” said the shopman. 

“ So I have. Now, how foolish of me! 
OX course I meant handkerchiefs.” 


“ The two words are easily confused,” 

[ said the shopman, “ and we will gladly 
overlook the trifling inaccuracy, and 
supply you with as many handkerchiefs 
as your bank balance will stand. Can 
you tell me . . .” 

“How absurd!” said the shopper, 
“ but I do not even know the size of my * 
nose.” 

Thus, there was no business done that 
day. 

Beef Tea. 

“King Alfonso left after the fourth hull 
had been killed. On his return jonrney he 
laid the first stone of a soup kitchen for the 
poor.” — Times WeeMy EdUion, 

“ Comfortable country home for homely 
gentleman ; can have poultiy run,” 

Kentish Express. 

There is, however, a beauty of the 
soul which aspires to higher things. 

. And there the immortal naturalist 
passed away.” — The Daily Telegraph. 

The writer should perhaps have left 
the “ immortal ” for the next paragraph. 

“ Actinrxr to Mb. MP. 

Jilted at 47.” 

Aberdeen Evening Express. 
Accidents will happen. 

Chicago is anxious to discover a 
masculine equivalent for “Miss.” A 
Cockney correspondent suggests “Mile,” 
and adds tliat a miss is as good as a 
mile. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Ik The Gifted Family (MiiraoEx), Mi-. Barky Pain has 
•writtea a delightful novel— no other word will serve so well 
to express the tpitility ot the hook. It is interesting from 
the first page to the last, and its characters are observed 
and described with a care that is both kindly and humorous. 
There is a persuasive charm about Mr. Barky Paik s writing 
which appeals with convincing force to his i-eaders, and 
ranges them on his side and on the side of tlie pei-sons who 
live and move through his pages. The Prendergast family 
is an array of little talents. With one exception each member 
of it has his or her own particular inoffensive and ineffective 
gift in art or music or letters. Papa admires Meredith and 


scheme should depend on recruiting by methods that suggest 
the charity bazaar, or a newspaper boom in the dull season, 
rather than the systematic development of the resources of 
the country for the purpose of Home Defence. 

Mr. Aktrim Oeiel seoms to have decided on making an 
omelette and then discovered that his chickens (they are 
turkey poults by the way) have been unexpectedly hatched. 

■ The Miracle (Constabee) is lx)und in bright yellow boards, 
and begins with a complimentary dedication to the Young 
Turk Party, so that I expected to read a story about the 
Y. T. P. candidate for Jericho; but as a matter of fivet the 
book is an intelligent appreciation of events in the Near East 
during 1908, written upon the assumption tliat the state of 
Tslnm is hopelessly rotten. Seizing the opportunity of Ahddl 
Hamid’s demise, Bulgaria is made to declare war, and receive 



ADVERTISING IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 


ViihlM-iiif Aqent “Air. mli vr\, voiiDsr btj\ iirr GROcnniES at 
J'crcBKis’ji ? Know thin thm I’rrus tSi>in>»Kir4S\yi)’s is ihe best 
SHOP roil ULAE AAIIL.” 


Mormted Bilhticlter. “Tnou likst, knave’ v^ymon’s ronsooTn! 
Reuembkii that Giles Sweet-i’-iii-tooih’s the only genuine 
Biheu Scotch.” 


lectures on Mm ; one of tlie daagliters is musical, another 
dramatic ; and Fred lias a turn for drawing. All, in fact, 
are gifted, except t^andm, the youngest, who has no special 
talent except for uiaking people love her. vShe, indeed, 
shows that there an art of life, and that it is more than 
all the other arts. She trembles .on the brink of tragedy, 
but Fate and Mr. Gumiy Paix and her own sweet nature are 
kind to her, and she reaches happiness. I repeat that 
! this is a delightful book. 

eVitics, armchair and otherwise, liave said that the Terri- 
torial Army scheme is all y ery well on paper, especially when 
the paper is excellent and nicely bound. A new book on 
j the subject, The Tcndlorml Force (Murray), I think is good ; 

I yet it does not leave one satisfied that all is as it should be, 
for no one can read either Mr. HaldaxeV introduction or 
Mr. Harold BxVKer’s clear exposition of the main facts relating 
: to the organisation, administration, and discipline of our 
I civilian army without regretting that the success of the 


the moral support of England and Russia ; a British legion i 
goes to the front, assisted by the heroine (daughter of Sir 
Elgar Howardytlie Foreign Secretary) in the part of a trained 
nurse, and the Turk is swept back to the gates of StambouL 
So it turns out (as the epilogue infoims us) that the 
“ mimcle ” is not a description of the story at all, but merely | 
an expression of the author’s surprise that he has made a . 
bad shot at prophesying. But parts of the book, which only 
numbers 265 pages (and especially the account of the decisive 
liattle at Kuleli Biu'gas), are so brilliantly written that one 
wishes there was a groat deal more ; and if, as I suspect, the 
Young Turks interrupted Mr. Oriel before he had properly 
finished, it was very tiresome of them. I think, however, that 
it was a pity to discuss the characters of living English 
statespaen without making the smallest effort to disguise 
their identities ; and a little rash (considering the title) to 
give a certain newspaper the name of The Daily Miracle:^ 
the cowslip has surely no right to call the buttercup 
yelloYv. 
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CHARIVARI A Herr Heoker has discovered that the afraid that it is the poor devils of hus- 

^ T- »> rm "ti *7 -XT ® . SLirfacc of the globe submits to bands who will have to go about in 
Other Dauy Neics, perjoclical oscillations analogous to those shreds and patchcs—if their wives’ biUs 

speaking of the Ruler of Bulgaria, “ have oC the tides. South Africa, for instance, are to be paid. - * 
climbed their thrones on pedestals of tilts lo the east in summer and to the 

corpses. lie may boast he only uses west in winter. This statement has at “ The slipper trade,” wc read, “ has 

those already dead. But may not the present had no effect upon the steamship expeiicnced a lengthy depression, but 
reason be that living corpses are scarce companies that run to the Cape. Tliev several mills have now received large 

in these decadent days ? are maintaining a uniform fare for all orders.” One hears so much of the 

. •,.*<. . „ seasons. desertion of homes at night - time in 

formation of yet ^ favour of hotels and restaurants that it 

another Club is announced. It is, we A resolution has been passed in favour is nice to think that the domestic hie- 

hear, to i is at last coming 

Junior Monarchs Club, p - y.,. r-rr- ^ in lo fashion again. 

and Its first members, K a > J , i vf — *** 

we understand, will con- II. f Fi-om Hyores comes 

sistoftlioKm(^F S pain, \ 1 [mIv - >| \ '^ 1 a,jj ===. ng^fs that a navvy 

the Iainq of Poutugal, M T' 1 ..r, V — flung British Colonel 

and the Empbuoe of |||'fpfo|lfl|t^|m^ ' ' A into the river last week 

China. »T ^ | illiV t . because he remonstrated 

** . . . fl 1 I liWi lllillPi iHUl I I MW i .'An . ^yi^ih the man for teas- 

By the by it is m- I I W WIfl Ulllll ilil 1 1 1 1 jt;A ^ r 7^ inghisdog. The local 

teresting to note ^ how m P ^ J ^ ^ ^ V. authorities, to whom the 

thoroughly anglicised M \ Colonel complained, and 

King Alfoitso and King ^ v « o ' i '^vho are anxious to do 

Manoel^ have^ become. | Wf If W' "" “ / ! everything possible to 

The Daily Mail tells us PIti 111 mUmoL ^ 1 promote the comfort oi 

that when the two young | jf) \ H H > their guests, are taking 

potentates went for a IK f W \ the matter up, and pro- 

w^alk together they were |iS •) t PMVIV W pose, we hear, to erect 

in the highest spirits, i / | jjlnilM rfflWT S j / VwTiir"’^f notice-boards on tlio 

and “caused amusement ||iB|yM f \ / 1 banks of the stream in- 
byexchanging hats.” IlBilllil 111 Jm Bi 1 I lii Structing the aborigines 

Jii ^rALlli throw avray 

K)ly jl The Poet Laureate 
ffll I \r^" ' has written an Ode to 

’ ii \ 1 Shakspeare for the com- 

jH j\ I memoration service at 

— Southwark Cathedral. 

^ Say what you may about 

\ A. A., he is conspicu- 

’^- 7 . * ously free from that 

petty jealousy which is 
" such an ugly cliaractei- 

-S' istic of some writers. 

-* as ne * 

4i 

5^S — As we go to press it 
^ is riunoured that the 

Government has decided 


With reference to the 
proposed abolition of 
the House of Lords a 
legitimate complaint 
reaches us from a young 
peer. He protests that 
the uncertainty of the 
situation is ruiningbusi- 
ness. He is anxious to 
find a wealthy American 
bride, but his future 
is so hazy that he is 
experiencing unprece- 
dented difficulties. 


Every day one hears “Football knickers for small boy? Yes, Madam. Mr. Jones, torward ! Foot- ^ Pxclu.de the United 
OI decaying industries, ball knickers foe this lady, please.” States from its calcula- 

To judge by the follow- tion of Iho Two Next 

iug advertisement which appears in The of an Age Limit fur the Clergy. It is Greatest Powers standard. If this be so, 
Liverpool Echo, oven Banking is not hoped that this may be followed by an it will be a cruel blow to American 



propre, and ill-feeling is bound to ensue. 
* 

Yet another rumour is to the effect 


what it was : — Age Limit for Sermons. propre, and ill-feeling is bound to ensue. 

“Banking. — Youth,to make doDgli and mould.” *** ^ 

*** The Belfast stipendiary magistrate is Yet another rumour is to the effect 

It is stated in the Isle of Man that experiencing some difficulty in deciding, that only four Dreadnoughts are to be 

Mr.H 0 (we suppress his name, in a matter affecting the service of a laid down this 5 ’ear, but that two of 

as this distinguished author’s dislike of summons, whether or not gaol can be these are to be named WUUam and 
publicity is well known) intends to stand considered a “place of abode.” The Mary and Victoria and Albert so that 
for the House of Commons. If this magistrate evidently has forgotten Mr. ignorant foreigners may imagine we are 
report be true it is thought that it may Punch" s drawing which depicts a lady laying down six vessels. 

have the effect of inducing Miss M about to enter a Black Maria, and saying - 

0 (name also suppressed) to abandon “ Home ! ” to the driver. Alexander Cross was absent uni^aired. 

her policy of self-effacement and to There w^as no cross voting 

agitate for the right of women to sit in “Are women to patch this season?” Mr. Cross, liaving no namesake in the 

Parliament. asks The Lady"$ Pictorial. We are House, should be more careful. 
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THE RIGHT MAN IN THE WRONG PLACE. 

An Affectionate Apoefroyhe to the Chief Secretary for Ireland. 

Full oftea lias the irony of Fate 
Furnished me food for ruminant reflection, 

But never more than when I contemplate,^ 

With a detached but most profound dejection, 

How square a thing you are, Augustine, 

And how cylindrical the hole that you’ve been thrust in. 

Born and bred up to woo the arts of peace, 

Endowed by Nature with a flair for letters, 

A prophet of the age when strife shall cease 
And Liberty discard her loathsome fetters-— 

Fate, by a most superb vagary. 

Elected you Professor of Constabulary. 

Thus on your laurelled head the duty lies 
To check a local taste for gore and arson, 

For harrying oxen, cutting food-supplies, 

And other foibles catalogued by Carson ; 

Pathetic si^s for so you read ’em?) 

Of simple, childlike natures groping after Freedom. 

Your touching faith in that distressful isle 
Bids you ignore the only real corrective. 

Men urge the Crimes Act : thereupon you smile, 
Pleading that love is far, far more effective ; 

“ It ’s kindness does it ! ” you retort. 

Having no heart to spoil the native’s homdy sport. 

And yet the case, however light your vein, 

Is slow to lend itself to humorous patter, 

Your most engaging gift. And then, again 
(Though this, I take it, is a smaller matter). 

Your conscience, being fairly godly. 

Must recognise that it ’s behaving rather oddly. 

Then why not timely drop the futile quest ? 

Come back to your old loves ! we want more Obiter 
Dicta to dote on, want you at your best. 

There in the deep field, letting off the lob-hitter ; — 
Cricket and books and wit that ’s rare ! 

And send your dusty politics — ^well, you know where ! 

No one whose speech is worth the pains to hear 
Would call you coward, you who took the burden 
Twice of a task forlorn, with light-heart chetr. 
Smilingly hopeless of the victor’s guerdon ! 

And that reminds me-^one last word : — 

Don’t he a Peer; it really would be too absurd ! 


Science Notes. 

The Threatened Slump in Moonshine. 

Sir George Darwin’s prediction that the moon, once part 
I of omr earth, will recede to a greater distance, has given a 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Little Arthur’s Road to Knowledge. 

(Little Arthur^ aged 12 ; his sister Mabel, aged 18.) 

Little Arthur. I say, Mabs. 

MabeL Yes, Arthur, what is it? 

L. A. Didn’t you say you wanted votes for women ? 

Mabel. Of course I do; and so do all women who are 
worthy of the name ; and we shall get them, too. 

L. A. Oh, but I say, I heard Mamma say she didn’t want 
to vote ; and she said a lot of other things, Mabs, you know 

she did. Isn’t Mamma 

Mabel. Oh, Mamma; she’s different. 

L.A. But she’s a woman aU right, isn’t she? And we 
ought to do what Mamma wants, oughtn’t we ? 

Mabel. Yes, yes, of course, in most things ; but Mamma 
hasn’t thought about these things ; she ’s got so many other 
things to do ; and then she has the old-fashioned ideas. 

L. A. Then is it only new-fashioned people who want 
votes for women ? Because it says (ref ending to newspaper) 
that some of the ladies arrested last time were not at all 
young. Some of them were more than forty. Aren’t they 
old-fashioned? 

MabeL I’m afraid you’re too young to understand these 
things. 

L.A. Yes, Mabs; but I should like to try, you know. 
Papa told me to try. 

MabeL Yes, Arty, that *s quite right. You go on trying, 
and I’ll help you. 

L. A. Thank you, Mabs. But I say — 

MabeL Yes, dear. 

L. A. Why do you want a vote, Mabs ? 

MabeL We want to have a share in the government of the 
country. We hold that we ought to become the equals of 
men, and that we ought to be so treated. We believe in the 
great principle of no taxation without representation. 

L. A. Oh, Mabs, that does sound splendid ! But, Mabs, 
you don’t pay taxes, do you ? 

MabeL No — ^not yet. 

L. A. Then, is paying taxes a very nice thing ? 

MabeL Well, I’m not sure it ’s so very nice. 

L. A. No, I thought not; because Papa’s always quite 
furious about paying his taxes. You know, Mabs, he’s 
always in a temper about them. 

MabeL Yes, he is. I know Papa’s look when the taxes 
come in. 

L, A. But if they’re such beastly things, why do yon 
want them for yourself ? 

MabeL I don’t. 

L. A. But if yon want a vote you must have the taxes 
first, mustn’t you? Hadn’t you better stay as you are, 
Mabs? 

MabeL Never. 

L. A. Oh, then, I suppose a vote is something splendid. 
It makes up for taxes ? 

•t MabeL I don’t say that. 

a L. A. No ; Papa doesn’t either. He said at the last eleo 


01 0 ^ earin, will receae to a greater aistance, has given a L. A. No ; Papa doesn’t either. He said at the last eleo 
considerable impulse to the i^ufacture of coon-songs and tion he was dashed if he ’d vote for either of them. He said 
other minor poet^ dealing with an orb in which the interest one was as bad as the other, and a vote was more nuisance 
of the reading public is hkely before long to decline materially, than it was worth. 

^ The Resting Classes, Ma6el. That’s Papa all over. ^ 

^ I. knows about it. He’s got a vote 

The official statement that the pace of the earth s rotation and he doesn’t like it. 

is decreasing, and that eventi^y every ^y will be fifty-five Mabel. But we say that women have a higher sense of 
toM as bng^ the pre^ntdlowance_of twenty-four hours, duty than men. They are more ready to recognise the re- 
33 viewed with fiivour hj bades TJmomsts, who hope by sponsibilities of citizenship. They b 4 things more dearly 
that time to have secured a general eight-hours working-day, and take juster views. 

which ^ leave an ample margin of 1312 hours per diem L. A. Then you think women are really better than men. 
for meals, recreation, and repose. Mabs ? j ^ » 
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“OULD” IRELAND. 

Mb. Bibrell. “AND TO PROVE HOW GREATLY THE GRANT OF OLD-AGE PENSIONS HAS CONTRIBUTED TO 
mitigate THE UNREST IN IRELAND, LET ME NOW SHOW YOU A TYPICAL VILLAGE SCENE, EMBRACING 
THREE GENERATIONS.’* 

[“ Louth. — County very peaceaUe ; old-age penMons muoR appreciated .” — Extract from Police Report read hy Mr, Pirrcll to the House. 
“ It is estimated that between 50,000 and 70,000 persons of all ages in Ireland are to-day receiving old-age pensions who are not 
qualified under the Act ” — From Letter of a Bodied MJ*. to “ 27ie Times.”] 







Curate {who sti'ugglea to exist on £120 a year uilh wife and six children), ** We are givino up meat as a little experiment, Mrs Dasher.** 
Wealthy Parishioner. “ On, yes ! One can so well live on pish, poultry, game and plenty of nourishing wines, can’t one ? ” 
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HOMES FOR ALL. 

[“ Why shouldn’t the animals have a Uonse- 
Hunters’ Guide, too ? ” 

‘ \\ hy, indeed ! ’’—Domestic Conversation ] 

To Town Mice. 


jesidence with paddock, admirably suited la honour of this unique occasion — 
for vocal exercise or hi^h kicking. the return of England’s darling the 

Sreat papers represented usually by 

reporters, liad sent each its editor-in- 
^0 LET, m canning neighbourh o , ^ select few o£ wliom Lad acquired 

^ a b^autifally situated sloping bank, privilege of a few words 


To Country Mice. 


rrn t -.i • a '. • facing the south. Daring an experience Wo ® 

^0 LET, ^th immediate possession, upwards of a quarter of a century Sandv Kilter in conversation with 

commodious and convem^t apar^ tenants have never foiled to emerge after of ^ 

ment, beneath floor, in busy West End at Ipa^f two weeks in advance i editor or i /20 spectator, computea 

dining-room, where many crumbs are of those in neishbourincr estates f America he was 

spilled thrice daily ; within easy distance ^ neigJibourine, esmes . 1 ^^ 150,000 persons who paid for 

of larder * no cat. To Gold Fish. the entree and an unknown quantity 

tT? vacancy in charming tank that did not. His hand was wrung 

Country Mice. ^ ^ at Ponder’s End. Continuous 14,000 times, and the breath expended 

^2aQUE opportunity to acquire small g^ppjy of water from fountain ; ample in saying, “ Good old Sandy,” if em- 
holding in fine Queen Anne -v^ins- including unlimited vermicelli ; ployed as motive power*, would turn the 

cot, in most picturesque part of Berk- old-established rockery well covered sails of the Moulin Rouge for three years, 
sliire; large household; stilton always picturesque weed. No human To the interviewer ot The Daily Mail 

m cut one cat kept, but so old as to entered tank since youngest Mr. Sandy Kilter said that he had sung 

be negiigipJe. daughter of owner was presented at before President Roosevelt. The Presi- 

To Rabbits. Court. dent had not his gun with him. 

ALD-ESTABLISHED WARREN has To Bats Mr. Sandy Kilter expressed the opinion 

several vacancies for tenants; sandy tt>jt>tVALLEB OPPORTUNITY to the editor of The Manchester Guardian 
soil; excellent pasturage; warmth a U that if Columbus had never seen an egg 


Bod; excellent_ pasturage; y^tb a U"- Vo'sition, 'berths 
sp^iabty; sqnireamemberofHui^i- Nos. 7 and 8 on eligible branch in fine H^.Kdter, would be some milbons of 
tar^ Society; no terriers; stoats a g g j | Comfortable fooir r 

raiity. T.,.. /In,. IS most wonderful country, filled 

^ J^ear large family of dor- ,•« fT,„ mnrl,q 


hold. Last year ] 

TO LET, in delightful country in mice at foot of tree. 

Essex, Unfurnished Burrows ; all ^ 

the latest improvements; three doors; -r^-nATTTD-nTt 
farmer a very indifferent shot. 


To Rooks. 


^ ^ with the warmest hearts, in the world. 

m ic e at foot of t ree. ^ 

Wanted. of The Standard that he earned two 

T} EQUIRED, comfortable home by an dollars a minute waking or sleeping all 
aged Pug with an old-age pension, the time he was in America. 

Not higher than 2nd floor if no lift ; Asked pointedly by the editor of The 


A DMIRABLE ROOKERY to Let in 2 to 3 guineas ; no children or draughts. Pall Mall Gazette why he did not return 

favourite Sussex neighbourhood : .. ... __ - - to Scotland for a few weeks at any rate 

built of well-seasoned Georgian elms; of the year, Mr. Sandy Kilter replied that 

arable land; -compact guide to scare- THE RETURN OF THE LION, remained in England and America 

crows on application ; no shooting. [“ The Lusitania arrived yesterday at li^er- be liked to be among bis 

To Cats, P^QI York. She had on board 400 countrymen, 

Tx-rraTT) A-DTT? rrrwx-c^ ' £ a* i n i. passengers, 332,000 dollars, 1,570 sacks of Conversing with the editor of The 
pESIRABLE HOME for Single Cat ^ails, Mr. tkndy Kilter.”— Daz'Zt/ Press, Momwif/ PoaSt, Mr. Sandy Kilter said that 

1 tbe drawback to Americi was the pancity 

t^enerous table , no dogs , waim base- sooner was the Lusitania sighted of haggises. He had seen only four 
ment, and secants properly trained ; Scotchmen of Liverpool, rein- all the time he had been there, and two 

two ladies with wide laps, and, upstmis, forced hy detachments of Scotchmen of these were eaten by Big Bill Taft 

Manchester, London, and other before be (Mr. Kilter) could get at them, 
mn^ requir^ owing to pertoion of places where they abound, formed them- Interviewed by 4e editor of Tlie 

battalions and marched to Guardian, Mr.. Sandy Kilter said that 
tenant must tlie docks, playing and singing national America was the greatest country be had 

arr ive_a^a patnetie stray. airs. _ .... ever struck. It extended from the 

ALD-W ORLD Farmhouse in Kent On Mr. Sandy Kilter’s exliihiting him- Atlantic to the Pacific and back again. 

^ offers exceptional advantages to self in full Scotch costume on the Asked by the editor of TAe Times if ho 
active Y'oung Cat; hunting seven days captain’s bridge, they set up a cheer was intending to return to America soon, 
a week ; average bag of last tenant, v^hich could be heard in the Isle of Man, Mr. Sandy Kilter said that he could not 
3 rats, 14 mice ; dairy with defective and seriously annoyed Mr. Hall Caine, yet say for certain, hut whether he went 
door; affectionate children; pleasant On arriving within hail Mr. Sandy or not he had written a new song to 
[ and unrefined feline society in neigh- Kilter, who had left Euston some weeks convince his countrymen that whatever I 
hourhood. before with the parting words on his his movements might be his heart was 

To Squirreis. “God bless you till I come back,” true to Scotland. The drorus ran 

qPLENDID INVESTMENT.— Mag. I you see, as sou^^^ 

^ nificent haU-hearino* rAvolvimr ^ ocoteh blue-bell.’ The guard of I m patnotic day and night, nae mattsrwhanr 
Biiou Residence suitable to dderlv broke unanimously into a , tj: • 

sqmrrel unable to pedal so fast as hi ]®g^and fling, which endured until &e ® ^ ^ 

merly ; large supply of soft-shelled nuts i,® ^ midst, when they i leave it wi’ a pang, ye ken, and when I’ve 

at valuation. — Apply to Giddier & Gid- *Ji^^p®™y to pieces out of pure made my pile 

dier, Turnham Green. 3oy. On discova'ing, howeyer, that his 1*“^ h^k to Scotland, hoys, to spend it 

— — — American fortune was not on his person, ^ smile. 

To Donkeys. but in a strong box on board his But I wam ye, never fear, 

*£800 FREEHOLD. — ^Bray, uear countrymen desisted and permitted the nr + 

Maidenhead ; deligbtfnl intervfowers to get at 
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COMING MODES. 

of dowdiMis which for some time has heea a di>.tin?uishing feature in mm’s attiie 
IS going to ue aernic, viol m u omen s dies,. 1 or those of our readers about to order Spring goods a few fore^sts of fashionable attue 

lor ine coming season may not be inopportune 
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After the interyiewers and photo- 
graphers had all finished, Mr. Sandy 
Kilter was allowed to enter tLe train, 
hut he had first to receive a beautiful 
gold-mounted slogan, on which was 
engraved the date and record of tlie 
hibtoric occasion. 

At Euston another ceremony awaited 
the famous singer, when the Prime 
Minister and Mi*. Hvldvnc (repiescnt- 
ing our Scottish Cain net) icccivcd him 
and presented an address of welcome. 
He was then escorted to his home at 
Tooting by a guard of honour drawn 
from the Black Watch. 


PERCY. 

Do you play Percy? It is a jolly 
game, though long and intricate. I 
fancy I won last night, but I can’t be 
certain. 

Tlie first thing that I remember clearly 
was hearing somebody say, ‘‘It’s your 
turn.” So I turned to my neighbour 
and said, “ Wliat have I got to do ? ” 
A man opposite me, who seemed to know 
all about it, said, “ We want a sentence 
of three words beginning with “ B.” I 
thought a long lime, and then said : 

“ Bulls buzz badly.” 

** That doesn’t make sense,” he said. * 
\\ hy not ? ” I asked. ** Bees buzz, 
don’t they ? ” 

“ Of course.” 

^ “ Well, you told me to begin with a 

“ Yes, but ” 

“ AU right, here ’s another one. Black- 
beetles bar Beef-tea. That ’s sense 
enough, anyhow.” 

^ So then we went on to C. After a 
time I had on my piece of paper a short 
list of representative facts, which could 
be arranged in some sort of order, thus : 

Natural History. 

Anchomea always apologise, 

Blackheetles bar Beef-tea, (I don’t 
blame them.) 

Giraffes gargle grandly, (This is 
obvious.) 

Unieoms uphold undervests, (This I 
am not so certain of). 

Ecclesiastic. 

Gan Ghurehwardena cough 9 

Elephants envy Episcopalians, (SiUy.) 

Hedgehogs hum hymns. 

Financial. 

Fantis fell flat 

(Note.— ‘‘Fanti” is a mine. This 
fact is alleged and witibLOut prejudice. 
The management cannot be held re- 
sponsible for accidents on the rink.) 

Stiul Life. 

BulCa-eycs barely bounce, 

PoLmo.VL. 

Marquises mosUy meditate^ 

^ Votes for Women, 


And so on. This does not pretend to 
be complete, but it foims the foundation 
of a trustworlliy reference book. 

Well, just as I was getting set I was 
picked up and led to another table and 
given a pair ol scissors and a packet of 
pins. While I was moralising to myself | 
that Pins prick R-iiices and Scissors 
sometimes sciss, my attention was 
called to a bowl of water in wliicb 
several corks were floating, and a man 
opposite, who seemed to know all about 
it, told me to pick the pins up with the 
scissors and see how many I could stick 
into one particular cork. This is a thing 
T had never previously w*anted to do. 

At the end of a quarter of an hour I 
had stuck twenty pins into the bottom 
of the bowl, and one (I still believe) 
into the bottom of the cork. That, 
however, will never be known for cer- 
I tain, for the game look another sudden 
turn, and I found myself gazing at a 
small pack of cards and saying, “ Cards 
comfort camels.” Then, as I was feel- 
ing in my pocket for a jorn? iwy right- 
hand neighbour said : 

You know how to play, don’t you?” 
‘^I’m learning,” I said cautiously. 
‘‘Well, it’s quite easy. You deal tliir- 
leen cards, and liien what you want to 
do is ” 

“The point is,” said my left-hand 
neighbour, “to get out as many cards— 
“For instance, supposing you bad a 
red knave there and a black ten there, 
then ” 

“ Of course an ace goes out at once.” 

“ The whole object is 

“ Perhaps,” said the man opposite, 
who seemed to know all about it, “I 
can make it clearest by putting it in this 

way. Now suppose 

At tliis moment (there are points about 
Percy) a man whom I had never seen 
before came up to my left-hand neigh- 
bour and said, “ Shall we go down to 
supper?” Now, give me a lead and 
I’m over like a bird. 1 turned to my 
right-hand neighbour and said, “Let’s 
go too ; ” and I added, as we went off, 
“Leonard loves lobster.” After thatl 
did not talk much for half-an-hour. 
j The game now became very fast. I 
was given another pencil, a pair of 
scissors (I think), and a piece of paper 
on which an old lady next to me had 
written a line of poetry. The man 
opposite, who knew all about the game, 
told me to write underneath it a line 
rhyming to it. The old lady’s line was— 

“ They^e was a little boy who had 
blue eyes and hair of goldJ' 

I wrote : 

“ That line is in no metre at all^ but 
if we aren't bothering about metre and 
you only leant a rhyme I don't mind 
adding that his feet were cold," 

llieu I folded it up, turned to my 
left-hand neighbour, and said, “Shall 


we go down to supper? ” And I added, 
“Archibald adores asparagus.” Now 
theie must be some rule in the game 
that I hadn’t quite mastered, for we had 
only got as far as the door when I was 
asked to wait a moment. I waited a 
moment, and was immediately seized by 
somebody else and given two pencils and 
a bowl of marbles. 

“"^hat do you do?” asked the girl 
on my right. 

“It’s quite easy,” I said. “Suppose 
you have a black knave therct and a red 

ten there But perhaps I can show 

it you best with a figure,” and I began 
to sharpen one of the pencils. 

“No,” said somebody, “you have to 
take the marbles out of the bowl, and 
put them on the table.” 

I put the pencil down and proceeded 
to do this. When I had been doing it 
for some hours the man opposite, who 
certainly knew all about it, looked up 
at me and said very sternly, “ With the 
pencils.” Before I was able to begin 
again, I was handed a packet of pins 
(or something) and asked to think of a 
living poet beginning with A. 

“I don’t know her name,” I said, 
“ but just now ” 

By this time I had scored four hun- 
dred-aud-soventy-eight, and I was gene- 
rally supposed to be in the running for a 
prize. I did something with a needle 
and a piece of string which gave me 
twenty more, and then settled down to 
a really steady game with the scissors 
and a pack of cards. I had just dealt 
these round, and was preparing (under 
the direction of the man opposite) to 
say “Snap!” when my right-hand 
neighbour, who was leading me by five 
only, got up and went across to a com- 
petitor with two pencils, and said, “I 
must really be going now ; it has been 
a perfectly delightful evening.” I was 
not going to he beaten on the post, so I 
did the same. Then I was handed my 
1 hat and coat, and asked to think of 

It was some time before T realised 
what had happened, and then I decided 
to think of a hansom, 

* « 4: :i« 

It is a very jolly game. The rules, as 
I say, are a little diflScult, but you soon 
pick it up. It is called Percy, because 
there is always a man opposite who 
knows all about it, and his name is 
Peicy. A . A. M. 

Old-Age Suspensions. 

We greatly hope that the following 
headlines from The Birmingham Daily 
Post do not actually indicate the estab- 
lishment of a new and compulsory 
Suicide Club on the principle of vica- 
rious sacrifice : — 

CONVOCATION OF CANTERBURY. 

The Bishops and Suicide. 

An Age-limit for Clergymen.” 
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THE CENTENARY COURT. 

The first day’s piocecdings in tlie 
newly establislied (Jenlenary Court at- 
tracted a good deal of attention, because 
a large section of tbe newspaper-public 
had begun to resent tlio practice of 
substituting memorial articles about 
D-Vrwin and Lincoln, Sir John Moori; 
and Mis. Browntnc, for real live news of 
the day. The Court, as constituted by 
an Order in Council ‘*For the Better 
Supervision of Somi-Jubilees, Jubilees, 
Diamond Jubilees, Radium Jubilees, 
Centenaries and Ter-Jubilees, and in 
restraint of Tndiscriminale Memorialis- 
ing,” consisted of Lord AvriiiiUY, author 
of the Plundrcd JBcst Books, Dr. W. G. 
Gr vcc, compiler of a Hundred Centuries, 
Mr. A, C. SwiNRURNC, author of A 
Geniury of BoiuideU^ Mr. (JncAiCNr K. 
SnoRiER, author of The Old Bronte 
Hundredth, and the Steward of the 
Chiltern Hundreds, Tlie Court, at its 
first session, co-opted as legal assessor 
Mr. Justice D\riag, author of the 
Hundred Least Jokes. 

Lord Avebury opened proceedings by 
observing that centenary was derived 
Ironi the Latin ccnlnm^ meaning a hun- 
dred, and that it had been shown to be 
possible to celebi ate thecontenary cither of 
a great man’s biith or his death, or even 
both. If he might, without vanity, use 
a personal illustration, it would be prac- 
ticable for his own birth-centenary to be 
celebrated in 1931. Provided that the 
, date of a person’s birth had been accu- 
rately registered, there could seldom be 
any serious difficulty in calculating tbe 
incidence of his bii*th-centenary. On 
the other hand, the centenary of the 
death of an eminent person could never 
be fixed with anything more than 
approximate accuracy during his life- 
time. He made these observations in 
no spirit of self-seeking, but only for the 
information of the Court. 

He wished also to indicate some general 
rules of procedure. In the case of a minor 
celebrity, not likely to be found worthy 
of a centenary, iJie Court might be 
prepared to make an order for a Jubilee. 
Again, if an eminent person had duly 
celebrated his centenaiy — the test of 
celebration to be leading articles in at 
least five morning papers and an illus- 
trated page in The Sphere or The Taller 
— the Court should never refuse a Ter- 
Jubilee order, when the time arrived. 

He was not so clear about Bi-centen- 
aries ; because it might be said that a man 
who had been centenarised and ter-jubi- 
leed— if he might be allowed to coin two 
words which had not the authority of the 
Oxford Dictionary (possibly, in the latter 
case, because that monumental work 
had not yet reached the letter T) — ought 
to be ready to make way for some other 
eminent man who had been less fortu- 


nate. However, what the Court had 
chiefly to keep in view was the public 
interest, which would suffer if the wrong 
people were commemorated. In such 
an Annus Mirabilis as 1909, a nicer 
scrutiny should be applied to applicants 
who, in ordinary years, would be less 
severely criticised. They would now 
take the first case. 

Mr. Clement K. Shorter said that he 
appeared to support an application on 
behalf of the immortal memory of 
Thomas Haynes Bayly, the Radium 
Jubilee of whose death would fall on 
April 22. 

Mr. Justice Darling. Should this ap- 
plication not come before the New Old 
Bailey ? {No laughter.) 
j Mr. Swinburne. Never heard of Bayly. 
What was he ? 

! Mr. Shorter. A poet. He wrote^ I ’d 
he a Butterfly, We met, ^twas in a 
Crowd, and She xoore a Wreath of Boses. 

Dr. Grace. 1 remember when I was a 


lad at school that we had a rhyme which 
began like that : 

She woie a Tvreath of loses, 

It was m the month of June, ^ I 

And we stood on the "budge at midnight ! 
Throwing snowl alls at the moon. 

Lord Avebury. That sounds a little 
as if somebody had been making fun of 
the poem. At least it does not sound to 
me quite like a serious poem. Don’t 
you tliink it is a joke, Mr. Darling ? 

Mr. Justice Darling. I always thought 
it was a personal pronoun. {The Steward 
of the Chiltern Hundreds lawjhs doiibt- 
fully. Lord Avebury loohs perplexed.) 

Mr. Swinburne. You say that Bayly 
was a poet. Did he write “ desire ” as 
a word of two or three syllibles ? 

Mr. Shorter. He never wrote it at all. 
He always called it love. His songs 
could be sung in any drawing-room. 

Lord Avebury. Do you propose to caR 
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So Tras IS Y0U2 FAMOUS ReMBRANDT, EH ? VeRY FINE ; BUT I SEE IT IS SIGNED * RaCHEL ’ ** 

** Dot IS ON account of mein greditoks. Evertding vos in mein wife’s name.” 


any evidence in support of your applica- [ applicant, it might clear the mind of the 


tion ? Court. 

Mr. Shorter : Only a little, my lord. Mr. Justice Darling (in a whisper). 
I should like to call Mr. Andrew Lang. Perhaps it might clear the Court. 

Mr. Justice Darling (hurriedly) — l^Ir. Andrew Lang. Let me see. Turn, 

Man wants but little here below, turn, turn : — 

But wants that httle Lang. Oh, no I we never mention her, 

Lord Avebury. I think the last word Her name is never heard; 

should he “long,” Mr. Darling. It is Our lips are now foibid to speak 

not a Scotok polm. 

Mr. Lang, sworn, deponed that he I cannot bnt recall her with 

knew Tuo^as Haynes Bayly as a minor Some feelings of regret; 

pre-and-very-early-Victorian poet, about ’Tis.lrue she married Mr. Smith, I 
whom he had once written an article. But ah, canifoiget? 

He desired to express no opinion on the Lord Avebury. Thank you, Mr. Lang. 
eligibility of Bayly for a Jubilee. But I think I like the second veise best, 
it seemed to him hardly in the best of Mr, Lang. I thought you would. I 
taste to hold public rejoicings because a wrote the second verse myself. It 
minimus poet had died seventy years always seems to me about the best 
ago. As a journalist he aiipreciated thing that Bayly never did. 

Mr, Shorter’s anxiety to have a page Mr. Swinburne. Does Mr. Lang claim 
about Bayly in TJie tiphem this April, to have written any more of Bayly’s 
instead of waiting for the centenary of poems ? 

his death in 1939, or the bi centenary of Dr. Grace. I think that is a very 
his birth in 1997. He understood, of proper queistion. It would affect B vyly’s 
course, that the writing of memorial place in the averages if he was allowed 
articles was now an industry of consider- a substitute to bat for him. 
able importance. Mr. Lang. No. I wrote only that 

Lord Avebury. Perhaps, if you could verse. I had no time to write any 
quote some little thing written by the more of Bayly. 


Lord Avebury. Nevertheless, I think 
the application miglit he granted. 

Mr. Justice Darling. I concur, if Mr. 
Shorter will enter into two sureties that 
Thomas Haynes ‘Bayly is really dead, 
and that this application is not a pub- 
lisher’s device to boom some living 
poet of the same name. 

Dr. Grace. Where was Bayly bom ? 

Mr. Shorier, At Bath. 

Dr. Grace. Then he was nearly a 
Gloucester man. 

At this point proceedings abruptly 
terminated, the Court being rushed by 
a band of minor poets carrying a 
banner with the devices “ Honour the 
Living ” and “ We are SrARviNG.” 


Prom a G.W.B*. Booklet. 

“private hotel and boarding-house, NEWQUAY. 

‘ One^ minute from Btach and Post Office, 
and facing the Geiman Ocean.” 

It is doubtful, however, if the invading 
army will really land at Newquay. 

[N.B. — llie above remark has not yet 
been licensed by the Censor of Plays, 

I and may not, therefore, be sung or 
t'^oited in any theatre.] 




OUE “AIEY NOTHING.” 

Mk. Haudahe (practising military aviation). “ SOMEHOW I DON’T SEEM TO BE FLYING AS NICELY" 
AS I SHOULD UKE. PERHAPS I GOT MY WINGS TOO CHEAP.” 



Mahoh 3, 1909.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI, 


157 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted rROAi the D[^.ry or Toby, MP 

Hoiibc of Commons, Monday, February 
22nd . — When Orders of the Day weie 
called on, Picemier was in something 
that looked like tight place. Still 
harping on the many-stiinged Address. 
Parliament met a little later than iisnal. 
After last year ’s experience, not disposed 
to make up for it by sitting on through 
August. Urgent business waiting. 
Ordinary assembly of picked men would 
without an hour’s delay put their hand 
to it. Mother of Parliaments not an 
I ordinal y assembly. Of a possible maxi- 
mum of twenty-five weeks in Session, 
to-night sees close of one passed in pur- 
poseless chatter. Nor is it ended yet. 
Practically two weeks, freshest of Ses- 
sion, will bo appiopriated for what no 
man who has heard the discussion, in 
less marked degree no one who has read 
repoit of it, would legard as of any 
practical advantage either to individuals 
or the State. 

At end of July, when hours aie pre- 
cious, legislati\e work will be scamped 
or abandoned because there is no time 
to carry it through. Ministers would 
tlien give a peerage to any man who 
could restoio tliis wasted fortnight. 
What would you ? It ’s a way we have 
at Westminster. Consecrated by age, it 
will continue through all coming Ses- 
sions, renewing its youth hke the eagle. 

What happens to-night has by com- 
parison some semblance of leality. Ever 
since Parliament elected there has been 
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1)ei ERRED Preference 

The Prime MinUter. “Notice liim ^ Of course I notice him * He lemaiiis the ‘ Dominatmg 
Issue,’ but I Ve a lot ot little things to see to befoio I get iid of him * ” 


“A Rather Weak Governess’* 


promise of fight to a finish with House 
of Lords. Whilst he was yet with us, 
C.-B. longed to be at ’em, a desire not 
exceeded in earnestness by the mutual 
yearning of Sir RicnARD Strach^n and 
the Earl of Chatham. Several times 
went very near naming precise date for 
opening fight. Asquith more cautious. 
Not less emphatic in denunciation, hut 
vaguer in terms indicating period of 
settlement. Nevertheless, aggi-avated 
by rejection of Licensing Bill, he pub- 
licly invited the Liberal Party to “ treat 
the veto of the House of Lords as the 
dominating issue.” 

“ Very well,” said the Liberal Party, 
and began to take its coat off with an 
alacrity that would have disconcerted 
Mr. Winkle, 

When Session opened, eagerly turned 
to King’s Speech in expectation of find- 


BiireU as described by LoidDunraveu) 'mg definite challenge written therein. 


Not a word about it. So to nigbt stal- 
warts below Gangway encourage Pon- 
SONBY to raise flag of levolt , moved what 
Prfmier in opening sentence of reply 
was caieful to pomt out wab a Vote of 
Censure on the Go^elnment. Suppose it 
were carried, out would go the Minis- 
try, and then where would you bo? 

Position ceitainly awkward. Asqli ih 
surmounted it with accustomed skill. 
Reiterated his denunciation of the Lords. 
But his proud spirit spurned dictation 
by them as to precise occasion or date 
of Dissolution. Hands still full of good 
work. Once it was fully fashioned, 
then let nohle Lords look out. 

When Division called, only 21 Radicals 
and Labour Members (helping to make 
a minority of 47) rallied round the per- 
tinacious PoNSONBY, 225 approMiig the 
waiting policy dexterously expounded 
by the Premuxi. 
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Business done — Fifth night of debate 
on Address. 

Tuesday — Good Unionists ate begin- 
ning to look askanco at Captain Ci?A.rG. 
A grim story fiom Tlussia recently told 
how discovery had been made that a 
trusted member of secret society was 
actually what Mr. Hills would ca^ a 
Confederate, arranging with the Police 
attempted outrages. Can it be that the 
Member for East Division of Down has 
secret relations with Sr. Augustine, and 
at his Machiavellian suggestion dis- 
credits cause of Law and Order in 
Ireland by making it appear ridiculous 
at Westminster ? 

Suspicion absolutely- unfounded. 
Nevertheless, uneasiness of Ulster Mem- 
bers to certain extent justified. To-day 
gallant Captain puts pistol to head of 
CniEr SECRErARY, and insists upon know- 
ing how many arrests were made in 
connection with the midnight attack on 
Lieutenant -Colonel Ry\it-Ij:ni- 

gan’s house, Castlefogarty. (^The postal 



Butcher or TniNiry. 

* Theie is au undemahle exhilaration about 


Wednesday , — Ii eland again. Debate 
on Percy’s amcnclment continues. As 
yesteiday, paities to debate aie in diiect 
confiict oil simplest matters ol fact. 
Whilst one side alleges that Iielancl is 
in state of anaichy, with human lives 
impel illed and propel ty at the meicy of 
a predatory peasantiy, others declare 
that, so far Irom ciime increasing, the 
country is, by comparison with Gieat 
Britain, in condition of almost absolute 
freedom from crime. Sr. Augu&une 
supports latter asseition by quoting 
official returns showing state of afiaiis 
to-day and in 1886, when, Lord Carnvr- 
von’s secret conference witli Pari^lil 
coming to naught, the Ciinios Act was 
passed by Unionist Goveinmcnt. At 
that time crime of all kinds, fiom murdei 
to the wiiting of thieatening letters, 
totalled in the police records 1,056 cases. 
Tn the present year they are, accoiding 
to the same authority, only 576, a i educ- 
tion of nearly fifty per cent. 

Once more the mere Saxon throws up 


. o ./ \ 71. ..r 1, ■«*- XLX\.X\J kjchjxsjjul. ui 


Leto s novels.) ^ ay-?er-led me tj anticipate-er I » side does the truth lie ? 

It turns out, according to police le- q tt mu f n ^ -a Member for Sark, recently back 

port, that » the midnight attack” was ® ^ Cambridge ^ says nothing j 

comprehended in the tin owing of a is more difficult than to extoit from 

stone through the window of unoccuijied Business done. — Earl Percy moves an Irish peasant a simple statement 
• n amendment to Address declaring condi- bearing upon a matter however trivial. 

Nothing daunted, Cbaig asks another, tion of large portion of Ireland deplor- if he suspects ulteiior design in what is 
Wants to know how many arrests woie able, and regretting that Ministers make actually innocent enquiry. Unlettered, 
made in connection with the disturb- no effective effort to restore the authority ill clad, half-fed, he, with apparent defer- 

nnoACt fif. nriinrloo nn iQnnrlatr UO .-i-f 41-1.^ T I i i • i . » 


ances at Thurles on Sunday, January 3 ? 1 of the Law. 

Again the matter-of-fact police 

report shows that “ the out- [ 

break” on the day named 

was occasioned by a number ' 

of small boys playing tin 

whistles and beating tin cans. 

Their desperate leader, aged j 

13, was summoned to Petty ' 

Sessions. Magistrate showed 
sense of enormity of offence by 
fining him a penny. 1 

House Laughs; those con- ' 

cerned^ for maintenance of 1 ^ f 

peace in Ireland think it no 
laughing matter. It happens Af' V\uW 

that these cases were gravely / Jl « 
cited on threshold of debate / 
on angry indictment of Irish \ 

Executive submitted with \ 

authority of Front Opposition \ 

Bench. How are meie Sa\ons, 

unimaginative folk with laeial ' . 

leaning towards accuiacy of wiH > 1.^ 

statement, logical conclusions, 

to distinguish between Cr ug’s MB 

nightmare fancies and what BjB 

are put forward by Earl Perc y W h 

as matters of fact, supporting 1 1 m 

his declaration tW the pre- I 1 |n 

sent Government “ in the 

name of justice to Ireland has 

taught her people to trample 






% 


Sat ‘ ‘Wniar,’ ye baste ! I ’ 


ence that leacbes height of 
perfect politeness, fences with 
the questioner. Voluble, hu- 
morous, he seems to be con- 
veying the desired informa- 
tion. When the stranger goes 
his way and examines the re- 
plies extorted by what he 
regarded as rather skilful 
cross^xamination, he finds 
the information either ludi- 
crously misleading or hope- 
lessly lacking in material. 

This pleasing trait in Irish 
character has been in evi- 
dence during last two nights 
at Westminster. We troop 
now to Division Lobby, and 
upon our souls we don’t know 
whether Ireland is as black 
as Oarsoist paints it or as bright 
as St. Augustike pictures it. 

Business done, — Earl 
Percy’s amendment negatived 
by 336 votes against 118. 


“ Thirty-four persons entered the 
contest at 3d a head The first 
pu/e-winner got Cs lOd , the 
second 3s od , and the rest was 
spent in beer among the competi- 
tois ” — The Star, 


under foot both Liberty and Aaqui^) wiU go down to histoiy as the Piime Minister When you work it out, it 

W -^loerLy ana who couldn’t say when ” looks rather like a Temper- 


(The Rt. Hon J. H. M. Campbell, K 0., M P.) 


ance Pool. 




Groom. “Good gracious, Master Tom ! Where ’ave you bee^, gettin' yourself all over mud like that?’^ 

Master Tom. “Well, Dad sud I wouldn’t be a horseman till I’d had seven palls, so I thought I’d just get it over’^ 


BL^NCHE^S LETTERS. 

Some Topics of thde Day. 

Park Lane. 

Dearest Daphne, — ^To crin or not to 
crin — tbat is the question I D’you see 
yourself, my dear, flounced to the waist, 
with a shawl worn pointed, and the 
spoon-bill bonnet of our grannies ? 
There ’s one thing to be said for the crin, 
and even that can be said by only a select 
few of tis — it does give a show to a 
decent foot and ankle. But the voting 
is mostly against it ; and Bosh says if 
Wee-Wee adopts it he *11 divorce her. I 
hear that one of our leading dramatists 
is at work on a crinoline-drama which he 
means to call Molly Deforming H&rself! 

The wave of patriotism that ’s going 
over the country is making me simply 
most immensely busy. Beryl Clarges 
and I are helping the military authori- 
ties for all we ’re worth by coaxing young 
men to learn to defend their country. 
We Ve set up such a snappy little re- 
cruiting station near here, and we take it 
in turns to go and help the recruiting 
sergeant to pull ’em in by offering a kiss, 
or a free pass to one of the music-halls; 


or a seat for the Final Cup Match at 
the 0. P. It’s quite a nice feeling to 
be working so hard for one’s country. 
We *vo got heaps of recruits ; and I 
really do think that, by the time Daily 
Thrills declares war, we ’U be ready for 
anything 1 B ut the ‘ fly in the ointment ’ 
is Beryl’s jealous temper. Someone set 
going a story that on my days at the 
recruiting station they always choose a 
kiss, and on her days they declare for a 
music-hall or the Final Cup Match, 
and she ’s turned quite nasty about it. 

What did you think of Norty’s speech 
in the House the other night in answer 
to Mr. Crawley’s pyoposal that we should 
abolish our Navy to please a certain 
foreign Power ? We all think it quite 
his best effort. He means to use all his 
eloquence to prevent the Lords from 
being abolished- Isn’t it a simply 
abominable idea? Poor dear things! 
To have one’s income reduced or to 
lose by speculation are horrid misfor- 
tunes that some people have to endure ; 
but to be abolished altogether ! How 
would anyone cope with such a calamity 
as that ? Norty has no immediate people 
to be affected by it, as I have ; but he 


jSays his cousin Middleshire and some 
of them were talking about it at the 
I Dawdlers’ the other night, and they 
decided that, if they were abolished, 
they ’d ask for Old-Age Pensions. 
“But so few of them are old enough,” 
I said. “What’s that matter?” said 
Norty. “ You ’ve only got to say you ’re 
seventy, and you ’ll get it, even if you ’re 
in your twenties 1 ” It seems to me that 
the brightest ray of hope for the Lords 
is this monster petition against their 
abolition that is being prepared in the 
U.S., and signed by lots of American 
heiresses, a deputation of whom, I hear, 
arc to bring it across and present it. 

J osiah ’s still in Central America— fact 
is he can’t get away. There’s been 
another revolution in San Bangador 
since he went, and they say now that if 
he’ll pay so-and-so they’ll make him 
Dictator. He ’s refused, and now he ’s 
hiding for fear they should make him 
Dictator by force. I don’t quite approve 
of his refusing the Dictatorship. Think 
what a Dictatress I should have made, 
my dear! (I’m not sure what the 
duties would be, but I was most awfully 
good at dictation in my schoolroom days.) 
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Theie'A certainly haveleen thrills in it. „„ WTIirfiT p^st as Lunny hUiis own 

But perhaps thev’d soon have tired of REVIVAL OF TQE Fill I'.Sl. as he has e.cr been. Mr. Bash. Ou,l 
US and murdered us, and that would There is a story I read years ago, in (the nol)lo young man wno is lompted) 
be too big a thrill. wliicli one of the characters is described was just light in the biitsl Act, but 

Of course I’m frightfully anxious continually as a brilliant wjt, the most altcrwards lie bcoinod uncomfortable in 
about Josiah, though he is a dorCter. wonderful talker the world had ever a collar and a twcod Ihe great 

People tell me I ought to have all the seen. I believed in this fellow for a scene between him ami Drusdla was 

amusement poss to prevent me from long time ; until, in fact, he made an particularly unreal ; I don t quite know 

brooding, so I ’m making an effort. For actual appearance in the book. Then whose fault this was, but I (lon’t think 

one thing I’m trying to train Norty’s he failed badly, for on being offered it was mine. Miss Marie Lbiui played 

musical taste, which is — oh, simply a chair by somebody he could only the cripple giil,^ and was, as Orizel (of 
awful! He actually likes Mendelssohn ! remark that he would be chary of accept- Tommy and (jvlzcI) w'oiild have said, 


awful! He actually likes Mendelssohn ! remark that he would be chary of accept- Tommy and wizci) w'oiila iiavo said, 
Fancy, you know! “Why,** I said, ing it. * . . “ just sweet.” M. 

“Mendelssohn’s voted trivial and middle- To describe your hero as the man 

class to a degree nowadays. They’ve with the best digestion in the world is y ^rxrTvrn at i?n\TQA»Q TT?A-n 
put comic words to one of the Songs one thing, to call him the wittiest talker FOLLOWING ALFONSOS LEAD. 
Without, and are singing them in a is another; it is as bad, in certain [The King of Spain was reported to have made 
panto. That shows what Mendelssohn ’s circnmstances, as to announce the a promise that he would not Hy iu an aeroplane 
come to.” “I don’t care,” was all that heroine of your play to be a dancer who 

Norty said, “Hike the old ones.” So, has captured aU "London by storm. Iris stated on good authority that 
to correct his taste, I took him to hear This is what Mr. Henry Arthur Jones Miss Maud Alian has solemnly promised 
the famous Dr. Crotchet conduct his did in The Dancing Oirl when he wrote the Prime Minister that blio will never 
wonderful new Symphony that every- it eighteen years ago. He has brought attempt tobogganing in her Salome 
one ’s beenraving about. Buthe wouldn't it up to date for its revival at TIis costume. 


admire it, though I explained its scope 
and meaning most clearly. “ Oh, I don’t 
say it’s not all right,” he said, “and 
just what a symphony ought to be — a 
tiny little tune trying to peep out occor 
sionally, and then all of them rushing 
at it and banging it to death — that’s 
the idea in a symphony, I know — ^but 
it ’s not my style.” He found fault, too, 
with Dr. Crotchet’s conducting. “No 
Englishman can conduct,” he said ; “ his 
self-respect comes in his way. Give 
me those foreign Johnnies that jump 
about like lunatics and seem to be 
grabbing up the music iu handfuls and I 
throwing it at the band.” - 
What a lot of boresome rot is being 
written about servants being imposs 
to get and not fit to keep wben got ! I 
can only say I don’t suffer from the 
servant trouble ; and nohody need wbo 




The Quaker’s Daughter Quakes. 

can only say I don’t suffer from the ® , broken to the public that Sir Humbert 

servant trouble ; and nolody need wbo DrusiUa Ivea . . . Miss Alice Crawford. ■flj^i.e-Brusher, R.A , was unable to 

keeps a competent housekeeper and Majesty’s and, since there is only one accept the invitation of Mr. Dexter to 
house- steward to look after them. But style of dancing now, Drusilla dances accompany him on an aerial voyage. 
I believe I manage better than most barefoot, as the habit is at the Palace. For yesterday was a gorgeous morning 
people. As to servants being worse And somehow, you know, I don’t see at Bushey, and the world-renowned 
than they used to be, it’s just a tra-la-la. Miss Alice Crawford at the Palace artist, who had kindly consented to the 
Look at what Hamlet sajs — “Sharper capturing all London by storm. presence of many Bavarian, Finnish, 

than a servant’s tooth it is” — ^to have a Mr. Jones has made other efforts to Eskimo, Spanish and American reporters 
something or other, which proves that rejuvenate his play ; for instance, he and photographers, arrived early on the 
in Shakspeare’s time servants were not refers now to The Daily Mail and to Levitation ground where Mr. P'elix 
only had, but positively dangerous ! ^ Free Trade. (How pointless a joke Dexter was standing on tbe hurricane 
Oh, I must tell you — Stella ’s bring- about Free Ttade would have been deck of his new spring-heeled air-yacht, 
ing out a book, Domestic Management eighteen years ago !) But he cannot the “ Jump to Glory,” the peculiaiity 
hy a Duchess. I ran in to see her disguise its age. Act HI., containing of which is that it can at will either 

the other day, and, having something the Soliloquy, of the Wicked Duke, travel on the ground or leap into the 

particular to say, went into her dress- or the Father’s appeal to his Cheild, air. Up to the last moment it was be- 
ing-room. Two of her maids were would betraj’’ it to anybody. lieved by tbe private secretaries, major- 
doing her hair; two more were polish- Mr. Tree, as the Duhe of Ouisehury, domo and valets of Sir Humbert Hare- 

ing her nails; and she was dictating went through his part in a careless way Brusher, that he would make the 
the last chapter of Dor^stic Manage- which suited the character perfectly, ascent ; but all expectations were finally 
to a secretary, showing how a poor He had a delightful air of having for- dashed by the announcement made 

d^ks*^© on thirty shillings a week gotten his words; which was, I am through a megaphone shortly before 

3mght have every comfort for her home almost sure, Ae effect he intended to 11 o’clock yesterday morning. “I have 

and Sara as well! Wonderful crear produce. I liked him best in his ex- never been so disappointed in my life,” 

ture, isnt ^e. tremely amusing scenes with Reginald so 'ran this pathetic message, “as I was 

Ever thine, Blakgqel Slingshy. As Reginc^ Mr. Vane-Tem- this mdrning when I was compelled to 


Mr. lloosEVELr, we arc delighted to 
hear, has. glyen !Mrs. Roosevelt Lis 
sacred word of honour that during liis 
African campamn in no circumstances 
will he wrestlepitli a gorilla. 

We learn, with mingled feelings, that 
IJr. Hall Caine has at the last moment 
cancelled his engagement to descend in 
a submarine at Portsmouib. It appears 
that at the eleventh hour ho remembered 
that he- had pledged his word to Mr. 
Eeinemann never to run the risk of 
encountering a mermaid. 

But the disappointments and incon- 
veniences caused by the observance of 
those promises are as nothing compared 
with the overwhehning sense of despair 
whicli settled over all the South of 
England when the dread news was 
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MoUy {on Tier first visit to London). “ Auntie 1 what a large uollt that gentleman *s got ! ” 


decline Mr. Dexter’s tempting proposal. 
But the fact is that yesterday the agent 
who manages my lectures, a reaUy noble- 
hea:rted fellow, declared that if I went 
up in the air-yacht he would refuse to act 
for me any longer, and I had no choice 
hut to give way. What makes my dis- 
appointment all the more bitter is that 
I have just received a telegraphic round 
robin, signed by all my colleagues at the 
Academy, in which they say, ‘By all 
means go up. Stout fellow! Don’t 
hurry to come down.’ ” 

After the delivery of the message Sir 
Humbert sat for about ten minutes 
in the car, while Mr. Dexter explained 
I the way in which the windbags are 
worked. Sir H. showed a quite extra- 
ordinary quickness in mastering the com- 
plicated mechanism. Mr. Dexter, indeed, 
was so much impressed that he observed, 
“ I have never seen any man who under- 
stood how to handle a windbag better ; ” 
and praise from Mr. Dexter is all the 
more valuable for its rarity. Sir Hum- 
bert subsequently entertained Mr. Felix 
Dexter and his brother Ambrose, or 
“Amby,” as he is generally called, at 
luncheon, together with the Mayor of 
Bushey, Lord Uther Pupe, and Sir 
S. Weld-Head. During lunch Sir Hum- 
beit discussed continuously and with 
extraordinary acumen the effect produced 


on the prices of contemporary pictures by 
motor cars, Strauss’s operas, Maxim’s 
restaurant, the comer in wood-pulp, and 
the overproduction of Bavarian beer. 
During the morning no fewer than 600 
photographs were taken of Sir Humbert, 
all of which will be reproduced on a 
colossal scale at his next lecture, “ What 
I have done for Art single-handed.” 

The Great at Work. 

‘‘The Oxford University crew made two 
journeys in unchanged order to Iffley yesterday, 
coached by Mr. Haldane.” — Daily Mail. 

The exact strategic purpose of this we 
shall not disclose. 

“A foolish mistake occuired in the report of 
the Bishop of Durham’s speech at the York 
Convocation, published in our issue of yestei- 
day. The subject upon which his lordship 
spoke was not the ornaments of the Minister, 
but the ornaments of the minister ” 

Liverpool Daily Post. 

Very unfortunate. Somebody must 
really have another try next week. 

“ S P. S ” — You are not entitled to be called 

The Hon ” because your sister has married a 
i peel.” — Birmingham Daily Post. 

I A nasty one for “ S. P. S.” He must 
I write again about that cousin who 
married the Mayor. 


The Journalistic Touch. 

** A close personal friend of the King, Lord 
Duiham was born only a few moments before 
his twin-brother.”— The Westminster Gazette. \ 

Amsterdam philanthropists have 
formed a society with the object of look- 
ing after persons who are found intoxi- 
cated in the streets. As, however, ^ 
society is, according to The Evening 
Standard, “ self-supporting,” there does ; 
not seem to be much in the idea. 

“ The Quay followed up with a fine rush up 
the field, and were within an acre of scoring.” 
— Flintshire County Herald. 

Of course a miss is alwa\ s as good as 


The Pink of Pronunciation. 

The ha’penny wits who have already started 
their verses about the Fiench Grand l^’ational 
candidate, Lutteur III., making his name rhyme 
with “flutter,” are vamed that the "u” is 
long. Lutteur is French for wrestler, and the 
pronunciation is loo-teur.” — Sporting Times. 

Our contemporary must wrestle again 
with the language. 

A Policy of Panic. 

“I am one of those who hold— Radical as 
I am — that there is something to be said for 
one’s country and for one’s Empire.” — Speech 
hy the Mayor of Battersea. 
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It! spile o£ liis “ unldiling intuiliou,” “ unfailing tact,” 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. and ‘‘ long finelinnds,” I am convinced that Cyprian Fielding, 

(By Mr. PuncVs Staf of Learmi Clerhs.) a silly 

^ ^ *•' •' man. While spending a holiday at an Exmoor parsonage he 

At various stages in my journey through Mr. H. (I. Weli^i’s fell in love with the rector’s adopted daughter, 
story Tono-Bungay(KiCiinuA^)J found myself saying, “ This P/mmo/i ; but Di (as she was usually and mercifully called) 
is excellent I must remember to point out that this is divided her love between Cyprian and the lleech-tree under 
excellent. ’ But by the tiuic I had got on to the next chapter j which she had, in her infancy, been abandoned by her mother, 
the impmssion of past excellence, or indeed of anything, bad The Beech-treo, if it did. not^ actually talk, was no ordinary 
faded from my nmid. In other words, Tono-Bungay, though tree, and in any case, with a rival so deaf to argument and 
it interested me immensely, took no sort of bold on mo. This persuasion, I think that Cyprian might have been excused if, 
is because the hero and narrator, Ocm'ge Ponderevo, is an like C?I'>ar’s enemies, ho bad sought safety in flight. But he 
unreal and (I fancy) unrealised person in whom it is im- preferred to go searching for Irouhle wlion lie took Di to 
possible to believe. When George takes to flying machines, London, and allowed her to bo bullied by liis ambitious slep- 
and I ought to feel instinctively that that is just what he mother and jealous Lady 'Winifred Tnrton. The result of 
would do, I can only remember that Mr. Wells himself is his conduct in this case was simple pandemonium, and, 
rather keen on the subject. -j j although for the disasters which. 


When I ought to trace a coiv 
nection between George and his 
manner of expressing himself, I 
can only notice that he uses cer- 
tain words which Mr. Weli.s him- 
self habitually and distinctively 
uses. Even when Gco?’^c breaks 
deliberately the sixth, seventh 
and eighth, indeed all the Com- 
mandments, he acquires no sort 
of personality in the process. 
Fortunately some of the minor 
characters arc more real. Beatrice 
N<yimandy, Aunt Susan, and to 
a certain extent Uncle Edward 
(the inventor of Tono-Bungay) 
are well and truly drawn ; they 
give an air of life to the story, 
it is a pity that such a remark- 
able book should not quite have 
come off. Had it been written 
ill the third person it would, I 
fancy, have approached more 
nearly to complete success. 





— although for the disasters which 

followed the shameless Beech- 
tree was chiefly responsible, I 
cannot give Cyprian a testimonial 
for either tact or intuition. Miss 
Rosaaiond Napier writes delight- 
fully of Exmoor, but her attempt 
to combine a fantastic idyll with 
a tale of life in London is more 
courageous than effective. 

Mr. Farquharson Sharp, in his 
Short History of the English 
Stage (Walter Scott), lias accom- 
plished admirably the task he 
set himself — the compilation of 
a theatrical reference book within 
a convenient compass. It is a 
remarkable comprimi of essential 
facts, set forth with engaging 
directness, intelligently classified 
and exhaustively indexed. But 
vhy, in offering to the specialist 
his work of research, does he 
elate the casual reader too by 
furnishing him in the earlier 
chapters with exhilarating mat- 
ter, only to hurl him down later 
Artist. ** Could you ihikk op any suitable quotation to go od- Ijito ^ dismal chaos of dates 
TV ITU MY picruRE?” and records unrelieved? As we 

Friend. “Well, what aboui Suellci’s lines?— peep with our guide at the old 


and records unrelieved ? As we 
peep with our guide at the old 
Miracle plays and Moralities, 
at the great Elizabethans, at 
-Betterton and at Garrick, we are 


The 358 closely-printed pages 

of In f/iePoffn*’.*? House (Methuen) 

can hardly be dosciibed as easy Artist. “Could you iiiink op any suitable quotation to go on into a dismal chaos of dates 
reading, especially for one whose tvith my picture ?” and records unrelieved? As we 

acquaintance with the beauties of Friend. “Well, what about Suellci’s lines? — peep with our guide at the old 

the American language is as ‘Hail to the^, blithe spirit, Miracle plays and Moralities, 

imperfect as my own. Happily, Bird thou never vtert I ’ ” at the great Elizabethans, at 

however, thechannofMr. George BEiTERixDNand at Garrick, we are 

Byre Eldridge’s style is greater even than the difficulty charmed by his method as well as informed by his narrative : 
of his idiom. What position the writer holds in the omne tulit punctum qui miscuit utile dulci. But when he 
literature oE^ his country I do not know, but to English leaves behind him the eighteenth century and the great 
readers an inevitable comparison will present itself, for romantic days when art still kept alive the vital tradition of 
there is more than a suggestion of our Mr. Hardy in artificial presentment, and had no care for “ illusion,” then 
the force with which he lias told this tale of life in a re- all his gaiety and lightness of touch seem to desert him ; he 
luoio New England village fi.ftv years ago. It is by no means treads warily and portentouslj^ among his contemporaries, 
against a pleasant background that ho has set his drama of a as one who fears to stumble on an indiscretion, and we begin 
woman and three men ; the mental atmosphere of Padanaran to weary of the way and to turn an unwilling ear to his 
is compounded in equal parts of Pmutanism and scandal; expositions. Is our modern theatre, then, leally so dreary? 
but it is treated u itli a delicacy and a power that compel our Or is it that we must wait until our dramatists and players 
almost umvilhng interest. For a long time I wondered what have receded further into the perspective before the historian 
there was that recalled some half-forgotten bogie of may with seemliness present t.hft yn to us as beings living and 

childish leading. At last I realised tne association. The moving in just relation to the forces and conditions which 
people of Padanaran are simply the people of The Wide Wide surround them? 

World narrowest of romances !) looked at from without, „ . . " ■ ■ = 

and with the saving differences of sanity and humour. Per- believed that the robbery must have i^en place after midday 

haps it is this that gives to a stoiy about them its half-fearful c* certainly ^tact, and before 

tatoSon. I ..Km ^ h, ,w. 8S, .. ..M. .m, ft, 

ook aside unfinished. 'rji 0 author of Sherloch Holmes has not lived in vain. 
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Mr. Roo^nvELT is no longer Pi evident 
of the United States, and a certain Em- 
peror is said not to be sorry. In his 
opinion the fellow attracted loo much 
attention. 

* :|s 
* 

The Aldeburgli Territoiial Artillery 

is compelled to drill on 

Sunday, that beiriir the 
only day on whitdi 
horses are available. 

The same restriction, we 
take it, would appl\ to 
fig 1] t ing. Fortunately 
our relations with Ger- 
many are now so frien dly 
that it will no doubt be 
possible to 'enter into an 
arrangement with tliat 
country whereby Alde- 
burgh shall not be at- 
tacked om a week-day. 

u * « 

* 

Many persons were 
surprised to read, the 
other day, that a depu 
tation had wailed on the 
Premier to urge a mini- 
mum wage for clerks. 

It had been imagined 
that most of them weie 
already in receipt of it. 

All postal official 
have been notified that 
Suffragette living letters I 
to Cabinet Ministers are 
to be refused in futuie. 

We think that an excep- 
tion might be made on 1 
Valentine’s Day. 

V 

Mr. Haluane informed 
the Savage Club that the 
War Office was ‘‘not a 
bed of roses.” Still 
some of them manage to 

get a little sleep there* 

* 

” WhattheTwo-Power 
standard is I have never 
yet heard anyone ac- 
curately define/’ says Sir 
Percy Buntingk “The 
only thing to do is opimok?” 

to take care that the 

Government is well imbued with Liberal 
peace principles.” As a mark of grati- 
tude for this sentiment Sir Percy 
BuNriNG, we hear, is shortly to be elected 
an Honorary German. 


The Peace Party is falling foul of Mr. 
Haldane. This Party does not object to 
our Army as it is, but considers it may 
become a source of danger if Mr. Haldane 
persists in making it more efficient. 


A proposal to instal a water service in 
Dunmow Workhouse for use in case of 
fire lias been negatived by the Guardians 
on the ground that the Workhouse may 
shoitly be abolibhed. It will be inter- 
esting to see which does it first—legis- 
lature, or fire. 

♦ * 

* 

A cyclist writes to a coatempoiaiy to 


said the other, 
understood. 


That order was mis- 






Mr. Justice Gr^meui, who has a 
sleigh, is said to be keenly indignant at 
the celerity with which the snow is 
removed from the stieets of London, 
and it is possible that a mass meeting 
of London sleigh-owners may be called 

^to protest against the 

, scandal. 


1 Still they come ! The 
I Diamond Jubilee of 
'Harrod’s Stoies is to be 
I commemorated on the 
1 15th inst., and Mr. Hall 
I C \tm: will celebrate the 
fifty-sixth anniversary of 
his birth on the 14th 
May next. AVhat a 


A Bold Statement* 

“ The official annoance- 
] meiit regarding tlie iiiicet- 
taiuty“ ot the King’s cruise 
ia the Mediterranean it di- 
cates that there is* uncer- 
tainty as to the futme plans 
of the King Westminster 
Gazette, 

The streets aie deep in 
slush or in the icy mud 
which is manufactured by 
the Libel al use of salt.*’— 
Daily Mail. 

Tariff Reform means less 
salt and slush for all. 

“ Off the first ball, on re- 
suming after lunch, Grcgoiy 
got Veinon twice ja^t point 
to th'' boundary'.’* — Mcl- 
houme Argus. 

It is nice to think that 
the reporter really en- 
joyed his lunch. 

“The pationb of the 
American Roller *Skating 
Rmk at Miiirayfield are 
faithCul in their attendance 
at tlie establishment, and 

“WELt, DOOXOE. r S« n'S lElLUEEfA. WnVT'S HCMBLE “ 

— gentlemen who by regular 

.suggest that pedestrians shoxild carry practice Imve attam^Ae^iUona of esperis 

Quite a little girl was watching the expe rt. 

snow fall. “Oh, mnnuny,” she cried, 

“ I wish the snow would stop : it makes A Hun t ing Crop. 

the air so imtidy,” '• Within. liaH an hour a dog fox fell a ^ ictim. 

* * The crop was presented to Master Ca/alet.” — 

And a small boy was tlireatening Devon and ExUer Gazette. ^ 
another with a snowball “ Chuck it ! ” 1 Yes, but who got the gizzard. ? 
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TO BETTY IN “RUBBERS.” 

Tins is the month- or sht^iihl have been — 

When modest overtures of green ^ ] 

Jjeiul an elusive ( harm io hnike and hriar ; ] 

When papers bulge witli poets’ rhymes, 1 

And “ Old Etonian ” tells The Thnn < 

That he has heard the oaily cuckoo (liar 1) 

This is the moon that ushers vSprIng, ^ 

And makes the Young Man want to sing, 

And turns his Object’s heart a touch less chilly ; 

This is that March that wakes the dead, 

And lo ! the hare goes off its head 
And takes to dancing with the daffodilly. 

I, too, I modify my tone 
Conformably with Nature’s own. 

Assume a gayer garb, a jauntier carriage • 

And, as you may remember, dear. 

At this peculiar time of year 
I offer you my annual self in marriage. 

But somehow — this will be a blow — 

I fear that you may have to go. 

These Ides of March, without your usual greeting 
(That is the date I’ve always fixed, 

Because it falls halfway betwixt 
Ills roaring enteec and his exit Heating). 

Tliis year he loosely overlooks 
The statement in the copy-books 
Which represents him coming like a Lioa^; 

He enters as a Polar Bear, 

Whistling a pale and Arctic air, 

And Heaven alone can say what note he ’ll die on. 

• * 

I hear my Betty hint that Love, 

Warmed from within, should rise above 
Considerations based upon the weather ; 

To which my lips (ot steely blue) 

Send back the answer, “ So I do ; 

I rise above ’em, Betty, like a feather.” 

My soul has pinions which ignore 
The state of earth’s revolting floor, 

Where people pound through slush with squelcliy 
sploshes; 

But, frankly, I remarked your feet 
Last Friday slithering down the street, 
xAnd, oh ! I cannot love you in goloshes ! 0. S. 

CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Ob, Litile Abthub’s Eoad to Knowledge, 

{lAttle Arthur^ aged 12 ; Papa, aged 48.) 

Little Arthur. Papa, do you make money ? 


L. A. But Mr. Harding doesn’t want to make money. 

Faivi. What do you mean, my l)oy ? 

L. A. Well, you gave me liis sermon to lead, you know, 
Papa, and it says (reading from printed sermon) : “ The 
rage for money-making is the curse of the ago. In the grip of 
this monster men forget the things of the spirit. Life be- 
comes a mere, mad race for wealth.” That ’s what it says. 
Papa, and there ’s a lot more. 

Papa. Oh, ah, yes, I daresay, hut Mr. Harding is a clergy- 
man, you know ; he ’s a very good man, of course, but not 
quite practical. 

L. A. But, Papa, you said he was one of the most sensible 
men you ever met. 

Papa. Oh, yes, he ’s certainly sensible ; a fine scholar and 
all that. 

L. A. Then, Papa, I suppose sensible men are not prac- 
tical. Is that what you mean, Papa ? 

Papa. Oughtn’t you to be going out for your walk, now? 
(Looking at his watch.) Why, bless me, it ’s past eleven. 

L A. Yes, Papa, I know ; but I 'm not to go out till half- 
past eleven to-day. Papa 1 
Papa. Yes, my boy, what is it ? 

L. A. Oughtn’t you to give up trying to make money ? 
Papa. Ha, ha! And where would jou be if I did, I 
wonder ? 

L. A. I don’t know, Papa ; but if money-making is really 
the curse of the age, aren’t you doing a dreadful thing, 
Papa? 

Papa. Now, look here, Arthur, you mustn’t talk nonsense. 
L. A. But that ’s what Mr. Harding said in his sermon. 
Papa. I know, I know; but I’ve told you before — ^Mr, 
Harding is a clergyman, and clergymen don’t always look 
at these things in a practical way ; they ’re not men of the 
world. 

L. A. But is it better to be a man of the world than lo bo 
a clergyman ? 

Papa. Well, in certain things, perhaps, a little worldly 
wisdom isn’t a bad thing. 

L. A. But, Papa, Mr. Harding says (reading): — “Men 
must be brought to recognise that there is a wisdom which is 
not of this world, and that it is far higher and better than 
the wisdom of the worldling.” Are you and I worldlings, 
Papa? 

Papa. No, certainly not. What a preposterous notion 1 
L. A. But you ’re not a clergyman. Papa, axe you? 

Papa. No, I never was. 

L. A. Then what are you, Papa ? 

Papa. A sensible man, I hope. 

L. A. But Mr. Harding is a sensible man too, isn’t he ? You 
know you said so, Papa ; and so you and he are the same. 
But you -want to make money, and Mr. Harding thinks that 
is a curse. ^ Doesn’t Mr. Harding make any money, Papa ? 

Papa. Well, there ’s the living, you know — £400 a year — 
and he writes books and articles. Yes, he makes a little, too. 
L. A. But perhaps he means that it ’s all right to make a 
I little, hut you mustn’t go on after that. Papa, did you ever 


Papa. Web, ah— um, yes; every now and then — ^just a little, hut you mustn’t go on after that. Papa, did you ever 
little here and there ; not as much as I should like to make, eat locusts and wild honey ? 

of course. But still I do manage to make both ends meet. Papa. No, certainly not ; who ever heard of such a thing ? 

L. A. Then, Papa, you want to make a great deal of money, L. A, Because Mr. Harding says (reading) : “ In these days 

do you . r j TT 1 seems to have become the mark of good society to spend 

Papa. Of c^ui'se I do. ^ How do you suppose I ’m going to one’s substance in riotous living. It is our duty to call men 
without money ? There ’s your mother back to the simpler life, to remind them that great thoughts 
and and there s you, and the servants, and the house, may he thought and great lives lived on a diet of locusts 
L.A. les, Papa, I know; hut does everybody want to and wild honey.” That ’s what he says. 


make money? 

Papa. Yes, everybody — at least every sensible man does. 

L. A. Is Mr. Harding a sensible man ? 

Papa. What, the Vicar ? Of course he is ; one of the most 
sensible men I ever met ; a great influence for good in the 
parish. 


Papa. Does he ? Well, it ’s half-past eleven now, so you ’d 
better ti-ot away, or there ’ll he trouble. 


Decline of the Legal Profession. 

** Wa^tih), solicitor, experienced in laundry or dye works, to drive 
wagon .” — The Vancouver World. 
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THE “FIND "-SEEKERS. 

f A Sketch in Caledonian Market) 

Time : 11 o'clock on a Friday morning, A hitter N,-E, wind, 
with sleet changing to snow, Mrs. Thomas Grabham- 
Tyddler alights from a taxi-cab, and enters the gates, 
followed by Mr. G.-T. in a fur-lined coat with the collar 
turned^up, and a tweed cap. He carries a small hand- 
bag vnih depressed resignation, 

Mrs. 0,-T, Now mind, Tom, you leave all the bargaining 
part to me, I do wish you had on a shabbier coat, I put 
on all my oldest things on purpose, and if I talk with a 
Cockney twang, they ’U never know I ’m not a dealer. 

Mr, G.-T, All right, Dolly. Though why on earth you 
brought me up to this beastly place on such a rotten morn- 
in* is beyond me. What ? 

Mrs. O.-T. Why, you dear old silly, I told you ^ Friday ’s 
the best day for it. There ’s simply no telling xoliat treasures 
we mayn’t pick up. Honor Hyndlegges got a perfectly heavenly 
dressing-case here last week, silver fittings and everything, 
for only thirty-seven-ana six. It would have been at least 
ten guineas in any shop ! 

Mr. G,-T. I say, that must be rot, jj^ou know ! Why shoxild 
they let it go so cheap as all that ? 

Mrs, Q -T, Oh, they may have special reasons, and, you see, 
as it *8 sold in open market, it *s quite all right, however they 
came by it. 


Mr, O.-T. Ah 1 Wonder you didn’t make me bring along a 
sack instead of this satchel affair. 

[They pass down an alley of vacant cattle pens till they 
come to a mat on which \s displayed a collection of 
bric-a^rac, consisting, among other equally valuable 
articles, of a bird-cage partly filled with garden snails; 
a deplorable tall hat, from which the salesman Is care- 
fully brushing the snotiflahes ; a faded croquet stick ; 
a rusty skate; a Tantalus spirit-stand without its 
decanters ; a case ichich has evidently once contained 
curling-irons; a headless terra-cotta statuette; a 
stuffed perch in a broken glass case; and a horrible life- 
shed icaxen head, xoith glass eyes and only one cheek 

Salesman {chilly, but kopeftil), ’Ere y’ are ! Any price yer 
like t Sort ’em art cheap. The ole firm for qualitec ^ 

Mr O.-T, Well, of course, I don’t know, Dolly, but T can't 
believe there’s much in his little lot that wasn’t honestly 
come by. 

Mrs, G,-T. No. I don’t see anything here I slioiild really 
care for. Let’s go on. {They pas^ on ) Ah, here is something 
really good. I do love Old Sliefiield * 

[She examines a pair of tall candlesticks. 

Mr. O.-T. {sceptically). How d’ you know they ’re old ? 

Mrs. G,-T. Of course they ’re old. Why, you can see where 
the copper’s come through' (To vendor.) ’Ow much for 
these, mister ? 

Vendor. A quid, lydy. Couldn’ ’ave better stuff. Clean 
up luverly, it will ! 
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Mrs,0.-T, But will it? Some Old Sheffield won't, you 

kno\7. Er, that is ’Oo are you getting at ? 

Vendor. Ah, I see you know a bit, me dear. lu the tride 
yeiself, mos’ likely. (Delight of Mrs. O.-T.) When yer gits 
yer livin’ orf o’ this sort o’ stuff, yer hamd to know sumfin' 
abait it, ain’t yer ? Some on it won't clean up — that ’s right 
enough ; but this will. Look ’ere ! (He cleans a small space 
in a primitive fashion with a very dirty finger.) Ain’t that 
wurf a quid? 

Mrs. G.-T. (in a lohisper to her husband). It ’s worth at 
least double that ! (To Vendor.) ’Ow, gow on ! Fifteen 
shillin ’s my proice ! 

Vendor. You’re cmle ’ard on me — ^but there, seein’ you’re 
one of Us 

[Mr. G.-T. produces the money, and the candlesticks are 
with some difficulty stwffed in his side pockets. 

Mrs. G.-T. And now, Tom, I shah go and prowl about all 
on my little lone — ^you can wait for me over there by the 
clock tower. (An interval, after which she returns tmum- 
phant.) Just look at this — picked it out of a lot of 
old rubbish on a stall — for only seven-and-six, frame and 
all ! The silly woman had no idea what it really was. 

Mr. O.-T. Seems like a sort of an illuminated text or some- 
thin’. What ? 

Mrs, G.-T. You goose ! It ’s been torn out of some old 
missal, and it ’s worth pounds and pounds ! But you never 
did understand anything about Ajt;. Be careful how you 

* carry it. What *s this man got ? 

[She stops by^a kerbstone on which some metal objects are 
, arranged. A portly person with a Gladstone bag 

suddenly kneels down and examines these critically. 

‘ The P&iily Person (inspecting a mortar of ancient appear^ 
once). What are you asking for this? (To an apathetic 
I young Israelite in charge.) Fifty shillings, eh? Well, I 

* expect you’ll get it. Very fine example— don’t know that 
I ’ve ever seen a better. Make you an offer for it myself — 
but, with trade as bad as it is, — well, good mornin’ ! 

[Rises, and departs with his bag. 
Mrs. G.-T. (hurrying after her husband). Tom, I want two 
sovereigns— quick. No, don’t you come with me. 

[She returns to the young Israelite, and, after some bar- 
gaining, secures the inortar for twenty-seven-and-six. 
The y. J. (handing her half-a-crown). ’Ereth your change, 
lady. ! 

Mrs. G.-T. (firmly). I want another half sovereign, please. 
The Y. 1. Lumme, tho yer do. What am I thinkin’ of? 
Thorry — my mithtake ! [Laughter from bystanders. 

A Sympathetic Onlooker (by icay of apology). The flurry o’ 
the moment ! [Mrs. G.-T, rejoins her husband with her prize. 

Mr. G.-T. But what’s the good of a mortar to you, Dolly? 
It hasn’t even got a pestle 1 

Mrs. G.-T. What does it matter when it’s an antique? 
You can see the date on it. I can’t make out quite whether 
it ’s 1328 or 1528, because it ’s so encrusted with age, but it 
must have come out of some museum. And I distinctly 
heard a dealer say it was well worth filty shillings. So I don’t 
think twenty-seven-and-six could have been dear. Do you? 

Mr. G.-T. Daresay not. I say, see that pair of china 
figures that fellow ’s just taken out of his cart ? How ’d they 
do for the drawing-room, eh ? I ’ve a jolly good mind to 
ask what he’ll take for ’em. (After doing so.) Look here, 
Dolly, he wants thirty bob, and I’ve only a sov. left. Can 
you let me have the other ten shillings ? 

Mrs. O.-T. You really are too funny as a judge of china, 
Tom I Why , they ’re perfectly hideous, with those waggling 
heads and hands, too ! I wouldn’t have tbeTu in my drawing- 
room — ^they’re only fit for a grocer’s shop* window. And 
thirty shillings for them ! Absurd ! 

Mr. O.-T. Well, I rather like ’em, somehow — ^you might 
spare me just ten bob ! 


Mrs. G.-T. Indeed, I ’m not going to encourage you in 
flinging away money on such rubbish ! And he ’s sure to 
take a pound if you offer it him— and that’s a good deal 
more than they ’re worth ! 

[Mr. G.-T. offers the Vendor a sovereign. 

Vendor. Forty bob I’m arskin’, guv’nor. An’ wwrf it. 
I’m ’ere to sell, I am. I can’t give ’em yer ! 

A Quiet Man with a big bag. Take ’em at thirty bob. 

[He departs with one figure in the bag, and the other tucked 
under his arm, 

Mrs. G.-T. There, Tom — it’s lucky you ’ve got me to keep 
an eye on you. I ’ve saved you at least a sovereign ! (Later) 
Dear me, isn’t that Mr. Thuriel Spier over there ? I thought 
so. But how fortunate. He knows more about old things than 
any man in London. I must show him all my treasures ! 

Mr. G.-T. Ail, and get ’em vetted. What ? 

Mr. T. S. (languidly, after greetings). Old Sheffield ? Yes, 
there are one or two people here who sometimes have some 
really good pieces — ^most of it, you know, is just got up to 
suit this paiticular markat. Oh, those — ^yes, very nice indeed, 
late ^ Georgian design. . . . Really, 1 couldn’t give an 
opinion. . . . Well, candidly, I shouldn’t say they ’re very 
old. . . . And you picked up this too, eh ? Very decorative, 
and the colour charming — so clear. Of course you saw at once 
it’s one of those process reproductions. Oh, quite worth 
getting, I daresay. . . . I could hardly tell you — ^but possibly, 
with the frame, it wouldn’t be so very dear at a shilling. . . . 
Ah, a mortar, eh ? And dated, too ? Interesting — quite inter- 
esting — they cast these things from first-rate originals, and so 
well that, until you get the dirt off, you would hardly know 
they weren’t antiques. . . . Oh, no, every now and then you 
do come upon wonderful finds here. For instance, only a 
few minutes^ ago I met a little man I know — dealer of sorts 
— with a pair of seated Chinese figures with movable heads 
and hands — he’d seen ’em being unloaded from a van, and 
spotted ’em at once. Another fellow was after ’em, but he 
wouldn’t go to more than a sovereign, so my little man nipped 
in and got ’em for thirty shillings. He showed ’em to me, 
and they really were wonderful. Ming of the best period — 
and in perfect condition — ^probably looted from Pekin. 
Worth ? Well, I offered him fifty pounds — ^but he said he 
hoped to get a hundred at least. And I shouldn’t wonder if 
he does. Now, dear lady, if only you had hajopened to be on 
the spot instead ! 

Mrs. G.-T. (hi a small voice). Y^es — it was rather un- 
fortunate. Though er-Mink is not a period I go in for. And 
now I think we must be getting home. Good-bye, Mr. Spier, 
so glad to have met you. F, A. 


Mlsical Note . — A Dresden paper notes with more regret 
than surprise that the eminent conductor, Herr von Senuerr, 
is suffering from a severe sprain in his arm as tlie result of 
directing the performances of Rtchaid Strauss’s Elekira. 
Herr von Schuch ought to be grateful that he has not been 
Elektracuted. 


From a chatty letter in The Irish Independent : — 

“ Tins extremely rare plant lias an acinaceform leaf, sessil and cm- 
plexical, while the lamina is gibbous and limiate. The flowers have no 
calix, which is replaced by a caduceus periamph. The polypetalous 
corolla is caryophyllaceons.” 

This plant was discovered in Mayo, and naturally the in- 
habitants have boycotted it. 


Rowing Notes. 

“ On the outward journey they had a wait of fifteen minutes at the 
Piko and Eel whilst repaiis u ere done, after which they continued to 
the locks in t\NO pieces.” —Da ?Z?/ Mirror. 

The British workman again. 
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A VIEW OF MODERN LIFE ; 

Or, The New EDiTiya. 

This article by Bellary Hilloc, ■wliich 
we print after submitting it to a censjrship 
mindful of the law of libel, contained certain 
accusations a^inst certain public jDersons, 
accusations which we believe to be tiue Mr. 
Hilloc, whi wanted notoriety at any price, was 
exceedingly miwilling that we should publish 
his article without these accusations, and in 
order to prove that he, at least, has th^ courage 
of his convictions, we have adopted the form in 
which the article at piesent appeals We do 
this, in spite of the perfect idiocy of the result, 
the more willingly since it demonstrates to our 
easily persuaded mind how in this country the 
law of libel aids that very obscuring of facts to 
which Mr. Hilloc refers — ^that oblacuring of 
facts which is one of the most serious of 
modem tendencies. — E d., The Bungay Review, 

Painful though, it is to me as a con- 
vinced Liberal to have to denounce the 
leader of my own Party, I can only say, 
to adapt the immortal phrase. Amicus 
Asquith, magis arnica veritas. The 
Premier is a man of fine intellect and a 

polished phrase-iliaher, but his 

fill mo virith 

. But what are we to say of his 

colleagues? Can we expect manliness 

from , who openly confesses 

to being a teetotaler, or consistency from 

Mr. , who prefers port to beer V 

The insufferable insolence of Mr. 

is a byword in Lancashire, and the 

scandal attaching to has be- 

come so notorious that the Lord Chan- 
cellor . 

But the condition of society is no 
better. In the very heart of Mayfair 
we are confronted with unspeakable 

atrocities. The of , it is an 

open secret, poisoned his father, his 

mother, and his first wife. Lord 

was once found . 

And why did he get his peerage? For 

paying . But 

the male sex have no monopoly of 

iniquity. Lady was twice arrested 

for theft last season, and only escaped 

a severe sentence by bribing the 

. Mrs. ’s tiara ; 

. Lady is a pyromaniac, and 

when she was at Goodwood 

Turning to literature (so-called), what 
do I see? Insincerity, jobbery and 
corruption everywhere. Could there be 
a worse example of the success that is 
made by nepotism than that of Mr. 

? I do not hesitate to say 

that ei[TS ‘BOtmpjcDq xneBOi oSnx 

sux'Bdo JS'BX'BO xTBpqzoiao TtcxnpoiC j;ii.£e9, 
and I go even further, and say also that 
Txe!).i7aj:09 onsexeS^ 9:c0*usnm'Bs Anxuoeix 
jsTLdtntq SisdxoiLoe aqqp^unz uxclml onsje 
uzoxL^3[e qooiTBq 'B:q;ross'B uze'Bsrsxe txmpxp 

What kind of reply can Mr. 

make to that ? None. Again, take the 

case of Mr. . Everyone knows 

that he has spent several hundred 


















OUR SPOILT BARBARIANS. 

Young Blood. “ Sorry I can’t let you iivve a dance to-night, but if you ’re going to 

THE PiLKINGTONS ON FRIDAY I MIGHT MANAGE TO FIT YOU IN THERE.” 


pounds annually for some time in 
chicken and champagne for reviewers, 

the most notorious of whom is Mr, 

. But I have said enough. You 

now know, if you never knew before, 
that the honest literary men can he 
counted on the fingers of one jolly 
hand. 

And the stage. How ghastly is its con- 
dition 1 Look at the recent successes : 

of The at the Theatre ; 

of at the 

Theatre ; of at the 

Theatre; of at the 

Theatre, to name no others. Look at 
them all and shudder at the appalling 
trough in which our actor -managers 

wallow, particularly Mr. and 

Mr. These I brand first of 

all. 


In short, all modern life is rotten to 
the core. But thank goodness one 
Anglo-German editor and one Anglo- 
French publicist at any rate have a little 
courage left. 

The French “Intensive Culture’’ 
System. 

What it Costs. 

“Wanted, Tvvo French Ladies to exchange 
Oonversational Lessons for Two University 
Students.”— Adit, in '"The WestemMaiV* 

An tTngallant Swain. 

“ Will the lady who left two hunches of 
violets for a Tariff Reformer on St. Valentine’s 
Eve kindly call again on Tuesday morning 
next? ” — Adit, in'" The Times** 

Does he want her to remove them ? 
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THE STORY OF THE WEEK, tlicm. 

[Important Al!l^^o^JIICEME]ST by THE Autfior “The L.O.C.,” began the elder de- 

Ti-uti, it lias often li'^en said, is stranger than Hberately, “ be ” 

fiction. On the other band, fiction is gener^ly “My dear Smith,” interrupted the 


two travelleis paused to look about [stead lie began to cut into the scone 


wliich he had ordered. 

“ Talking of Norwegian granite,” he 
said, as he took a bite. 

Our hero was in no mood for frivolous 


aw w®! iirTStmc?! Other, “it has nothing to do wth the cqnvei-sation. He rang for his hm, and 


kis conceived the idea of piesenting to L-C 0. It ’s the Borough Councils.” when the waitress had given it him he 

1 his su'Boribeis a short hebdomadal r&unid “ Anyhow,” said his companion, “ you picked up his photogiaph of Mr. Soorr- 


(as Parisians say) of 


events of the can’t deny that the L.C.O. rate has Dickson and made for the casli desk. 


week, in the guise of a sfcoiy. To this end he ^bree farthings. And 

'-toy™ Mom- 

serial fonn a novel of actual life, in the hope A legacy of the Wastrels, ^ ] 
that this will enable his readeis to economise the younger, angrily. “ If it 
by dispensing in fntuio with their ha’penny been for them . . . . ” 
morning paper.] ^ clock chimed the hour sloy 

THE WAGGING WORLD. methodically. 

(Note. — You can start this story NOW “Listen,” said the first man. . 

—or not, just as you like.) tip his hand for silence, and com 

CiUBAcrEBS IN THE Stok. 8® they fell. “Eleven 

T. -vT ^ 6 a-l. hoar has come. 

Baron NomseotiaviLcn, one ox the “Whnthmir9” 

Under Secretaries at the Servian L 


gone up three farthings. And that ’s “ What are you going to do for the 
what you call Municipal Reform.” women ? ” the waitress ca'led after him 

“A legacy of the Wastrels,” retorted reproachfully, 
the younger, angrily. “If it hadn’t^ “I beg your pai-don,” he said, and, 
been for them ' returning, placed twopence underneatli 

A clock chimed the hour slowly and his plate* 
methodically. Once outside, he made liis way through 

“Listen,” said the first man. He held the slush to Putney, where the Cam- 
up his hand for silence, and counted the biidge crew were jnst embarking, Fair- 
strokes as they fell. “ Eleven 1 The bairn being still at the how thwart, 
hour has come.” “ The Army Aeroplane. Record Descent 

“ What hour ? ” at Aldershot,” shouted a paper boy near 


1 ? • TT • r. A i “The hour,my dear Marriott, ’’replied him, and beckoning to the lad he pur- 

Ifl. liis companion, “when we may liegin to chased an evening journal, mid hastily 


an important coiTespondence witli 

the Austrian Foreign Office, de- celet)rate the centenary of the poet Bunn. 
inandiug compensation for the an- Chapter One Million and Fourteen. 


scanned the Society column for the latest 
news of Father Vaughan’s dreams. Tlieii 
an announcement in largo type met his 


Ji-O • J TT • tlilllUUllUC’U.lC'llU 111 IVIJUiUCl UlO 

nation of Bosnia and Herzego^na. [Synopsis of Previous Chapter : Tlie L.C.O. eve, and he staggered back. 

His last letter was accidentally mte has gone up three-farthings. On the other “ .t Heavens ! ” he cried, “ the House of 
addressed to — hand this contmnes to he a week of anniver- -r v i » 

J. A. Smith, the Secretary of the saries. But the weather Is beastly.] Loids has been thi eat ened again ! 

Scottish Rugby Union. It is be- (Note.— You can yo on loiih the story Chapter One Million anb Fifteen. 

lieved to bave begun, “My Dear noio.) [Synopsis opPeeviobs Chapter: Tariff Ref oim. 

Smith,” but Ibe contents are as yet I^t us however return to the A.B.C. ktters to my dear Smith, and 

a secret. shop where we left our hero. Scaicely v . - , . 

B. W. ]/. Ailjiithnot, the Cambridge had the door shut behind his rival wlien C^ote. 27m ts gomg to be the last 

spare man. He has been forced to he drew a letter from Ills pocket, and i m 

resign his position at the stroke once more with perplexed brow strove to ^ boudon in Central Glasgow a 
thwart, owing to the threats of the master its contents. It Avas written in a and lovely girl was resting idly 

Confederates, the leader of whom foreign language, but, thanks to the ^ 

is generally supposed to be — trainincr which -DremiTitinii for tho oro- pitilessly, but inside the room the fire 


across the apartment to her writing 
desk. She sat down and drew the tele- 


is generally supposed to be — training which prepai-atioii for the pre- Jiisiuc tne room the hre 

George Bedford, the famous Censor. limina^ examinaliV of Tlie Bveninq J>r>glidy enough. Waking snd- 

i Eamilear IlarmsieoHh, an anonymous News Scholarship Mieme had given “e“v froKi her reverie the girl sighed, 

j donor o£ £10,000 to the Territorials, him, he bad no difficulty in transhiting skated gracefully 

for enlistment in which it as follows : — across Me apartment to her writing 

WUliam Taft has just lieen rejected on “ Mv dear Sjnrn,— Imiist say I don’t sat down and drew the tde- 

account of insufficient chest iiiea- quite like the tone of your last letter, phrae towards iier. 

snrempt. Wilbam, however, is in I thought we had decided to leave the . , n ' . 

no _ wise daunted, and joins the question of compensation for the loss of Minws .-113 CentraL . . . .Hallo, 
training ship Mereury, where he Bosnia and Herzegovina in the hands minus 2113 . • • • • What . 

comes under the cai-e of of the othei- Powers for arbitration. „• •. • ha® he? What, 

Q. B. Fry, who is definitely going to Why then do you suddenly suggest that opa”i? • • • - Ihai^you. 

play for Hampshire this season, a trilling pavment of three shillings *“® receiver h^ and took 

,, a day constitutes an act of profesJ ^ ^ f 

Menial Mannp^s, a young and lovely siomdism ? Please let me know at once ^ 3 ®^elled lountain-pen m the ink she 
pai-cichutist. whether you intend to turn up on the « 

Garohm Nation. ^ 20th, as I want to mobilise our army. 

Alfred, a German waiter disguised as a This is positively my last word on the (Warsung.— i o be continued next iceek 

Swiss waiter. subject. Yours sincerely, with aiiy luck.) 

Ana a lew more. « ^ N-ov^vscotiavitch.” L^ote. — V ye greatly regret to announce 

(Wb One Miluon jnu Thikteen. « What does it mean ? ” said our hero 

On a typical morning in March two aloud to himself, as he put the letter WolUes ’’—Editor ? A \ M 

men might just have been seen walking away and stared out of tlie window at * 

along the Embankment. The scene the fog and snow. “ What indeed does » mt. . . , , . 

spread before them (and partly over anything mean ? ” xtt* no crimmal business at die 

On™?hr^f Londouer. “ Wdl,” cheerfuUy said the little man aie/™fiice®®oony[t^te<l\rgr. nU 

un tne light hand, as iar as the eye who sat opposite him, “Tariff lleform jury imd the people at large on the circvmi- 

could see, a black waste of snow ; on the means stance.”— Da/7i/ Graphic. 

left hand a river of mud; on the “Yet what does anything matter now The people who were still “at large” 
j collar— T* , , , that Stuart is at stroke again?” had probably already congratulated 

I At this moment the fog liiled, and the I he little man made no answer. In- themselves on the circumstance. 


‘‘There was no crimmal business at die 
Wicklow Spring Assizes yesterday, and the 
Lord Chief Justice congratulated the gi*. nd 
jury and the people at large on the circum- 
stance .” — Daily Graphic. 
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ACGOMMODATIOM FOR BIRD AND BEAST. 

m"R. REYNARD, The Spinney, 
Belvoir, has vacancies for s ‘veral 
yoiing^ chickens in his old-established 
organism. References from any farmer 
in the neighbourhood. 


To Ducks, Water-Rats, etc. 

1^0 MORE WET FEET.--By invest- 
ing in the Anti-Rheu Rubber Shoes 
all evil consequences of getting the feet 
wet, to which ducks, water-rats, otters, 
etc., are so liable, are wholly removed. 
Rheumatism a thing of the past, — ^Apply, 
The Factory, Bootle. 


— Compact Freehold Bijou 
Residence for Sale; price 
150 nuts; conveniently situated in a 
hole in a warm bank. Would suit young 
married dormice. — ^Apply, “D.,” The 
Seven Sleepers Road, N. 


QTOAT, of sociable tastes, anxious to 
^ secure partner for sporting rights 
in Essex estate ; last year’s bag, 50 
water-hens, 400 rabbits. — DetaOs of 
Kilbunny & Co., Auctioneers, Wivenhoe. 


To Shivering Binns. 

JENNY WREN, resident at Kew, is 
^ prepared, for a consideration, to 
show other wrens a small hole in wall of 
glass house through which well-heated 
refuge can be obtained. What offers ? — 
Box A 129. 


Don’t Catch Coij) ! 

T>I]TTP]ES for Storks, Herons, and 
Flamingos. — Apply, Leo^eab, 
Netherlimb Gardens, Hampstead. 


A UTTLE LONELY OWL, recently 
orphaned, is in search of a comJort- 
able hollow tree, church, or bam, with 
congenial, refined society; would con- 
tribute mice regularly. — Apply “ 0.,” 
The Belfry, Witcasteiv 


To Penglins, Geese, &g. 
(JRACEFUL CARRIAGE in six 
^ lessons ; Deportment Classes con- 
ducted by an experienced Swan. — 
Address Oloe, Chiswick Eyot. 

J^ FAR, Brown, open to social engage- 
ments. Specialities : Bear-footed 
dancing, pole-chmbing, wrestling; terms 
from 50 buns upwards. — ^Apply Ursa 
Major, Grizzly Grange, N.W. 

QEAGULL, hand-fed, anxious to enter 
good aviary ; sardines de rigueut *. — 
Apply Little JSilARy, The Bridge, St. 
James’s Park. 


To Consumptive Hedgehogs. 
^TORQUAY, Babbacombe. — To Let, 
Valerian Villa, ideal winter resi- 
dence, rich in black-beetles. — ^Apply 
PoRCUPiG, House Agent, Torquay. 



“Motiich, I’ve a DEEADrcL lo coNiESb ro y,OTj. Last siour, wnus \uu iold me io 

LIE DOWN IN BED, I LIED DO^\N, BUI AFfER TiOU lURNED OUT THE GVS I GROUNDED UY lECril AT 
YOU IN THE DARK ! ” 


AN elderly Poodle belonging to titled 
family wishes to recommend her 
attendant as second Footman. Is leav- 
ing to better himself. — ^Box K9. 

■DLUE TIT for usual commission will 
introduce limited number of friends 
to hitherto unperceived cocoanut hang- 
ing in practicable tree. — ^Address Miss 
Chirrup, Titbits ViUa, Bourneville. 

To iHE Afflicted. 

PERTAIN CURE FOR THE PIP.— 
^ Two shillings per bottle, three 
bottles for 46*. 6d to coupon holders. — 
Dr. Siskin, 419, Cheepside. 


ABESITY REDUCED. — Apply to 
^ Routnd Robin, The Daniel Lambert 
Inn, Bantingham. 


To Cuckoos. 

ADVERTISER, Professor of Avine 
^ Gymnastics, will send under sealed 
cover for 2i‘. 6d. infallible seciet of half- 
nelson hold suitable for dislodging 
most truculent hedge-spaiTOW.— Apply 
Jacob Faithluss, Old Jewry. 

To HEDGE-SPARROWto AND OTHERS MENA<’ED 
BY Cuckoos. 

■D EESWAX LINING for nests.— Apply 
Juniper Lodge, Tite Street, S.W. 


"DOLES for Polar Bears. Unlimited 
variety. — Apply Joseph Conrad, 
Secret Agent, Warsaw. 


To Bai«5. 

“PETITION in favour ^ of Nightlight 
Saving BiU can be sigii'^d at Messrs. 
WiuAT & WoNriT, Sloano StiLiare„ W. 
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'Brom {ulio has bomehow hooked his first salmon, to Jones assUting, also J or the first time, in this form of sport) “Suck lo nm! 
Sit on eis headP' 


SINGING SICKNESS. 

The prevalence of tliis distressing malady is an alarming 
fact that needs to be grappled with by scientists without 
dday. Whether it is due to the harmful presence of the 
common house-fly, just as Sleeping-Sickness is due to another 
ravening insect, is not yet fully established, but it is certainly 
a disease of domesticity and is to be found principally in 
the suburban villa and die small flat. In hotels, dubs, and 
billiard rooms, it is practically unknown. 

Its symptoms are well-defined. The malady is sometimes 
accompanied by gaspings for breath and redness of the face, 
frequendy by loud screams, and almost always by a piano. 
Swdes are among the least pleasant of the indications of the 
scourge. Among the adolescent its manifestations are akin 
to those of Love-Sickness. 

A peculiarity is that those whom this malady directly 
attacks show every sign of happiness and even pride in their 
disease ; the real sufferers consist of those who are personally I 
immune. The latter may gain temporary relief by inserting 
cotton-wool in the ears, and sometimes, in the less obstinate 
cases, by hammering nails into the party-wall. But no lasting 
prevention or cure has been discovered, always excepting death. 

It is one of the ironies of nature that Sleeping-Sickness 
should prevail in remote swamps of the African continent 
and Singing-Sickness in nice comfortable places, on dry soil, 
like Highgate and Wimbledon. If only the victim of Sleeping- 
Sickness could be brought into a neighbourhood in which 
Singing-Sickness rages, there would ^ a very fair chance of 
the disease of the former being baffled and eventually con- 
quered ; or, belter still, a movement might well be set on 


foot to transport subjects of Singing-Sickness to the malarious 
regions of Africa. 


A MOTHER’S SACRIFICE. 

[To a Suffiagette who, on being brought before the magistrate, 
made the following statement (according to The Daily Telegraph) — 
“ I have a little son, eight months old, and his father and I decided, 
after calm consideration, that when that boy grew up he might ask, 
‘ What did you do, mother, in, the days of the women’s agitation, to lay 
women’s giievances before the Piime Minister? ’ and I should blush if I 
had to say I made no attempt to go to the Prime Mim‘ster.’’] 

AtsT) bo this boy of yours, years hence perusing 
Records of women wronged by man-made laws. 

May ask, an eager flush his face suffusing, 

“What did you do to help the Women’s Cause ? ” 

If, when this searching question has arisen. 

You answer, “ Nothing,’* picture his surprise 1 

’Twere better to endure the pains of prison 
Than face the scorn in those reproving eyes. 

Let it be his to hear the tale — and may be 
It will not lose through being often told — 

How you renounced your husband, home, and baby. 
When he (the last-named) was but eight months old. 

Such be your answer ! Yet, 0 happy mother, 

Is this the only question you foresee ? 

What will you say, suppose he asks another : — 

“ Meanwhile, dear Parent, who looked after me ? ” 


rTTifprmn- 






iii'i 


“A HANDSOME CONCESSION. 


r / ^ »T TTnNK: I CAN PERSUADE MY Y^OUNG FRIEND HERE 

EuROPA(t?ifcrtJc?iin5lef2tc<?n Austria an(^SEE^ IV— /of ic/o7m^). GENEROUS’* 

TO BE EEASONABLE, AND I AM SUKE OBINION lUDAM BDT-IP HE’S PBEPABrD TO 

Attsteu. “I DON’T EEMEMBEB TO HAVE ASKLD AODK OPIMUA, ^ LIVING.” 

LICK MY BOOTS, I’LL THEN CONSIDER WHETHER I LL .VL internal affair o£ Austria- 

[“ Servia mast ast us .*hat we are miuded to offer ... .For tliis is ^ Euiopeaa auestiou, but V r 

Hungary.”— rfee FremdenUatt;' mouLlipiecc of the Anstruin Forevjn Office . .. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


E\tiiv ted fbom mr Divei or Tobi, MP 


I 



“AN ENGLISHMANS HOME” OR, ‘ THE OPTIMISTS” 

(With profound acknowledgments to Mi Pelissier of “ The Follies ” i*i(l hi-s mspiitd sc ne paint i ) 

Ml Aaguith Well, thit HAVEN’r done us much h4rm lEr, Haldane, old boi, h\vE tiil\ ^ ’ 

Ml Edldanu “No, my Dr\R AsQunn I vm not conscious o? ^nyihing th^t collu bl AocLRurLa ursLiiiBco imn as 3\norj ’ 
AS ^ET> * 


Blouse of GommonSy Monday, March 1 i 
— Sensation created midxtay through 
Questions by appeal anc<» of a strangei 
by cross benches on Ministerial side 
CiAUDE Hav, exultant over MAl^GNALL^ 
Questions Ashletl, who diicd up on his 
tenth question, i ose to put his eleventh, 
flushed with knowledge that he had still 
several more to the good on the papei 
The stranger, a man of stalwart build, 
with face cleanljr shaven, asked theSn arfr 
whethei there was not a Standing Order 
limiting to eight the number of questions 
that might be put by indi\idual Mem- 
bei at one sitting^ Pioceeded to point 


out how unfaii is the piactice of 
superfluity in this mallei , daily has 
effect of shelving Membeis whose ques- 
tions stand low dovn on list, and are 
not reached befoie a quaitei to four 
As the strangei pioceeded, Membeis, 
piicking up then 
the voice It was 
beaided like the ueU-known but anony- 
mous Paid, now pitilessly shaven ’ 

S\Ris: explains the incident as supply- 
ing evidence of the tenousni cieated by 
The Confedeiates Smcc the twelfth 
century when the Vehmgericht flour- 
ished, theie has been no seciot society 


exeicising equal powei, spit id in g 

tlirough the conmi unity sii iilai teiioi 
Cl 111 dp Ha\ is a leading inembei E\ ei y 

statesman loimmg it lias the name by 
which he is recognised by his comrides 
eniolled on a scioll enclosed in a 
ears, recognised | leaden casket and stored in the vaults 
Fenwick, hitheiio of the offices of the Taiift Refoim 
League Ci vura is known as MoXanna, 
01 Tho Veiled Ton M<X)kL with pro 
phetic eye beheld him when, ninety 
years ago, he wiole Lulla lioolli 

' Theie on tliat thione sat Iho Piopht 1 1 hief, 

The Gieat Mokanua 0 ti his ft itnieb hung 
Th Veil the Silxer eil which he hid flung 
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In mercy tlieie to hide fiom inorlal sight close contiguity of the Bench, inime- into liis old attitude o£ candid critic of 
Ills daz/hng bnw, till man could hear its diately behind that on which they sat. his pastors and masters. 

hght” Always a position that commands atten- Perhaps on the whole Cap’n Tommy 

Of course this veil is not biought lion. Been sedulously sought from days is better out of it. lie would come 
down to the Commons, being resen ed for before and since the forgotten IEorsmvn back to a new world whose leaden 
use at the secret rites of The Confederates, was a power in the House Few filled dulness is proof against the sharpest 
FrNWiCK, feeling it his duty to the it with the sustained biillicincy ol Cap n tongue. It was the audience supplied 
House and the country to beard Mokinnv Tommy. An incisive debater, he had a by the last Parliament and its pre- 
in his place in the Commons, took the turn for pointed phrases that Dizzy decessors that laigely contributed to the 
precaution of disguising himself. Silver might have envied. It was his habit making of him. As Princd Arthur dis- 
veils being scarce and beyond his means, thoroughly to master the details of a covered, when three years ago be fust 
he not less effectually used the razor. question before expounding it. Seems faced it, the^ present House^ is a poor 
The whole thing, as Sark says, shows a small thing to mention, but not so strop on which to sharpen intellectual 
how dread is the influence of this common at Westminster as might be razors. 

secret Society. Prutoe Arthur, who has supposed. Generally understood that 10.50 p.m. — ^A. quarter of an hour ago 
been personally threatened, watched the he breakfasted on Blue Books and had news came that Cap’n Tommy had won ; 
episode with obvious uneasiness. remaining fragments hashed for dinner, the figures assuring his triumph were 


Business done, — 

In Committee on 
Supplementary Es- 
timates. 

Tuesday — Ac- 
I cording to Standing 
Orders House been 
engaged in con- 
sidering the work- 
ing of Old Age ^ 

Pensions Act and 

the" condition of the jr 

Unemployed. Ac- 
tually it has been 

w'ondering whether r j ^ 

Cap’n Tommy 

Bowlvs will get in 

for Central Glasgow 

as result of polling 

still in progress 

when Speaker took 

the Uhair. If so, by I 

what majority? If 

not, what will his 

whacking amount ^ 

to? 

Politics apart, 
there is a general 
desire to see the 
old salt tacking 

back to bis Wiax .. Adand-Hood, mt 
anchorage. Would 

like to hear him again emphasising 












How HE BROUGHT THE Q-OOD NeWS. 


quoted. 504: was 
t he precise ma j ority . 
That sermed con- 
clusive. Now comes 
Aciand Hood, with 
face, figuic,and gait 
more than ever re- 
miniscent of a tur- 
key-cock, lushing 
up with slip of 
paper in his hand. 
At sight of it a 
gleam of triumph 
ligh t s faces on Fi ont 
Opposition Bench. 
The news flashes 
along the back 
benches, greeted by 
a cheer that tells 
the result. 

Cap’n Tommy has 
been routed, not by 
a narrow majority, 
but by thousands. 

Members passing 
out on their way 
home find the throb- 
bing Metropolis 
stricken dumb. No 
footfall resounds on 


back to his familiar ct Atland-Hood, with face, figure, and gait moie than ever reminiscent of a turkey-cock.” crewded pave- 

anchorage. Would ^ ^ ^ ments. Cabs, ’buses, 

like to hear him again emphasising On the Public Accouuts Committee motor-cars struggle silently over the 
Ilia ciiticism with convincing flourishes he was a terror to evil-doers, including bed of the heaviest fall of snow the cen- 
of his Landless arm. Oddly enough, the heirs of a foreign Sovereign who tury has seen. T!^ough the thickening 
should he return, he would make for evaded the payment of Death Duty on air muffled voices repeat the figures 
the very corner seat to the right of British investments and found a Eadical from Glasgow. Thus at great crises 
the SPEAjpR filled by him through Chancellor of the Exchequer who turned does Nature attune herself to the action 
a succession of Parliaments. Things a hhnd eye on the transaction. That of man 

have changed since the Cap’n last paced was the worst (or the best) of Cap’k Business done.—Supplementary Esti- 
the quarterdeck. The Liberals have gone Tommy. He was no respecter of persons, mate Account of Old Age Pensions 
over ; so have the Unionists, and so has whether they sat on the Treasury Bench passes Report stage. 

Cap’n Tommy. ^ But the corner seat, in or on Continental thrones. He would Thursday. — ^Mr. Flavin never been the 
olden time besieged by Gumming Maodona have thought nothing of speaking dis- same man since, eight years ago this very 
and Mr. Gedge, remains, waiting for the respectfully of the Equator; indeed he month, he was carried forth shoulder high 
^ return of the wanderer. did more than once transgress in the by four policemen, their march accom- 

Should Cap’n Tommy come back a analogous case of Mr. Chamberlain, panied by the music of his voice chanting 
Liberal Home-Ruler, he would find the Possibly three months after his re- God Save Ireland, Time was when 
House as completely transmogrified as turn, should it he accomplished at the his yellow-ochre suit flamed in front 
himself. ^ Doubtful how he would get poll now in progress, he would turn of debate as did the plume of Henry of 
dong with the dormant mass. When and rend his newly respected Leader,” Navarre when fighting was to the fore, 
last with us he enjoyed advantage of Asquito. It would he awkward so soon During the present Parliament he has 
criticising his esteemed Leadera from [after having found salvation to relapse [been httle seen, seldom heard. Old 
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instincts assert themselves in connection 
with the use of Norwegian granite for 
purposes of Ros^ th docks. 

Was the stone dressed or un- 
dressed?’* he sternly asks the First 
Lord of the Admiralty. 

Admiral McKenna only that minute 
emerged fiom rather rough water. 
Patriots opposite, hereditary champions 
of the woiking man, have discovered a 
new wrong done him in the matter of 
this granite. It was bought in Norway 
to the detriment of the British quarry 
owner. It was wrought by workers 
unprotected b/ the fair wage clause 
inserted in all Government contracts 
operative in this countiy. 

Here be grievances especially poignant 
just now when by-elections are going on 
in Scotland, whose granite has been set 
aside in favour of Norway’s. Hue-and 
cry instantly raised; merrily carried 
on till the Admiral quietly drops the 
remaik that his depaitment has long 
been familiar with Norwegian granite, it 
having been habitually used under the 
refjvrm of his predecessors, who, in con- 
formity with Government treatment of 


all foreign contracts, did not insist on 
the fair wage clause. 

It was in the awkward silence that 
followed on this disclosure that Mr. 
Flavin chipped in with his inquiry about j 
the garb of the stone. No Salome 
granite for him. Insisted tliat it should 
not only be dressed, but well dressed. 
Said nothing about yellow-ochie suits 
or tan shoes of exceptional brightness 
of hue. House knew w'hat he meant, 
and genially cheered his reappearance 
i on scene. 

Business done, — N. Bonaparte ILald-ane 
presents a bulletin reporting present 
condition of Teiritorial Army. 

SNOW FLAKES. 

(From various sources^ none of them 
reliahlc,) 

Thirty cattle drivers were imbedded 
in a drift at Ballymacrag, County Mona- 
ghan. As all the forces of the Royal 
Irish Constabulary were unequal to dig- 
ging them out, an appeal was made to 
the public feeling of the Old-Age Pen- 
sioners of the district. Five hundred 


stalwart young fellows answered the call, 
and the devoted patriots were speedily 
rescued. A reassuring telegram was at 
once addressed to Mr. Birrell, inform- 
ing him that none of the cattle-diivers 
had suffered from frost-bite. 

Mr. Austen Chamderuin, at a meeting 
at which no reporters were present, re- 
marked that, though we might boast of 
our snow here, he had reliable informa- ' 
tion that in Germany the drilts were j 
three times as deep, and thus gave | 
thrico the employment. It would there- 1 
fore be evident to the meanest intelli- j 
gence that Tariff Reform meant more of 
everything for this country. 

The indifference of the German soldier 
to climatic influences is amazing. In 
spite of the Arctic weather, Pearson's 
Weekly announces a fresh German inva- 
sion for this week. 


The old Latin tag * Facilis Arcr- 

mis' may be moibnused into ^ 
aacensits aeroplaiu,* *’ — Tftc Autocar, 

First catch your tag, then modernise 
him. 
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THE SUSPECT. 

1 LIVE in a block of flats which, fonns 


part of a square, and I am a suspected big nian’s flat and stayed there. 


tunately I did not see the policeman, walk a slouch, the slouch a stop, and 
but the policeman saw me. tlie stop a light-about turn. “ I will go 

I walked round to the front of the back,’’ I thought, “ and explain.” 


The policeman was grossly to blame. 


have never committed 


i person. I have never committed a the little child will not let me write He neitlier said anything, as I came up 
treason, a felony or a misdemeanour, frivolous poetry,” I said to myself, “ she to him, nor offered to change his uniform. 
1 have neither attempted, incited to, nor shall not make me listen to Old Huu- *‘I got tired of the small child,” I said 
aided and abetted in, the commission of dredtbs. I will stay and hear some hurriedly, “ and came to listen to the 
j the same. I am not even an incom- Chopin.” So, the night being a dark big man.” The policeman said nothing ; 
gible rogue and vagabond, and yet I am and a warm one, I got as close up under he did not even look cross. Had he 
under police supervision. I may seem the railing as I could and listened, only looked cross, I might have kept 
to find fault with the police, but 1 Thus I remained absorbed, and I do calm and even threatened to report him. 
j should have been the first to write to not know how long the policeman had Anyhow, I should not have sworn (as I 
1 The Times about the grave deficiencies been there before T became aware of his did) that I was doing nothing, that I 




of our detective system, had not the I scrutiny. 

police acted as they did. — 

On Sunday (I cannot say de- n 

finitely whether it was the inst., ■•t 

theult., ortlieprox.)Iwas‘seated p, |i|l' 

in my fiat without a stain upon // 

my character. I was composing Ir — |l 

light verse for this very paper, \vl 

and what more innocent and nffj \\ \ » 'I 

reputable occupation can be con- ' wVullk 

ceived for a Sunday evening ? " \ V?v|* 

The wall which separated me ^ 

from the next flat was thin, and , 1|j h, 

on the other side of that Uiin ** 

wall a little child was learning 

to play the piano. There is no " 

better way-of learning the piano 

than by working through the * M L i 

Old Hundredth hymn over and * I 

over again, proceeding slowly 

but with determination, not 

omitting an “ Amen ” at the end 1 1 1 

of every attempt, and not being ^ / j | mm I 

in so much of a hurry as to cease P / 

even when indefinite repetition ?|jp ^ 

has produced comparative accu- ^ 

racy. No one knew or appre- ' j 

ciated that fact better than that | 

little child. Do not, however, 

jump to conclusions, for that / 

child still lives immune. Let ^ 

me tell the tale iji my own way. 

In a flat, on the side of the p,- , 


[ IV/ 


// 


•sf 




was committing no crime, that no money 

would induce me to think of 

committing a crime, that I was 
a respectable man, that every 
Englishman had a right to come 
out of his home and listen to 
big men playing Chopin, if he 
J . wanted to. There was a lot moie 
that I have forgotten, but when 
"^1 one party refuses to talk the 
conversation must die, and we 
reached my flat in silence. There 
we stopped. 

For a bit I stood awkwardly. 
Then I said ‘‘Good night” 

' weakly, and started to move off. 
Then I stopped and came back. 
I took half-a-crown out of my 
looked at the policeman, 
Wji and put it back again. At last, 
M ‘1| the policeman remaining silent, 
il l I ^ hsick into my flat like a 

|l I'l worm. Inside, I waited trem- 

^ I bling a minute or two, and then 

M||s peeped through the blind and 
jjl . saw him still standing there. 
I I f Moreover, he saw me peep. 

I I am now under police super- 

^ vision. 


child still lives immune. Let ^ Cmious Accident to a Governor, 

me tell the tale iji my own way. Seychelles is a long way off 

In a flatten the side of the Home Pigeon, “Well, I*m glad to see oke of lou ’weetohed moment we cannot re- 
square opposite to me and tlie aliens has brought ms own nest, for once ! ” member how long^ but news of 


_j BROUGHT ms OWN NEST, FOR ONCE ! ” member how long^ but news of 

little child there is a big man, the great world does filter through 

who also plays the piano. Though he It was the policeman’s fault for say- 1 to them at times. Thus (Reuter) 
is four times as big as the little child, iug nothing. Had he made some accij- -The Goyemor o' California has made a 
he does^ not seem to be a quarter so sation, 1 sliould, have explained the truth statement that after conferring with the leadeis 
strong in the arm. He lias none of to him and he would have understood, on the legidatme he is convinced that no an ti- 
the child’s pei-severance and love of As it was, he passed on and left me Japanese legislation will be enacted at Alder- 
Old Hundredths oft lepeated. He plays feeling relieved for the moment, but shot and then fell ten feet and was smashed.” 
nocturnes and sonatas, and rarely plays guilty. In the matter of guilty or not It seems like a judgment on him. 

the same thing twice. And so, because guilty, it is a question of what you feel 

the world seldom appreciates industry and not what you are. So, when I saw i « cs 

and painstaking merit, people who him returning long before Lis proper p If &ine current 

loathe the litde child’s labour love time, I was panic-stricken and ran away. 

the big man’s playing. I am such a It sounds f^lish, but again it was the Bloemfontein 

person. poheeman’s fault. Polimnen have no . 

Wicked frivolity cannot prosper in right to wear sombre blue uniforms, t j cotrespondent n rites to On? 

the hearing of the Old Hundredth, and which inspire tmor in innocent breasts. q^ssto rf 

alter ^ hour vamly syent upon one Efed he been dressed m pink, had he is agam biought upi^wiU at once propose that 
hue, which made no claim to sense or blacked his face, had he even been the mater be consigaed to the waste-paper 
any serious purpose, 1 put the verse wearing a cloth cap, I should Lave stood basket." 

away and went out into the square, my ground and passed everjthing off We do not like these invidious distinc- 
W6arag a 8<^rf lastead of a collar, ami witb a little joke. Instead, I ran. tions between tbe Mrs. Pankbursts and 
ttothmg at aU instead of a hat. Unfi>r- Tlie run soon became a fast walk, the the Miss Christabels. 


“ The Governor o'* California has made a 
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FLY Al^D LET FLY. 

[“ It has recently been pointed out by hiw'ye s 
that ... ail Eiigli'^hmaii’s pioiieilv e\tends 
upwards to the skies” — J\Iajor Ji. Baden- 
Pouell Lu “!Z/<e Naiional JRciicio.’^ 

“ Cujus est solum, cjus cst usq^ue ad coelnm ” 
- Old Maxim ] 

Years ago, when the Brothers Wright 
Were habies tricked into cots at night, 

I laid out several thousand pounds 
On a count ly house with extensive 
grounds. 

All this is mine, but I wish I knew 
If I own the adjacent Central Blue? 

Oh, in the looming by-and-by, 

When even Cody has learnt to fly. 

Will air - hogs, dodging the winged 
police, 

Clatter and honk like migrant geese, 
And ram each other, and smash in two, 
And the bits annihilate me and you ? 

Will topers, homing wlien night is gray, 
Lurch and perch on my roof till day ? 
Matrons, flocking from “ magic sales,” 
Drop, with a flop, their “ costly bales ” ? 
Pairs ill parachutes bill and coo. 

The coy maid flutter, the swain pursue ? 

Will clamorous flights of Unemployed 
Come streaking over the azure void ? 

If Votes for Women are still to gain. 
Will Christabel charter an aeroplane. 
And load it up with a lively crew 
From the National Women’s S.P.U.? 

Must I cower and hide my spoons 
From burglars hovering in balloons ? 
Must I see sky-teiTiers riot 
Over my coverts’ hallowed quiet ? 

No ! If the Latin inaxmi ’s true. 

If the ground is mine, then the air is, too. 
And the shooting rights therein. Hooroo ! 



ACADEMIC OPERA. 

[The Daily Chronicle records the fact that 
Lord Howard de Walden has started for Buenos 
Ayres with the libretto of an opera entitled 
Dylan. It forms the second part of an in- 
tended trilogy, the other two being entitled 
Don and Brangtoynj and has been set to music 
by Mr. Joseph Holbrooke, who has introduced 
eight concertinas into his score ] 

Lord (we regret that the Cen- 

i sor has absolutely forbidden us to 
mention the name of this interesting 
peer) recently started on a tour to 
the Isles of Greece, taking with him 
the libretto of a new opera set to music 
by Mr. Delius, who will accompany him 
on his travels. 

The work, which is in three Acts, is 
called Eubert^ and is based on one of 
the stories in the Buscliigvamrmton, the 
famous collection of Bavarian Fairy 
Tales. Evheit, it should be explained, 
is the first opera in Lord ’s tri- 

logy, the other two being entitled Von 
and Eerkomev. Meantime Lord is 


Sergeant of Royal Irish Coubtahulary {interiiening new member of the Force) “ Well, 
Maginnis, ’tis the fine sthrong flesuy-lookin* fella ye are. Now, if a desprit man 

ATTACKED YE WID A KNIFE AN* A PISTOL, WOULD YE RUN OR FIGHT?” 

Recruit. “ Shore, yer honour, I would ! ” Sergeant. “ What, ye would ? ” 

Recruit. “Begorra, I mane I would not, Sor!” 

Sergeant. “ Ah, now that *s betther ! G ’long wid ye, me bucko ’ ” 


desirous of giving some experimental | 
performances of the first opera in the 
.3Egean, where the very name of Mr. 
Delius will act as a passport to the 
affections of the islanders. Still the 
results of the experiment are awaited 
with a certain amount of misgiving, as 
the orchestration of Eubert is in some 
respects highly unconventional. 

Thus in the First Act the accompani- 
ment to the Serenade is played hy 
sixteen Jew’s harps, four Nasi-flutes, 
and two Lombardophones. The plot 
of the opera, again, is rather pecxdiar, 
as there is no heroine, and the hero is on 
the stage all the time, either singing, 
dancing, or exhibiting one or other of 
[ his numerous accomplishments. 


In ihe Second Act he rides a turtle to 
the sound of sea trumpets ; in the Third 
Act he paints a full-length poi trait in 
ten minutes, during which he never has 
a bar’s rest ; and in the Epilogue he 
swims the Hellespont in the full uniform 
of the Bushey Fire Brigade. 

The libretto is written throughout in 
rhjmed Alexandrines, and those who 
have enjoyed tlie privilege of perusal 
declare that the lyrical temperature | 
throughout is higher even than that of 
the most fervid stanzas of “burning 
Sappho.” 

Lord has already mapped out 

two other trilogies, the subjects of which 
are (1) J ohn (2) 'Singer (3) Sargent j and 
(1) Solomon (2) J. (3j Solomon. 
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I tliink novel-readers ought to be able 1o take out in- 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. siirance policies against sudden accicleiitb to charac 

,B, air. p.,-'. s,.ir « c«..) fctorKoibSbSr t;'£'s s 

Everyonc has heard often of the small hoy in whom a Dudenhy's Bneliel Lorian (HeinIjMAMt) a quite guiltless hus- 
course of penny-dreadfuls has developed a suburban passion band is crippled for life by a railway catastrophe on tbe 
for piracy. His case, and the severe magisterial com- first day of his honeymoon ; and the same kind of situation 
ments thereupon, belong to the reutine of our police-courts, is brought about as that which occurs (to take an instance) 
Well, the next time that any young lady is brought up on at the end of Mr. E. F. Benson’s The Angel of Fain. Bachel 
the charge of escaping from an xui sympathetic home to dwell falls in love with her husband’s best friend, a romantic 
among art students in a Bloomsburv attic, and with no more artist, whilst the invalid becomes more and more embittered 
practical equipment for the battle of life than red hair and a and morose, and finally takes religion. After a time Mrs. 
sense of humour, then I hope the Bench will say some pretty Dudeoty kills him off, and then I hoped that the tangle 
sharp things about “ E. Nesbit” and her latest far too would be straightened out. But no; the heroine dooms 
fascinating book, Daphne in Fitzroy Street (Qeoege Allen), herself to a period, of widowhood, and at the end of it 
Because, you know, I doubt very much whether Daphne and discovers that Patrick Bivers, with whom her relations ha\e 
that delightfully real child Doris would have been quite so been purely platonic, 1ms been conducting a most improbable 
happy in actual life. And all those charming peoj^e that intrigue with a very inferior person The book is full of 
they got to know almost directly, Claude, the nice boy flashes of fine writing, both in the analysis of emotions and 
downstairs, Green Eyes, and the rest of them— I think the description of scenes, but tbe style is amazingly jerky. 

Nesbit” ought to. If there were a tax 


Nesbit” ought to 
have added a footnote to 
explain that this was 
rather an exceptional 
bit of luck. The stoiw 
begins, as prettily as 
you will have expected 
from the name of the 
I writer, in a French con- 
vent-school, but, alas! 
school-days in fiction 
s eld 0 m survive the 
earliest chapters, and 
when Daphne was sent 
for to interviewthe head- 
mistress I for one knew j 
quite well that her 
father was dead, and 
that she was to be re- 
called to the tmeon- 
genial rule of aunts. 
T'hat, however, does not 
last long, and once the 
heroine is established 
in Bohemia the tale of 




EXPLODED EEPUTATIONS. 
William “The Sildm.” 


I her adventures goes for — -art, for the public 

i ward briskly enough to an end which I defy any reader to dearly loves a thief who, like puss in the nursery 
foretell with accuracy. All the characters are well drawn rhyme, will do them no harm. The latest of the 
(do I make a slight mental reservation about the rather melodramatic type appeam in The Band of the Spoiler 
too brutal Mr. Eenry?), and their talk is full of just those (Hodder and Stoughdn) ; but Mr. Sidney ‘Paternosier’s 
intimate and expressive words that are only used by the novel is something different from the ordiiiaty story of 

XTirta ■nr_ . i* *.1 .1 . 


on dashes Mrs. Dudency 
would be the saviour 
of the Budget. I think 
it is rather unfair in 
one and the same 
novel to cripple a 
rising barrister, rudely 
shatter the promise of 
a happy conclusion, and 
disjoint half your sen- 
tences. 


\t Since Baffl.e$, the 

gentleman burglar, 
found himself a pop- 
ular hero he has had 
^ . many successois in 

^ peculiar line of 

biJsiaMs; and Ae 
manufacture of ^ the 
rogue in fiction is in 
small danger of be- 
coming a forgotten 

art, for the public 

a thief who, like puss in the nursery 
do them no harm. The latest of the 
type appears in The Band of the Spoiler 


Really Nice. 


The Dutchmen shown ia Brothers All, 

By Maarten Mvartens (MumuEN), lack— > 
Most do, at least — ^wliat 1 would call 
The social captivating knack ; 

They ’re simple louts, or men who scheme 
Incessantly for sdfi&h ends, 

And either way you wouldn’t dream 
Of ever treating them as friends. 

But, though I should not greatly prize 
The boon of their companionship, 

I traced their stories through with eyes 
That let no single sentence slip, 

For, if the matter of the tales 
Is not an unalloyed delight, 

The author’s manner seldom fails 
To put the working balance right. 


crime. He provides us, of course, with the customary 
apparatus; for valuable pictures are stolen and acute 
detectives follow up chance clues or surprising coin- 
cidences; and there is also an uncomfortably realistic 
murder-scene thrown in near the finish. But Mr. PAfER- 
NOSTEii possesses a gift for character-drawing which rai-es 
his people considerably above the lay-figures of the ordin- 
ary detective romance ; and if one is inclined to carp at the 
rather forced happiness of the ending it must be allowed 
that justice is frankly meted out to everybody except the 
hero. ^ And he, by the recognised Statute of Authors’ limita- 
tions, is exempt from too harsh treatment. 


“ A panic was narrowly averted in St. Patrick Olmrcli, Dublin, by 
the bui sting of a gas main in the adjacent street ” —Daily Graphic. 

Surely some simpler method of averting the threatened panic 
might have been found. 
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Mr.HaldA2sE is not! ling if not thorongli, 
and we hear that all the inhabitants of 
our seaside towns are to be provided 
with cab-whistles, so that, immediately 
they see an invasion taking place, they 
may call the taxi cabs wdiich now form 
part of our defensive system of transport. 

$ H* 

The War Office is stated to be seri- 
ously alarmed at the uncompromising 
attitude of Labour towards the Army, 
i and considers that the proposal that no 
I battle shall last more than eight hours 
may, if adopted, seriously handicap us 
in engagements with a less enlightened 

foe. ^ 4 : 

* 

Mr. Birrell, speaking at Bristol, said 

he would like to see 

women as well as men 
in the Upper House. 

How these Liberal Min- 
isters love the Lords ! 

^ * 

* 

In view of our recent 
weather it is a nice 
question whether it is a 
very happy thought — 
or even good business 
— on the part of the 
manager of the White 
City to announce that 
one of the chief attrac- 
tions of the forthcoming 
exhibition wAl be a 
scene representative of 
the Arctic regions. We 

want novelties. 

* * 

Sir Robert Perks, a 
Liberal M.P., lias been 
protesting against the 
imposition of any further 
land taxes. It is, how- 
ever, only fair to Mr. 

Lloyd-George to state that when he was 
considering this new form of taxation 
the case of Sir Robert Perks temporarily 
escaped him. ,i: 

« 

Germany’s greatest shipping line, the 
Hamburg-Amerika Oornpany, has failed 
to declare a dividend owing to the com- 
petition of the L/usitania and Mauretania, 
It is odd to reflect that, if this had hap- 
pened a short time ago, before tbe rap- 
prochement between Germany and our- 
selves, the news might not have caused 
us any very marked pain. 

*♦* 

Ladies as a rule are so anxious to he 
thought younger than they are that we 
were surprised to see that there was 
some lit’gation the other day between 
two artistes, each of whom claimed to be 
the original creator of the Salome dance. 

V 

I The London County Council is con- 


templating changing the names of no 
fewer than eleven John Streets, two St. 
J ohn Streets, one John’s Road, one St. 
J ohn’s Place, one St. John’s Road, and 
one St. John’s Teirace. Mr. Augustus 
John, who has always been proud of the 
number of streets named after him, is 
Slid to feel considerable resentment at 
the proposed change, which he looks 
upon as a personal slight. 

* * 

The T lines is still moving. Arrange- 
ments have now been made to announce 
one’s death in larger type without extra 
charge. This facility is not confined to 
subscribers. ^ ^ ’ 

* 

“ Inventions by women, ranging from 
battleship-protectors to parlour games, 
will,” we are credibly informed, “ Le on 



MR. PUNCH’S SPECIAL MOTOR-ChVRS 
I.— For MusioAL-CoitEi»Y Ladies. 

view at the forthcoming Women’s Ex- 
hibition.” We are most curious lo have 
further details as to the battleship-pro- 
tector. According to one account it is a 
tight-fitting knitted garment which can 
be slipped over the entire length of a 
war-ve&sel in winter to keep the crew 


The Palis hatters, we are told, have 
afiirmed their belief that “ the silk hat 
cannot die.” We are relieved to hear 
this, as during tho recent boisterous 
weather ■wo came across one or two 
which certainly looked as if they were 
in extremis. # 

Meanwhile Mr. Taft will, we are sure, 
he pleased to hear that Larger waists are 
to be the fashion this year. 

4e 4c 
4e 

By-the-by, some idea of the ‘‘capa- 
ciousness ” of America’s new President 


may be gathered from the fact that the 
delegates ol the Senate and House of 
Representatives have iigreed to raise 
the salary attached to his office from 
.^10,000 to i:i5,000. 

4: 4. 

4c 

London’s newest vStore is equipped 
with a complete first-aid ward in case of 
accident, with trained nurses in attend- 
ance. It is believed that lack of suck a 
convenience has hitherto prevented many 
nervous ladies from attending Clearance 
Rales. ^ ^ 

4* 

Fioin New York ve learn that Ame- 
rica now possesses tho richest hoy in the 
world in the shape of Master John Nicho- 
las Browk, who is wortJi £5,000,000. 
The local motorists are said to he greatly 
alarmed lest they should run over him 

^ Lq mulcted inappro- 

I priate damages. 


With reference to the 
j complaints of j udges 
.and magistrates as to 
I the increase of perjury, 
,a correspondent writes 
to ask whether it may 
not be possible tliat the 
false teeth through 
which so many witnesses 
speak exercise an ad- 
verse influence on their 
. evidence. 


“It is estimated tliPt by 
letting 20,908 small panes 
of glas!» on 701 cais at tlie 
rate of £1 per pane per 
aumun the sum ot £20,908 
v'ould be realised. By let- 
ting 12,000 wooden veneered 
quarter circles whicb con- 
nect the sides and roofs of j 
000 cars at the same rate ] 

; £12,000 additional could be j 

obtained .” — Olasgoio Tlerald, I 

j We have checked both of these calcu- 1 
lations and find them correct. The 
754 and 600 bothered us a little until 
we saw that these figures had been put 
in to make the problem look more 
difficult. 

“ IaoKUO^GERY — Wanted at once, Junior 
Assistant. State experience, salary, age (in- 
doora) " — Advt in Western Mail. 

We believe that in ironmongery circles 
it is not etiquette lo keep your hat on 
indoors, however bald you may be. 

The Great Granite Question. 

(From a Moral Stamlpoint.) 

Granite, like salad, is of little use 
without dressing. Norwegians have 
sometimes ])een known to let granite 
leave their country undressad, a laxity 
which the stern xVberdonian would nc\er 
allow. 
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OF THE PROPOSED TAX ON BACHELORS. 

[Being a vicario'is protest, made on belialf of a ceidain celibate 
malgri Lid who finds himself in straitened circumstances.J 

Ladies, at whose repellent feet 
Times without number I have kneeled, 

Laid bare a breast at boiling heat 
And found your own securely steeled, 

Thrown off a pulmonary sigh. 

Picked up my heart in little pieces, 

And, rising, cast a rueful eye 

Upon my tiousers’ ruffled creases ; — 

Where lies the fault (go, hang your heads !) 

That one who wooed till he was sore, 

Wearing his knee-caps down to threads, 

Should still remain a bachelor ; 

While others, whom the nuptial knot 
Should rather stimulate to charity, 

Propose to tax his lonely lot. 

To penalise his singularity? 

Ladies, if ever such a fee 

Adds to my hump the final straw, 

If a connubial Ministry 
(Haldane objecting) makes it law ; 

I shall protest against the same, 

Urging that each rejected lover 
From those who snuffed his proffered flame 
Should be entitled to recover. 

You, H^len, piomised me a heart 
Just like a sister’s, soft as wax ; 

Well, you shall do a sister’s part 
And help your brother pay his tax. 

You too, Elise, shall take your share ; 

With purer pleasure I award it, 

Since you espoused a millionaire 
, And so can easily afford it 

For you, Belinda, I am loth 
To have to send you in my bill ; 

I ’d overlook my blighted troth, 

For you are left a spinster stiH ; 

But it was greed : you thought to find 
Someone more solid, sound, and pursy, 

And, though you missed him, I’ve a mind 
To let my marrow know no mercy. 

You others — Ethel, Judy, Jean — 

I ’n see you have your small account ; 

The list is long, and that should mean 
A relatively slight amoimt ; 

Soon as the grasping Budgeteer 
Settles the size of this extortion, 

I ’ll work it out and let you hear 
(Discount for cash) your just proportion. 

But as for you, perfidious Jane — 

My earliest case and far the worst, 

Since I should scarce have tried again 
If you had not refused me first — 

The wound is nicely healed lo-day 

(By now my heart’s as tough as leather), 

But you will clearly have to pay 
As much as all the rest together. 0. S. 


Disclaimer. — Mr. Haldane has made us familiar with the 
idea of The Nation ii'i Ams. We understand that the 
insinuation is stoutly denied by Mr. H. W. Massingiiaii on 
behalf of himself and his staff. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, LrfTLE Arthur’s Boad to Knowledge. 

(Little Arthur, aged 12 ; Papa, aged 48.) 

IJttle Aiihur, Papa, do you want me very much to learn 
German ? 

Papa. Certainly, my hoy, A knowledge of foreign lang- 
uages is — ah — um — essential to a business man in these days, 
and German is particularly important. 

L. A. But, Papa, you don’t like Germans, do you ? 

Papa. Well, ah. I don’t know many Germans myself. I 
daresay they ’re all very well in their way, you know. 

L. A. But, Papa, you said yesterday that you never knew 
where you were with these confounded Germans; and you 
said if they went on building ships they’d be a terrible 
danger to us, and you didn’t know what was coming over 
the Government letting them go on like that. And then you 
said you hated the veiy name of Gemmans, and if there was 
to be a war it had better come quick. You said all that to 
Mamma, didn’t you? 

Papa. Oh, you heard that, did you ? I didn’t know you 
were in the room. 

L. A. Yfs, but you said it, didn’t you, Papa? 

Papa. Well, well, what if I did ? 

L. A. Ob, nothing. Papa; only if you hate Germans so I 
don’t see why you want me to learn German. If they ’re all 
such wicked people, it can’t he a nice language to learn. 
Papa. Well, you’ve got to learn it anyhow. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I know. But you said you wanted me to 
he a thorough Englishman, didn’t you. Papa? 

Papa. Of course I do — and you ’ll be one, I hope. I don’t 
want any foreign tricks in my family. John Bull’s good 
enough for me. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I want to be like thafc, too. But if I learn 
German I ’m afraid I shall bave to learn some h reign tricks, 
shan’t I? Of course I’m only a little boy, I know, and 
perhaps I don’t understand these things. 

Papa. Now look here, Aithur, the fact is you talk too 
much. I don’t know where yon get that from, but it ’s a bad 
habit. You must learn to follow the advice of your' elders 
without questioning it. 

L. A. Yes, but. Papa, if I learn German I shall be able to 
talk in German as well as in English ; and then there ’s 
Fiencli too. That ’ll make three languages. 

Papa. You ’ve got to learn German, I tell you, whether you 
like it or not. It ’s a very fine language, one of the finest in 
the world after English, and very useful too. 

[A Pause.] 

L. A. Papa, can you talk German ? 

Papa. Not fluentiy, my boy ; but I can rub along, you know. 
L. A. Mr. Schmitz is a German, Papa, isn’t he ? 

Papa. Of course he is— a regular old Sauerkraut. 

L. A. But I heard you tell Mamma you couldn’t under- 
vstand a word of his silly lingo. He was talking German, 
wasn’t he? 

Papa. Yes, he was talking German all right. 

L. A. But if it ’s a silly lingo. Papa, why do you want 
me 

Papa. You’ve talked quite enough. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, but I only want to understand. And if 

you hate Mr. Schmitz, why do you 

Papa. Who said I hated him ? 

L. A. You said you hated the very name of Germans, Papa, 

and Mr. Schmitz is a German, so I thought 

Papa. Oh, did you? Well, you’ve thought enough for 
one day. Go and take the dogs out. I ’m busy. 

** There is no reason that I can see why the nightingale should not 
sing in every part of Britain.”— The Cowitrijside. 

Are tlie nightingales aware of this ? 
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Eabw ’Worm. “ CONFOUND THIS DAlfllGHT SATING BILL ! HERE ’S THE EARLY BIRD AN 
HOUR EARLIER THAN USUAL I SHALL HAVE TO HURRY DP, OR I SHAN’T GET CAUGHT ! ” 





Mummi, ABE nicnE rbilly Mermaids ^ Yes, dc\b Thet are the ScJi-rviiiiLs ” (Pause) 

Mummy, you do 'want me to go to sea, don’t -lou’ “ Yes, darling , I want \ou lo go into the Navy 
Well, then, I think I ’ll be a diver *’ 


SLEUTH. 

Two very interesting and suggestive experiments have 
recently been carried out by l^fajor Riciiaroson’s bloodhounds, 
and convincing proof of tlie value of tUesi animaU as aids to 
the police foice has once more been given. A fortnight ago 
the two hounds, Don and Pluto, were taken by the Msijor to 
the New Forest, the greater part of the journey being accom- 
plished by rail to Brockenhuist. Thence they were conducted 
to the spot where, according to tradition, William Rurus 
was slain by an arrow discharged by one of his hunting 
men. The hounds were at once laid on the trail, and imme- 
diately beti a} ed evidence of great excitement. With their 
owner in attendance they ran at a great pace through the 
Forest, stopping every now and then to bay at one of the 
trees. After a most interesting chase of an hour they 
returned to the place where thev had started, and, owing to 
the gathering darkness, Major Richaedson was compelled to 
c 11 them off just as niatteis appeared to be assuming a 
ciitical phase. Major Ricuvudson is well satisfied with the 
experiment, though he naturally regrets that he was not 
called m earlier. He believes that there can be no doubt as 
to the guilt of Walter Tirel. An impoitant histoiical 
question has thus been definitely set at rest 

On hearing of this performance the Italian Government 
asked Major Richardson to bring his hounds to Rome, and 
the gallant Major promptly assented. The object of the 
visit was lo investigate the circumstances attending the 
assassination of Julius Ctsar some years ago. Don and 
Pluto, having had an excellent meal of ydlenta overnight, 
were led in procession to the statue of Pompey, which 
Cjsvr, it may be remembered, bathed with his blood when 
he expired as a result of twenty-three dagger wounds. Here 
both the hounds were manifestly uneasy, Idiito, in particular, 
circling lound and round the statue with every sign of anger 


and alarm, llenco they proceeded at top speed to the Forum» 
being watched with great interest by a numerous and dis- 
tinguislied company of German and American visitors who 
had gathered at this celebrated spot. The story goes that 
the body of Cj sar was burnt here, and both the intelligent 
animals evidently had this circumstance in mind, for they 
refused, in spile of Major Richardson’s entreaties, to proceed 
any further. In conversation with our representative Major 
Richardson aftei wards declared his firm belief that the 
murder took place in the manner described in the histories. 
He thinks that Casca and Brutus were certainly implicated 
in it, though he is not prepared to say who struck the first 
blow. Of course lie regrets that he was unable to arrive on 
the scene at a moment more neaily approximiting to the 
date of the assasbination, but the results actually attained 
leave him more satisfied than ever as to the necessity of 
employing bloodhounds in every case of crime. 


A SONNET OF SPRING MICROBES. 

Witat art thou, Spring, that poets oft have sung 
Tby praises, and the beauties thou dust iveai% 

In sonnet, madrigal, and lyric fair ? 

Not so do I, but rather tends my tongue 
To speak of those small micr )bes, freshly spuing 
From winter sleep, that till the waking nir, 

And mumps and measles through the country bear, 
Tliy sign to mortals that the year is young. 

The jaded city man, with heartfelt sigh, 

Returning in the evening from his work 
With that affliction Kipling calls the hump, 
Although he longs a bunch of flow^ers to buy, 

Must now refmin — who knows but there may lurk 
In each frail bloom a measle or a mump ? 
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THE DAILY PROGRAMME 

Of Air Averaqelt Bust Man. 

Slioicing lioic to get through life with the mini- 
mum of dieeomfovt and vraete of tlme^ and 
iciih the greatest eatisf action to himself 
and others (jparticidarly other's), 

pn 1101111)10 imitation of tlie new Cannelite 
advertising] 

I rise at 10 a.m. 

My cold batli is ready when I am 
ready for it. I suppose I really am 
ready for it now, though I don’t want it 
a hit. Still there is nothing like a cold 
hath to start the day with. Each inorn- 
I ing I purchase some of the Metropolitan 
Water Board's magnificent water, and 
there is no trouble at all about getting 
it cold. It is always beautifully cold. 
Don’t forget ; the Metropolitan Water 
Board. Sample pint on receipt of a 
stamped addressed envelope. 

I return to bed at 10.1 a.m. 
Generally speaking, when I am up I 
stay up, but I find I have forgotten to 
call attention to my astounding brass 
bedstead, such an improvement on the 
old one. I got it at the South-Western 
Furnishing Company’s palatial show 
rooms. As I spend nearly half my life 
in bed I always feel that a bedstead is 
a really important matter. How many 

of Tis [Mem. — I mitst stop this 

habit of moralising.] 

I cut myself shaving at 10.80 a.m. 
Time was when the ten minutes spent 
in shaving was one of the trials of the 
day. New-, thanks to Blenkinsop’s In- 
credible Safety Razor, I have half an 
hour’s unalloyed pleasure. You simply 
cannot cut yourself with this razor ; but 
should you do so a Jones’ Plaster will 
stop the bleeding at once. (Two ads. in 
there. Heavy work.) 

I breakfast at 11 a.m. 

All the time we have been chattering 
about bedsteads and such, my breakfast 
has been keeping cool in front of the 
fire. Those little black things you see 
on the top of the poached egg are bits of 
j coal which have shot out. I use only 
the very best coal, and the consequence 
is that I don’t mind the extra taste a hit. 
Try Old, King and Co., and you will see 
for yourself. 

I smoke a pipe at 11.30 a.m. 

I wanted to give you a picture of me 
in my dressing-gown smoking a i)ipe 
at 11.30 A.M. — ^in fact I really wanted a 
whole lot of pictures done, but somehow 
the artist and I couldn’t come to terms. 
I offered him all the loot from any one 
finn, but he insisted on half of every- 
thing, which was absurd. Well, what 
I wanted to say now \ms that I always 
light my pipe with one of SpifFkin’s 
remarkable circidars. lie sends me one 


a day, and they make excellent spills. I 
forget what it is he advertises. 

I look for my collar stud at 11.45 a.m. 

It is only necessary to say that, if I 
find the darned thing this morning, the 
fool who sold it to me and swore that it 
never got lost was William Winks of 
193, High Street, Mayfair. 

I arrive outside at 12.80 p.m. 

Yes, I am always out by 12.30 p.m. 
It is a very jolly day outside, much 
jollier than I thought. To think that 
Messrs. Fahrenheit and Reaumur give us 
this wonderful weather ! (Sample thaw 
on receipt of a postcard.) 

I buy an engagement ring at 1 p.m. 

Tliis is not really a part of my “ daily” 
programme, but The Oyster Pearl Com- 
pany simply insists on my saying some- 
thing about its magnificent half-hoops. 
Where should we be without The Oyster 
Pearl Company’s matchless half-hoops ? 
I cannot tell. I know that I do not feel 
that my day has been complete unless I 
have ptirchased one of its amazing 
half-hoops. This enterprising company 
will send you one of its stupendous 
half hoops on receipt of thirty shillings. 

I lunch at 1.45 p.m. 

Yes, I have a heavy lunch at the club, 
and my doctor’s address is 399, Harley 
Street, W. 

I have a short nightmare at 3 p.m. 

I always go to sleep after lunch and 
dream that I am being pursued by a 
wild horse — not at all the sort of de- 
lightful hoise you can hire so cheaply 
from Watson’s Livery and Bait Stables, 
Park Lane, W. 

I start work at 8.80 p.m. 
Humorous articles a speciality. Light 
verse at fid. a foot or 10^. the piece. 
Heavy verse by arrangement. I can do 
> on a good line in leaders or articles on 
Old I^ndon. Come to me for style ; no 
split infinitives. Do you want a column 
on the coming cricket season? I only 
diarge two guineas, including one refer- 
ence to Gaukrodger. With no reference 
to Gaukrodger, three guineas. 

(Might as well advertise myself for 
once.) 

1 go to the Bank at 8.45 p.m. 

The London and North Western looks 
after my over-draft. No matter how 
badly a cheque is written they wiU give 
you real gold in exchange. What a 
boon it is to have places like the London 
and North Western Bank to go to. 

The Hours from 
4-9.30 

ARE 

To Lfi’. 

Apply to my agent ; I am prepared to 
do anything. 


I put on my spurs at 9.80 p.m. 

Yes, I get my magnificent spurs from 
The London Spur Company. They are 
beautifully rowelled and have hall 
bearings throughout. I always put 
them on before I play the pianola. 

I play the pianola at 10 p.m. 

When I write to the man underneath 
to inform him that, on the oontrarj?-, he 
has no ear for music, I use Messrs. 
Slaker’s special scented hand-woven 
note-paper. They have an astounding 
assortment, which is well worth a visit. 

I go to bed at 1 a.m. 

After rather a good day’s business on 
the whole. A. A. M. 


CLOTHES AND THE OLEEK. 

[A man’s golfing garb .... affords no due 

to his golfing ability .” — Golf Illustrated.'] 

In weeds of unassuming brown 
The woodland nightingale is dressed, 
But can the peacock take her down, 
Or pipe so long without a rest? 

Ah no ! it is the works inside, 

And not the hide, 

That form the heaven-bom artist’s only 
test. 

And so when you observe me stand 
Some morn upon the dewy tee, 

And pile die votive mound of sand. 
These trousers bulging at the knee, 
This coat indubitably tom, 

Forbear to scorn, 

But muse upon the inward soul of me. 

Haply beneath this seamy slnS 
(So old, so pitifully frayed) 

May hide a Tavxob in the rough, 

A soon-to-be-ditocovered Braid ; 
While yonder peerless suit that zones 
The sides of Jones 

May mask the tyro witless of his trade. 

His is the coat with patent sleeves, 
The fancy vest by buttons starred, 
The softly tinted woollen greaves, — 
But who shall say his final card, 
For all that Bond Street gear complete, 
Will look so neat 

As this stout fellow’s (meaning me, the 
hard)? 

Thus would I have you muse and say, 
“ How truly modest are the strong I ” 
And so depart ; for should you slay 
To watch me welt the sphere along 
(Full sure that one accoutred thus 
Was scratch or plus), 

You might be pained to find that you 
were wrong. 


“WALKER TO RUN IN ENGLAND.” 

Headline of telegram from Johannesburg in 
The Daily Telegra^t. 

Anythmg for a change. 
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THE INVADERS. 

[This terrible stoxy is written by a patiiotic 
Briton who reaeiils perpetual invasions Mr 
Le Queux, with admix able impaitiality, has led 
both a Grerinan and a Russo-French ainiy into 
the heart of his land Mr Wells, after first 
horrifying him with Martians, has terrorised 
him 'vvith aeroplanists Mr. SniEL has brought 
the Yellow Terror to his very coast. And now 
two popxilar weeklies arc simultaneously lettiiig 
loose some more derman armies on his devoted 
country. The time has come for Retaliation — 
even Mr. Chorchill admits that. But let us 
get to the story.] 

Ohapter I. Berlin. 

On a bright summer day in 1912, 
Berlin was tlie picture of prosperity and 
secuiity. Happy, unsuspecting Teutons 
drank lager in their bcer-gardeiis to the 
accompaniment of music from admirable 
military bands. little did they think 
that far acioss the North Sea a treacher- 
ous War Office had been planning and 
scheming for years, that the prepara- 
tions for invasion were complete to the 
last button, and tliat at any moment a 
mighty power might swoop down on a 
trusting land. 

The natives smiled as they watched 


the familiar spectacle of British excur 
sionists sniffing about Berlin. It did 
not seem strange to them that the Tariff 
Reform League and the Free Trade 
Union should each send over five thocs- 
and delegates to settle the fiscal pioblem 
by personal investigation — the Taiiff 
Reformers led by Mr. Leo Maxse, and the 
Free Traders by Mr.BvLES. Even the Gei- 
maii policemen were compelled to smile 
when they noticed that each excursionist 
carried a large red-bound guide-book. 

As the clocks of the city stiuck 
twelve a series of deafening explosions 
look place. The excursionists had all 
discharged their guide-book bombs, 
and the railways, telegraphs, barracks, 
gas works, and electric power stations 
ol Berlin were blown to smith eieens. 
Mr. Leo Maxse, rescuing the Mayor from 
the ruins of the Town Hall, sternly de- 
manded the surrender of the city. 

Hurriedly a few scattered troops had 
gathered in Tinier den Linden. There 
were only fifteen thousand men, but 
enough to make a gallant effort. Sud- 
denly a dark object appeared in the sky 
overhead, “ It is the British army 
aeroplane,’^ cried a keen-eyed sergeant. 


“It may fall anywhere! Save your- 
selves.” It was too much; the awed 
troops fled for the shelter of cellars 
Berlin and the British aeroplane fell 
together. 

Chapter II. Potsdam. 

Nothing was known in Potsdam of 
the strange happenings in Berlin, when 
a motor car drew up outside the Imperial 
Palace. Nor did the guard recognise 
in the goggled motorists those intrepid 
dare-devils Messrs. Leo Maxse and 
WiujAM Le Qdeux. The first had 
called by appointment to see Prince 
Bulow. With the utmost confidence 
the Prince received him. He even 
courteously submitted when Mr. Maxse 
proposed to lead him extracts from the 
Tariff Commission’s report Soon^ the 
Prince began to nod. Wake, Prince, 
wake, before it is too late! But the 
Prince falls into a deep slumber. 

In the meantime Mr. Willum Le 
Queux, with the confidence of one born 
and bred in the purple, had penetrated j 
to the innermost recesses of the Palace, 
The Kaiser leceived him graciously, and 
even listened with an air of politely 
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aff.‘olt(l iiitcKst when Mr. Le (^Jutcs scores pj ^ . and ihe akb Gluokstein, and Miss Daisy Bcok- 

n 1.1 ted anmlolesot compliments he had • i _jpg^ Tnoor. As the leading “fish-lancer” 

n-ceiveil from other crowned heads, llay scone, with its p^^ggiEn^ is Lord PinniE will carry a harpoon, in the 

sS^i^the which opns use of wbioh he has 


As the leading “fish-lancer’ 


aUv Ln (k'Erx steals to the Imperial another factor in a success | , , 7 •»>,. •n'„.wir T Bdluen 


throui^li to Kid. 

i Fo 1 ec*ei ves the reply, “ Who is there ? ’ 
“Wiiliain.” is his truihful answer; 
“ put me oil to the Admiral commanding 
the fUet.*’ I This \\(nd<llook. better in 
( lerniiiti, but English is the recognised 
language of ail paper invasions.'] ^ 

While the Admiral is trembling at 
the other end of the telo])hone he re- 


VICEUEGAL CAPERS. 

A PniRio Triumph. 

Somp: details of the St. Patrick’s Eve 


striking feature of to-night’s Fancy Ball. 
The immigration of Polish Jews into 
Ireland wiU enah^'e the national dance 
of Poland to be executed entirely by 
experts, and to lend local colour to the 
performance the band for this item will 

* . ..-I *. 1 ‘...I _e 


PaSa^^t" ustrTJ :md F^c; D^sl ^-sist solely of jew’s brn^s in place of 

S^5nl pdns are_ being lavished on 


ceivos the fateful ortlor, “Blow up the to-niglit were given in The Ohsercer oS ‘ ^ Dance Lord 

Kiel C’aual .'ind take out the fleet at March 7. From these we gather that, 

once for realistic collisiou practne. I while guests in ordinary evening dr^s ® 


confus*=d mass of shattcn*d hulks. 
English cunning had triumphed. 
t^iurrER III. 


lU LUe oaii. jtiiso UlUU liieUSSbUA AllOU . . PI* T li 

industries prepared by Lady Aberdeen Buntjury, m view of his commanding j, 
as a guide to the wearers of fancy dress statuic, will represent Bmm 
includes the following dances have been arranged by 


those representing agricultural iinple- 


noiu n over uii nexii weeis. ur i;vcijL lu-ici.j Tobacco-growing 
... Mosaic. 

Rope-malving. 

MUSIC HATIf CHARMS. p<.rfu,n« 

The piccoiiioal transformation of the Bi-usbes and Babkots. Horse -rearing. Hunt- cowboys specially 

h'gitiuiate druiiui into musical comedy, Early Flowers and ing, Ac. trained by Mr. M.P. Here 

hO well inaugurated by the success of Vegetables. again Lord Pirrie, K.P., may be ex- 

md The Dahliintj Little Duliei Curiosity is stimulated by the state- pected to take a prominent part, and, 

still continues It is i-epor ted that T/ic ment that a Minerals Quadrille has indeed, has promised^ to perform what 

Didfitot is to be the nc 3 kt subject of cx- been arranged, in wliich General and wittily calls a Pirrie-ouette, 
periinent. As the idmx is bound to Mrs. Bunbury wdll represent coal, and Lastly, a Musical Hide for Rearing 
spread, wo have pleasure in anticipating TiOrd and Lady Haddo salt. Mr. Punch Horses is being organised by that 
beloxv some theatrical paragraphs of the is fortunately able to supplement thcce staunch patriot, Alderman Shanks, whose 
immediate future: — meagre detaib with further information famous mare is expected to peiform 

Mr. Beerwxiim Tree announces that of the chorographic dispositions of Lord prodigies of equine valour. 

the birtlnlay-vreok of Pall Rubens xvill and Lady Aberdeen, whose incorrigible - - 

b<‘ celebrated at llis IMajesty’s Theatre humour has been greatly enhanced by 

in an ospoeitill y graceful and appi-opriatc their sojourn amongst the vivacious and Births, 

fashion. This will take the form of a quick-witted Irish. Mackirdy. — At Orchard Way, Haywards 

])rograunne comprising revivals of cer- Immense and ebullient enthusiasm Heatli, on Sth March, the wife of Aiclubald 
tain iiast productions at this house, ail prevails amongst those who are respon- M^ckh-dy (nee Olive Christian Malvery, author 
of whufii have since boon metrically sible for the Mineral Waters Two-step. The Soul Market, „ „ 

iuiaptecl by the faiuoii.s author-composer. An attempt wjts made to secure the *t a a » • -l ^ 

Amongst various attractive items for the co-operation of the Bishop of Sot)or and fc>on^ promises to be a work of per- 
week we might mention Little Miffn Man, but that foiled. Fortunately Lord It is frankly realistic, 

Matyutntc, Purple Jimpejvrs (oxlgindly Pirrie, KP., has come to the rescue with , xye feel certain that anyone who 

called Tlct'od) and The Guisehury Girl characteristic zeal, and has heroically hand will be compelled to sit 

(the last with aflditional lyrics by Mr. agreed on this occasion only to alter ^ morning with it. 

G. H. SiMh). The occasion will bo liis name to Loid Perrier. Mr. Cherry The flannel binding is a novelty. 

1 ^ j 1 1 • . . .. . . .. ' 


Mnerid Water and being the wheat. 


Cyder. 

Bacon-curing. 

Peat 


Perhaps the most sensational item in 
this wonderful programme is the Dairy- 


Mackirdy. — At 


Births. 

Orchard Way, Haywards 


G. H. Sius). The occasion will bo liis name to Loid Perrier. Mr. Cherry, 1- he flannel binding is a novelty. 

awaited with considerable interest. the Attorney -General, will represent 

Meanwhile the insianiaucvius triumph a iion-aleoholic Cherry Whiskv, while ..-p t ^ -n v , . 

of Ophelia at the Lyceum proves how Mr. Healy will figure as Dry" Ginger « nAUnia 
well advised wem Messrs. SMini ami Ale and Mr. Ef.itlb as Potash. the world’s verd?cTTas'^con°ce^ 

L.VRPENTER m thus bringing their latest The Fish Lancers will be full of have been completely wretched at the first 

revival into lino with popular taste. In quaint and adorable conceits. Lord production of his play, Dearer t7ia?i Z/t/e ” 
the title rob Miss Ell.u.ine Terriss sings Haddo will represent a Finnan Haddie. So says John Kendrick Bangs in 
and dances as daintily as ever, perhaps General Bcnbury, as he wittily puts it. Siiceass, and if he cares for our verdict 
her most taking number being the tune- expects to take the cake as a Red we may mention that the confusing of 
milSime. nogie,Bco! arranged as a duet Herring. Lord Trimlestown will appear George Gordon Byron with H. J Byron 
vfidi theGhost. Theaccompanyingsnpw- as a Sun-fish. Other notables who will prevents his article from doing’Derfect 
offecte are especially striking. Mr. Rot- take part in these scaly revels are Sir justice to the title of the paperin which 
LAND B*iRRiNGTON, as a melodious llamleL Frederick Pollock, Mr. Riohard White- it figures. ^ ^ 
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PROBLEMS OF A GREAT MIND. 

Most emphasise ia every possible way 
detennination to he on my own. Tired 
to death of this Roosevelt-pnppet myth. 
But what can 1 do? 

Entertaining Teddy’s old foes, the 
Stellamy Borers, a very hold move, and 
it seems to have come off. I must follow 
up that line. There’s Harriman, for 
example ; I might ask him to an alligalor 
lunch, and I daresay Pdlttzer wouldn’t 
refuse a possum tea. And then there ’s 
Foevicer, we might give him a chic little 
rattlesnake supper and have it well 
paragraphed. But there ’s an end even 
to Teddy’s foes, and I must say I’m not 
too fond of them myself. I would rather 
find a way that meant less personal 
inconvenience and distaste. 

Met Deprw to-day, and mentioned tho 
problem to him. His advice to have the 
White House painted black. That will 
show independence if you like^ he says. 
I wonder if it isn’t rather drastic, and 
perhaps a little too suggestive of affection 
for negroes, which, when one remem- 


bers Teddy’s passion for Booker Wash- 
iNoroN, seems a mistake likely to defeat 
the very end I am making for. 

Might, however, paint it red ! Will 
j think this over. 

I Or black and white, like a chess-board 
or a fox terrier ? 

Have drawn up an interview on the 
subject of big-game hunting which I 
think of getting printed on the clay 
that Teddy sails. Deprecate the wanton 
slaughter, in the name of sport and 
science, of these beautiful and scarce 
creatures, and so on. There could bo 
no misunderstanding that; independ- 
ence is crystallised in such a manifesto. 

Could 1 protest against largo families, 
I wonder ? 1 fear not. That would be a J 
little too thin. 

Pliilander Knox, a very cute fellow, 
suggests consulting Dooley, 1 think I 
will, 

Dooley very sympathetic and en- 
couraging. “How to show your inde- 
pendence of Teddy Rosesfelt? ’’ he said. 
“Why, it’s as aisy as laughing. Be 
yourself.” I believe he ’s right. 


Fi*om The Evening News Enquiry I 
Column : 

^‘How can I mb a tin of tomatoes througli a 
sieve?” 

Answer , — The quickest way is to cut 
a hole in the sieve and drop the tin 
through. Rubbing will be found tedious 
work. 

Judicial Humour. 

“Mr. Wynne, for the prosecution, said that 
wo were all uiKler the rojgn of law, and ought 
not, if we could help it, to resort to self-help. 

“ Mr. .Justice Darling. — Why someone wrote 
a hook about it. (Laughter ), ’ ’ 

In this instance “(Smiles) ” would have 
met the case. 

An Indian firm with a branch in 
Sydney (N.S.W.) advertises in the (Sydney 
Daily Telegraph : 

“Jap SSilk. All French, and our own 
manufacture.” ! 

We always suspected the silkworm of 
; being something of a cosmopolitan. 







MNEMONIC AIDS, 

[Lobs of memoiy is oiice more becoming a 
common complaint ] 

A GRCAT thing in the ait of remember- 
ing is association of ideas You are in- 
troduced to a Mr. Sraiih, and so that 
you may not forget his name you think 
of the poem concerninsr the man who 
toiled and rejoiced. This, of course, 

I may piompt you later to address Mr. 
Smith as Mr. C'hestnut, or Mr Sparks, 
or even as Mr. Longfellow ; but all roads 
to success are paved with danger. 

This, however, only illustrates part of 
the inethol, and we commend the fol- 
lowing mnemonic aids to the reader’s 
attention. We do not claim for our 
system that it represents anything like 
a full couise of mind development ; we 
simply wish to let the public have the 
benefit of a few practical hints, for which 
we ask nothing in the way of fee or 
subscription. 

No, 1. You are a Bridge enthusiast 
and wish to remember to return your 
partner’s lead. Write the name of the 
required suit on your cuff, or get a card 


of it from another pack, and keep it in 
evidence. The latter method, however, 
is open to misinterpretation, especially 
if the card borrowed be an ace or a 
trump, and you absent-mindedly take a 
trick with it. A safer plan is to have 
one of those fancy handkerchiefs bearing 
designs of the four suits, and to put 
it down your sleeve, leaving the right 
picture exposed. 

No. 2. You are the husband of a lady 
who, under excitement, becomes rhe- 
torical. She has given you a letter to 
post. You might paint your face a post- 
office red so that every glance in the 
mirror reminds you of your commission. 
A still better plan, since yoa are likely 
to notice them more often, is to incarna- 
dine your fingers, or wear red knitted 
gloves or mittens. 

No. 3. A lady visitor at your house 
has had the unhappiness to marry a Mr. 
Sudds. You naturally wish to avoid 
any mention of soap or washing in her 
presence, and a good mnemonic aid to 
this end is to put a cake of soap in your 
pocket. Be careful, of course, not to 
bring it out with your handkerchief, or 


instead of your cigarette-case, and above 
all don’t leave it in your visitor’s band 
when she bids you good-bye. 

No. 4. You arc in the habit of leaving 
one or more of your batb-taps running. 
Tie a knot in the centre of your towel. 

No. 5. You wish, perhaps, to remem- 
ber to return a borrowed book or um- 
brella But this is a contingency 

not likely to arise, and in dealing with 
it we should only be wasting our space 
and the reader’s time. 


Announcing “The Discovery of a 
New Elephant,” TJie Hull Eastern 
Morning News says : — 

^ “ It has been appropriately named Nippo- 
rinm ... Its symbol will be Np. and its 
at mic weight has been ascertained to be pro- 
bably 100.” 

We, however, shall call it “ Little 
Willie.” 

“ New Camera. Cost 15s., take 208.** 

— The Amateur Photographer, 

Can we not induce him to accept a 
1 guinea ? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EinUOTED TROSI IHE DlARY OF ToBY, MP. 

Home of Commons, Monday, March 8. 
— There happened to-niglit one ol those 
little incidents which show that, after 
all, the House of Commojis is almost 
human. Vernly asked CJKDER-Srcum \u\ 
FOR CoLO'^riES whether he could state the 
profit ol gold mining companies in the 
Transvaal dining the last ten yeais 
Seeley advanced to Table with pro- 
digious sheet of foolscap in hand. Cit- 
ing the year 1903-4, he in studiously 
quiet voice named the result. It was 
a trifle under three and a half millions 
House listened languidly. As year by 
year showed increase, Members began 
to move uneasily in their seats. Strange 
lights gleanitd in e>es which, as far 
as earlier observation went, had no 
speculation in them. Here and there 
on back benches were heard sounds as 
of one licking his lips in keen antici- 
pation o£ sharing a sumptuous meal. 
Seeley, insensibly sharing growing ex- 
citement, raised his voice in continuation 
of the dazzling recoid. 

‘‘Nineteen hundred and five -six, 
£4,622,000.” 

On the benches where Labour Mem- 
bers gather, emotion grew uncontrollable. 
Had John Burns happened to be sitting 
in their midst, they would have shaken 
hands witli him, so far were they 
beside themselves at this display of 
wealth hitherto untold. Seeley went on 
piling it up. J upiter calling upon JDanae 
in her brazen tower was no- 
thing compared with Under- r ’ 
Secretary for the Colonies. 

“ 1906-7,” he trumpeted, 
“£5,115,000.” 

This too much. “1907-8,” | 

said Seeley with a shout. 

Members could stand no more. 

“ Agreed ! Agreed ! ” they 
cried. And Under-Secret-Vry 
sank back exhausted in his 
seat, leaving untold the out- 
put of the last year. 

Alter this the great granite I 

question turned up again, 

Admirvl MoKekna confined to 
his bunk. Reported to have 
caught a chill. Gentlemen 
opposite know that a chunk of i 

Norwegian granite, after the 
manner of a similar sample 
of old red sandstone, has 
caught him in a tender part, 
and, as in the case of the 
recipient of the red sandstone 
aforesaid, deprived subse- ^ 

quent proceedings of all inte- 
rest. In his absence the 1 



Jb'll.LhE StIIL (fUOWINO 

Nineteen hundred and five-six, £4,622,000.” 

(Colonel Seeley.) 

hand ferule-wise, as if he were back in 
the old days conducting, instead of sub- 
mitting to, the Catechism. 

Singular coalition formed. Ii'ish Mem- 
bers, Scotch Members and the Confede- 
rates want to know why Admiralty have 
consented to employment of Norwegian 
granite in constiuction of works at 
Rosyth? Denoxmeo procedure as un- 
patriotic in principle, in detail harmful 
to the Unemployed. None but tlie 


present Government would be ^ilty of 
such mean nnimtriotic iDenny-wise per- 
veisity. 

Turns out that Admiralty ha\e strictly 
followed i^recedent establi&hed in 1896, 
'when Unionist Minister was at the 
1 helm. Over three million sterling being 
• expended on extension of dockyard at 
Devonport, Admiralty of the day ap- 
'pio\cd action of contractois in using 
’Norwegian granite and did not insist 
upon clause securing fair wage for 
foreign workmen. 

This a little awkward. Confederates 
changed the subject ; but are they dow’ii- 
hearted? No. Have another card, so 
to speak, up their sleeve. HERBKRr 
(IruksioM: has been buying abioad 
material for making mail-bags. (What 
'Rome Office want with mail-bags not 
clear. That a detail.) Won’t do to have 
him showing that his predecessor in 
I similar manner also bought in cheapest 
'market. Will look matter up. If the land 



is deal*, will shake out the mail-bags and 
give granite the go-by. 

Business done — In Committee of 
Supply on Anny Estimates. 

Tuesday. — “Hasn’t Mr. Satisii Chai- 
terjee been talking more than enough?” 

’Twas the voice of Rees of India. I 
knew he ’d complain. In truth, he well 
might. India looms large in both Houses 
to-night. In the Lords the Secretary 
O l? State pilots through another stage a 
Bill recognised as containing the most 
important proposals popularising British 
government in India introduced since 
Dizzy made his Royal Mistress Empress 
over teeming multitudes. In 


the Commons the usual snip- 
ing of Under-Secretary by 



patriots of a class known and 
hymned by Canning : 

No naiiow bigot he ; his i-easoned 
view 

Thy interest, England, lanks with 
thine, Peru 

A strady patriot of the world ahnie. 
The liien<l of every country but his 
own. 


T’iine was when such e])i- 
sodes were impossible, kir. 
Speaker Gdijly, taking the 
view that Stand ng Orders in- 
sist on due notice of enquiry 
addressed to Ministers, sternly 
limited number oi Supxfle- 
iiientary Questions. Mr. 
Speaker Iowteier, regarding 
freedom in questioning as 
sort of safety-valve, laviblily 
permits the practice. Per- 
haps a little hard on Minisleis, 
who, lacking opportunity for 
acquirement or consideiation 
of latest information, may bo 


schoolmaster is abroad. Mao- The Swors Foe of the Jam Satish Ciiatierjels ^British Branch), entrapped into indiscretions. 
NAMARA takes tlie floor, with (Mr. J. D. Rees. A most useful iiersou when anti-Impeiialists are Deputy-Speaker in Chair to- 
a long lead pencil held in about.) night properly refrains from 
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our eye on Louis Napoleon/’ there has 
been nothing like Mr. Swift MacNeill s 
attitude at the present time towards bis 
Soveieign. Across sea and land a 
searching eye beams on JBiai’ritz. Mr. 
MacNeill’s trouble is indicated in notice 
appearing on paper to-day directing 
attention to “advice given by the 
Foeeign Minister to the King to go 
abioad without a Minister responsible to 
this House for the King’s transactions in 
international politics.” 

Can make nothing out of Edward Grey, 
who affects indifference to apprehensions 
and constitutional obj eclions. If Foreign 
Office are thus neglectful of vital interests 
of Empire, let private citizenship sacrifice 
personal convenience on country’s altar. 
If no Minister of the Crown is forth- 
coming in attendance on travelling 
Majesty, is there not in the House a 
lineal descendant of William Lenthail, 
Speaker in the Long Parliament, also 
Godwin Swift, late of this parish, uncle 
and guardian of Dean Swift? Is he 
not Ex-Professor of Constitutional and 
Criminal Law, King’s Inns, Dublin? 
Persuasion, tips his tongue whene’er he talks, 
And he has chamheis n the Eing’s Bench 
'VYalks 

AVhen next the Foreign Seoretary goes 
a-fishing, he might think over this sug- 
gestion. 

Business done-— Still in Committee of 
Supply. Herbert Gladstone, in reply to 
question, declares there is not shadow 
of foundation for mail-bag story. Must 
hark back to granite. 


ADMiRUi McKenna confined to his Busne. 

{With good uisliea ;for a speedy recox ery) 

[It will be noticed that Cdp’n Tommy Bowles, having seen that Mr. McKenna had had sonw 
Norwegian granite diopped on his toes, has, with characteristic kindness, forwarded his 
“timber toe” foi Mr. McKenna’s temporary use. Having taken his “hook” for Central 
Glasgow, he has sent that along too, in case it may he useful ] 


interfering with daily usage. Accord- 
ingly for ten minutes by Westminster 
clock, being a full fifth of whole time 
allotted to Questions, statesmen below 
Gangway on both sides badgered 
Bichanan. 

Don’t get much out of that eminent 
Scotsman. No harm done in House of 
Commons where we know our Satish 
Chatterjees. In onl 3 '- less degree is the 
performance hurtful throughout the 
country. Quite a different thing in 
India, a section of whose native popula- 
tion of late did honour to Don’t Kfir 
Habdie. These wranglings, reported 
verbatim in morning newspapers, are 
eagerly reproduced in native press. To 
its leaders one M.P. is as good as 
another; a great deal better too, if he 
only asserts or insinuates that Govern- 
ment of India is mendacious, suborned, 
tyrannical. 

It was Satish Chatierjed MacDonald 
who gave the kick-off to-night. Wanted 
to know about arrest and deportation of 


certain political agitators. Under-Secre- 
tary having made reply, up sprang half- 
a-dozen Members of British branch of 
Satish Chatterjee family — ^Maojlarness, 
Cotton, Rutherford, Don’t Keir Hardie, 
and others. 

Meanwhile on topmost Bench below 
Gangway sits up aloft Jack Rees, keeping 
watch over Under- Seorettary. Plays 
part of what Haisbury would call “2 
sort of ” Greek Chorus. Now and then, 
amid clamour of the Chatterjees, he gets 
in elaborately framed question, to which 
nobody pays any attention. The Chat- 
terjees cry “Caw! Cawl”; the Under- 
secretary endeavouis in reply to say as 
neai ly nothing as possible ; and at length 
Deputy- Speaker timidly suggests that 
other questions should have a turn. 

Business done — ^The Satish Ohatter- 
jee family take the floor. 

Thursday, — Since at historic crisis 
embattled Europe was reassured and 
sustained by editorial assurance on the 
part of the Skxhhereen Eagle^ “ We have 


ERRATA. 

{Being some necessary corrections in 
“ J ohnson's Dictionary,"') I 

Burlesque. — An amusing and cor- 
rective entertainment necessary for the 
health of the drama. (Obsolete, except 
in a potted form.) 

Common. — A tract of public land upon 
which the commonalty sometimes stray 
to the annoyance of golfers. 

Drama. — ^An expedient for killing the 
time between dinner and supper. A 
miiror of life. (Obsolete.) 

Football. — ^A profession, formerly a 
game. The only spectacular preoccupa- 
tion of a working-man. 

Golf. — ^An obsession, formerly a game. 
The most serious occupation of a busi- 
ness man. 

Highway. — ^A track maintained at the 
public charges for the use of mechani- 
cally propelled vehicles. A track for the 
use of all. (Obsolete.) 

Plough. — ^A n implement of agriculture 
to which public orators and statesmen 
put their hands, at the same time under- 
taking not to look back. 

Sale — A free fight between women 
in which the victors save three-farthings. 

Serial. — ^A test for the survival of the 
fittest among readers of fiction. 
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THE HOOK OF THE REAPER. 

[“ The revival of tlie moustache is imminent. . , . Let women but 
sppak the word and we sliall not have a clean-shaven man in our laud.” 

Lady’s Victoria} ] 

Alas, Neaera ! tliint not that the dash 
Of fledgling days can lightly be renewed, 

Now that the jaws of Strephon, like his cash, 

Are permanently blued, 

*Twere easier, at a time when tresses moult 
And barbel s comment on my balder head, 

To rouse a hair in e\ery cranial bolt 
Whose occupant has fled, 

Than here upon this barren waste of lip 
To reproduce the lialf-forgottcn bloom, 

The yet untonsured foliage whose tip 
[ twined (but, uh! for whom?). 

Have you beheld the silkw'orm^s envelope, 

The bam-door chicken in its suit of fluff, 

The petal of the moss-rose newly ope, 

The pendants of a muff ? 

Such and so soft as these, till Fashion chose 
''1 o deem it graceless, was the wealth I wore ; 

Tlie bright death quivered then beneath my nose, 
'i’ouched, and I grew no more. 

And now, if I should stay the morning scythe, 

Those silken tassels would not bud a^in, 

But souiething i&r less comely and less lithe, 

Some awful brand of C^ain. 


The wind is tempered to the fleeceless lamb, 
But, if I came to woo you, lady mine, 

With loathly bristles, such as those that damn 
The fretful porpentine,*' 

You would not like it. Therefore plead instead 
With boys that still await tbe virgin sprout ; 
But as for me, whose crop has long been shed, 

I 'll scrape along without. 


“ As die year runs its couise, we find tliecai introducing us to inacces- 
sible golf courses and eiperiences ot strange lies and, mayhap, bunkers 
malevolent, to the scene of keen struggles hetwten wickets, or, pei- 
chance, to white-boidered polo giound, as* an onlooker or participant in 
that king of games, wlioie the horse, or, rather, pony, iierliaps, is seen 
at his best, revolliug in keen enjoyment of every moment in each 
‘ quarter,* no less than the rider.’* 

Meanwliile The Motor “ introduces ” u& to that ! 


“Last night’s hall at Lady N- — *s was a very brilliant affair Lady 

N married, firstly, iSir R A , and, secondly, Loid N 

The Globe, 

Not bad for one evening. 

“ Mar :J6. — ^Elderly people born on this day, in any year, will b'^nefit 
in health and fortune ; but it is an unfortunate birthday for young 
persons ** — Weldon* e Ladies* Journal, 

If you 77 nist be born on a day like that, it seems best to leave 
out your first childhood and go straight on to the second. 
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nPAn PFPTAIWTV stumbled agambt a foot ledge, knocked [ ‘ Pben I’m afiaicl it^s a Itt^h too 

A DEAD CtRTAiNTY. bat ngiinst an o\eil3ead niie, and . wide ” I leplied T^itb decibioii 

Juibwistlie postiiieof affiiis it wns said with what dignity I could — ‘Lleaenthiee is the pi ice she ex- 

If-niot iTLrt iinri +1 P vnnfivttt. W5».Sl nf * T WJ.n+. tllrpp T.Trrla nF inem*- I T^lcnnorl inltr nnt Ttri/lfli ** 


1 uib w lb xue XJusLiue ui uu lUB lb v\ i» H iiu wibu wiiub uigulby JL coiiiu — j^ieaeii billet; is iiiu piice 

Inlfpist two and tie matinto was at ‘ I want about three jards of inser- plained icily, “not the width ” 
three But the notices m the shop- tion at nme-fiae, please ” Then I swal- “Oh, yes, then I 11 take it” 

window said Last i eductions Sale lowed, and added — not a eiy bravely I’m “ The piece, oi only nine yaids ? ” 

now on Geiuimebaigams’ , and Cecilia, afiaid — “ and I ’m m lathei a huiiy ” “ Yes, nine No, five ” 

who wis onh up foi the day, said it Juno stuck a pencil in hei dieas gave She w uted, compassionately now, as 

would bepositntlvsmfultoletthe chance a cnisoiy glance at me, to see what a wise eldei might await the lesult of 

blip and she wouldn t he two minutes inannei of a cheap bargain I might be, ' an infant s p unful effoit aftei articulate 
In a woman b slionmnsr vocabulaiv and asked coldh “Did mn -rra-nf. if. its. ufints 


“ The piece, oi only nine yaids ? ” 

“ Yes, nine No, five ” 

She w utfcd, compassionately now, as 

i_. ^ . .1 I. <k 


V wv w JL XJLiJgJXb UC, aJUL J-Ul bill o IJ liXlAUJ. CiiXUl b UiXbCX cU blUUJclbe 

111 a woiinus shopping vocabulaiy and asked coldlj “Did jou want it loicing o£ its wants 
two nunntes means halfanhoiu, so I inched or pnckeied’” “Fi\e jards, please,” I said meekly 

objected, and painted a vnid picture of Peihaps those weie not the exact “But” — thi'j was rathei a hiiUiant 
the announce of the people in stalls Jalteinatnes offered, but it seemed that aftei thought Cecilia should not taunt 

Ron 0 when we scram — ^me with making a bad bai- 

bled m OTu then ftet But , — gam — “but is eleven and- 

Cecilu looked at the ^op 4 three the sale price, or ’ 

winJon plaintivelv -md I it f i A But Juno was wiesthng 

membeifed that theic were 1 I with the multiplication table 

cogon leisons whj, bagams 1 1 | I made the answei filty-sm 

should cppeil strongly to the A A and threepence, but appa- 

wife of a countiy pai^n-of | ^ lently my bmt about tale 

a poison moieovei who has Price had not faUen on deaf 

no immediate piotpect of exer- : ' eais “Four-and-tenpence 

ubingaichidi^onaifimctions thice-faithings Sign* "said 

!I S Jiino-a really hanSsome re- 

I I--'* Auction Itenaeredasove- 

herk J takes a“m^ t^i * h’ “ , L fX “ 'n*?’ 

and out agaminlets than five ' WkS ' * *-« She soid , hut I saw veiy 

minutes ’ ? i chanceof it^ and glanced 

Cec ha looked at me with , 

an enigmatical smile “I bet 1 I ‘ 1 a I 

you you won t, ’ she said Ak • ■ n “ u, ^ 

“I want,’ I said, going ~ ^ a^ont my 

with forthnght misTuhni Of course it was out 

dnectaesb to the baioness i 1 ^ - -'-z- of the question that Juno hei- 

ueaieat the door, ‘ I want — '= - !> I ‘ H 8® 0 ^ it, 

she was wuting poetiy 01 ' ~ countesses about the 

anagiams or something in a K ^ LM^ im ‘3feTr%' ptace wcie all giacef idly statu- 

httle black book— ‘1 want ^ ^ esqiie, 01 weio serving ens- 

live yards of insertion at about tomeis 

iiinctliiee ’ _ '• ' 5^^ Time wont heavily, then. 

She ioumi the rhyming " ~ -vCScis with diai^lic suddenness, 

word, looked up, and rephed ^ '' » something like an mvei ted toi- 

• Oh, yes This is the mantle toise <ame, by way of aenal rail- 

department Would von mind ce» i-vorr.o"^^ way, diiect to wbeie Junowas 

going Right Through’” ^ ~ — ■' . 1 standing She tooksomeheavy 

A nobleman who had come »««***''¥'* Vatden “On Sib Kyionx, I would faih sriDBn to m\ change out of its maw, and 
m to have his hat ^ foboottex mt tauboub rnuiE > ’ handed this to me, togethei 

seeing mv dilemmi veiy civilly cameltheiR wprs tTin irmfit. f\t i "with a paper packet She was 

forwad and pointed the^way to Rioht mf BisTTrtnd nJt ^ of insertion, and veiy particuhu about the packet 

^ I onlv fell into one eiroi on the way brilhanUy ° ^ fai thing change, ’ she 

4u':ounte“-‘?w\t roUs"”of SdlfnSs"'* 

insertion at about five-three ’ ‘ not paper of pms and fled 


ceo /^oRRoO"*^ 




insertion at about five-three ’ 
‘Ch, yes,” she said bnghtly 


- o OiXiOJ, 4 1 , TTUUJLU VOU 

mmd going Right Ihrongh ? ” 

There was a catliedial hke dimness 
cifjout this region when I did finally 

Iv if n<n.7 .t 1 * * « 


not without Urtain CeeSr^ffi^^^ 

IS the glo;; diaUmenT Wlould Tou tlS’Zdowia 

mmd going Right Ihmiigh ? ” hiviei^somettol 


v.^ ouxxxoiixiug jiah xnai; naa Dceu greatlv le 

Tnnr;r:^S:“f pn^ bntnot m ciicumfeiLce 


ivr* 

Juno was sine of it 
“ Then 111 h*ive nine yards at three- 


thpbtaet Time had not be^ standmg three” I said ’ Dine- I had boasted of my genuine bargain, 

bhll an> more than I had , so I went to “ But this is elevoT. . » dx. f 

tlie countei, o\er-hurnedl} , perhaps, obsened ^ You \e kept me twenty-one 

— '■■ * miTiiifps 



irARCH 17, 1909.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


197 


A GREAT PLAY. 

Ti is very difficult to write praise, 
veiy^ easy to fmd fault. As 1 lia\c ^ 
iiotliiiig but piaise for Mr. < ^ 

new play, l:>trife, 1 find it difficult to say 
1 ‘almly what I tliiiik of it. Perlia2)3 the 
l)est thing I can say is that 1 f(‘el proud 
to thiuk that it uas written by an 
Englishman, and acted by English men 
and women. You know, ouia is a x'koor 
country. Our 'fiade issrotten and our 
i!vavy futile. On another count wo are 
ill danger, if wo are to bolie\e an emin- 
ent Member of J\uliament, of ht coming 
the laughing-stock of Europe Think 
howawtul that will be! And only re- 
cently Tilt* Satuiuhij Hi view announced 
that one German conscript wofild be a 
match for a hundred 'rciritoria^s (Eng- 
li^hmenk SoitisjolJv -is it not? — lobe 
able to rellect that at least wo liavc 
wrnteri and acted a play which can 
stand conipari'^on with anything the 
Jhama of the sui)ori(ir caiintiies can 

si LOW. 

^irife tells the story i*f a strike at the 
Tiviiartha Tin Plate Woiks. In the 
struggle between Capital and Labour, 
the protagonists arc o\l fJoIni Anthoiiij, 
(Miainiiaii ol tlie Company, and DavlJ 
Roberts j leader of the workmen. Old 
Authonij dominates the other direclors 
(file of whom is his son\ just as> Roberts 
sw'dys the other members of his com- 
mittee. Both of them are looking to the 
future rather than considering present 
needs. '*lf you give in now,’* says 
Aulhanjf to directors thinking of divi- 
dends, “Ijabour wdns for ever.” ‘*IC 
you give in now,” cries Roberts to work- 
men thinking of food, “ Labour loses for 
ever.” But wife dies. “It will 

be our wives next time,” say the other 
men ; and they are ready for compromise. 
“ A woman dead 1 — tliis is too terrible,” 
say the other Directors, and they also are 
ready for compromise. Ko terms are 
agreed to, and Anihouy and Robcits are 
thrown overbanrd — Atitlwny on the 
verge of a'paivilytic stroke at his betrayal 
by his own son, Roberts on the edge of 
midness at the death of Annie .... 

And then it is discovered that the 
new terms are actually the very terms 
which had been drawn np before the 
strike as a basis of agreement. Which, 
as die Trades rnion Ddicial sats, is 
where the fun (*omes in. 

I have seen il said by critics that 
Mr. (Uisw OKI in’s moral is this, that and 
the other. 1 don’t think Mr. G u.swoitiiiY 
bothers about a moral. 1 1 is his business 
to make other people uncomfortable. 
When people arc thoroughly imcomfort- 
uVo they begin to tliink ; after they 
liave thought a little the\ decide \aguely 
to “do something.” Mr, G Mswtaiinv 
longs ftr pomeholy to “do sonietliiug.” 
If t<lrlje has a moral it is simply that 



ART. 

Wedllhy Parvenu {to Fashionable Po7’traU Paiiitei'). don’t mind paying a stiff pbioe for 
THIS - moni:y’s no object to mb but I HOST ’ave it tip-top. Look ’erf., paint a receipt jn 
MY ’and coming right ACROSS THE PICKSHUR, WITH TOUR NAME OVER A PENNY STAMP, AND THE 
FiaVSES VERY CLEAR- THAT ’iJ. GUE PEOPLE AN IDUAR O’ WOT IT’S CORbl ME ! ” 


the problem of Capital and Labour will 
have to be settled. 

'Though the play is gicat the acting is 
w^oithy of it. 1 refuse to single out any 
plaicr for special praise ; if once I began 
I should not stop until I had mentioned 
every name on the programme (including 
probably those of the Business Manager 
and tho Musical Director). They are all 
perfect. You must go tu^oiie of the 
matiuees at The Duke of Y’ork’s to see 
for youibclf. It much to be hoped, 
though, that Mr. Frohmw will be able 
to put Mr. (taimvouiuy’s play on in the 
evening l)efore long. If some of the 
thousands who are turned away nightly 


from An Englishman's Rome had an 
opportunity of seeing Strife they would 
discover that there are other problems 
to w'hich a patriot may give liis mind— 
with equal advantage to his countiy. 

M, 


Nursing. — C mstant attendant (single) 
wonted. Must have iinex eptiouable character 
and references; an <abstaiiier; quiet, gentle, 
willing, obliging, qukk, thor. expen , good 
tempt red, intelligent, sympathetic, pleasant, 
companionable, clean, tidy, strong, healthy.” — 
The Scotsmaiu 

Kow we know why the last attendant 
left. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(J]f/ -1/r. Punch's Staif of Learned Clerlts.) 

(V)MMVNi>EU C. N. lioniN^oN Iias laid all sailormen and 
those who arc even remotely interested in the sea luider a 
beaty load ot t»bli^ation by writing The lintisli Tar in Fact 
ami Fic/ioji (IhiiPEu;. Tlie gallant Commander is a master 
not merely ol* liis su])jeet but of a capital style, breezy, as a 
sailor’s stylo should be, and most admirably graphic and 
entertainiui;. He has ])roduced a fascinating book, describ- 
ing tlic sailor both as he actually was and as he was repre- 
sented in ]jrose and verse through the centuries. I wish I 
could do justice to the interest of this record in the space at 
my command. I venture to say that no marino library can 
henceforth be considered complete without it. A word of 

praise, too. must be given to 

the illufttrations, vrhicli have i , - — 

been selected with great dis- 1 
crimination. Many of them ^ 

bear wit ness to Jack’s secular I ^ 

association with the fair sex 
and to his sentimental gal- 
hintry. Indeed., the matrinio- 

^tes ^^laODder RoniKTO^, 

that place to victual and ship 

additional mariners, Woodes 

liogers [master-mariner and 

author of a journal of the 

voyage] notes the strange 

behaviour of his men in the 

fact ‘that they were con- 

tinualiy marrying while we 

stayed there, though expected 

to sail immediately.’ They - ^ 

were not all Englishmen. 

A Dane who was on board 
was united by an Irish 
priest to an Irish woman, 

though neither understood a THE LOST MOUNTAINEER ; 

woriof the other’s language, : 

and they had to use an iuterpieter.” 

Who were the Oriel “ Noetics ? ” It is a question which 
would puzzle many informed minds. The Oriel Koetics 
were Eveleigh, Copliiston, Whately, Dr. Arnold, Hampden, 
IlAwaKS, B.u>en-Powell, and Blanco WmiE—eight good men 
whose cliaractei's are set forth by Mr. Tuckwell, the “ Radical 
Parson,” in Pre-T radar uin Oxford (Smith, Elder). The 
book bus not the racinc.?s of the same admirable writer’s 
Pcmlmsccnces of ( Oxford ; but then it is made of sterner stuff, 
and what it lacks in fun it makes up for in seriousness. 
The papers on Wiiately and Arnold are models not only of 
lucidity and brevity but of sane criticism and sympathetic 
! understanding. Better Inographical essays I have not read 
for many years. One of Wetitely’s trenchant obiter dida 
(alxall I say ?) is timely to-day : ‘‘People wdio think it easy to 
govern Ireland Ijecauso it is poor, half-civilised, full of 
ignorance, are like the young medicid student wlio imagined 
that he had learned enough of medicine to doctor very little 
children.” ‘1 he old joke about the undergraduate and the 
funend — I wish it had been a nearer relation ” — is fixed by 








Mr. Tuckwell as tlie work of Hawkins when Provost of Oriel. 
Other claimants will please recede into the background. 

I have not for some time penetiated into the subterranean 
kingdom of the Coutral London Railway, and so cannot say 
wliether Mr. Desmond Coke’s new novel, The Qolden Key 
(Chapman and Hall\ has had as good a show there as its pre- 
decessor The Pedestal, which at one time seriously threatened 
Miss Lena Ashwell’s reputation as the best advertised man, 
woman or thing below the surface of the earth. But I have 
no dmbt which is the better book of the two. llie Golden 
Key, like another panacea which does not disdain the uses 
of advertisement, touches the spot — the sore and aching spot 
hidden beneath too many of the fancy w-aistcoats and blouses 
of our island race. It is tbe story of an ordinary rather 
lovable young Londoner who is emotionally dumb. Even to 

— — his mother, and to his loved 

' - and loving wife(whoni he for- 

■T - bids to call him ” darling 

P he cannot for the life of him 

cause of a foolish, reserved, 
ultra - British pi ide wdiich 
believes that to be demon- 
to be undignified. 

ashamed to feel and to show 
story is so true to life that I 
to^some of the unfortunates^ 

. «u «««. voice that marked deep emo- 

I AH ENCOURAGING FIND. tion, declare he was “bred 

— under the shadow of the 

great name of Canning.” Through two ponderous volumes 
Captain Bagot leaves the shadow vague. He has no grip 
of the man either in his personal relations or in his public 
work. There are in all over 800 pages of printed matter, 
much of it in the form of laborious notes. Heaps of letters 
filling the pages suggest the process of taking them hap- 
hazard out of the waste-paper basket. As far as the interest 
or value of many is concerned, they had better have been 
left there. A solitary gleam of humour, and that borrowed 
from Cunningham’s Horace Walpole, illumines the massive 
tomes. In Canning's inscription on the monument to William 
Pirr it was written, “He lived without ostentation, and 
died^ poor.” An alderman, his feelings outraged by the 
application of sncIi a word to the deceased statesman, pro- 
posed to suhstitnte for “poor” the phrase “in indifferent 
circumstances.” 

“An Ordeb feom Gebmaot.— T he contract for the erection of a 
refuse destructor for the dty of Rotterdam has been niaoed with 
Messrs. of Manchester.”— TAc Birmingham Daily Post. 

So the Kaisek has token Holland already ! 


THE LOST MOUNTAINEER; AN ENCOURAGING FIND. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Some of us were inclined to be down- 
hearted last week over the official i 
statements as to^ our Navy. But i£ 
our supremacy is threatened in one 
quarter, it is, thank Heaven, safe in 
another. In Germany, Lord George 
Hamilton tells us, there are only five 
golf courses 1 

* * 

4c 

Meanwhile it is good to know that 
England stiU possesses a Man. “Let the 
Germans build fleets by the score,’* said 
"Mr. Luttoh in the course of the Navy 
debate, “I am not afraid of them.” 
The effect of this statement in Germany 
is said to be incalculable. 



New and attractive re- 
cruiting posters wiU, we 
hear, shortly be issued 
by the War Office, bear- 
ing the words, “Free 
Motor Rides to Seaside 4:4^ 

Resorts,” in large type. 

The French Post 
Office Officials who 
struck work last week 
evidently failed to real- * 
ise one great inconveni- // 

ence l3:ely to result 
from their action. The //w 

interruption of the tele- I \y 

graph sendee rendered 
it impossible for us to 
obtain a good account 
of their strike. 

* 4c 
4s 

Awell-known German 
actress has published a 
remarkable book of con- 
fessions, in which she 
declares that an actress 
ought not to marry, as 
she can never be a good 

housewife. Many, of 

course, take an early opportunity of cor- 
recting their error. 

4c 4c 
4c 

The Ladies’ Silence Room was a 
feature which attracted wide attention 
among male visitors to a certain New 
Emporium, and several married men 
ordered one. 

*4c* 

A medical writer recommends the 
eating of young raw onions by children. 
It is found to be the simplest way of 
avoiding kisses with their attendant 
dangers. 

4c 4c 
4c 

A Hindu gentleman is recommending 
breathing exercises as a cure for in- 
fluenza and many other ailments. It 
is, we believe, becoming more and more 
a recognised fact that so long as 
one can carry out these exercises one 
cannot die. 


In view of the increasing expense of According to one account a number of 
our Na^’y, “Ea)NOMrsT” writes to ask enterprising journalists, to attain their 
whether it would not be possible for object, intend to disguise themselves as 
some of our cruisers to take paying lions, elephants, and okapis, with bullet- 
guests during the^summer season. proof undervests. 

Believing MmselAo Le t^e strongest « i ^g^t into prison a martyr to indi- 

man in the world, a Bengali the other ggstion headaches, and came oat 
day, wagered that he would stod m gured," a SiifEragette informs us. It is 
front of a motor-^r and stop it. He satisfactory to know that prison no 1 
made the attempt m the presence of a martyrs, but cures them, 

large crowd. When he recovered con- ^ ^ 

sciousness ho declared that the car took * 

him by surprise. We trust that the car A mummified duck, estimated to he | 


him by surprise. We trust that the car A mummified duck, estimated to be | 
was of British make, and that the inci- 3,000,000 years old, has been found in a 
dent is prophetically symbolic. sandstone stratum in Wyoming. It has 

*** been secured for the American Museum 

“Considerable speculation has been of Natural History. The local poulterers 

were evidently caught 

^ - ' / * ’ napping. 

' ** Providing the Derby 

defence could hoM the sup- 
posedly superior Forest for- 
Second Leaguers 

^1l generally expected to 

o™ vanguarf 

a * / I ( \ was good enough to score, 

n ^ — [I — The Daily 


IIIweW 

mad 

pROjCT 


MR. PUNCH’S SPECIAL MOTOR CARS, 
n.— F ob Liteeaet Boomstees. 

caused,” Tlie Observer tells us, by a 
remark recently made by Mr. Roosemslt 
at a reception. The ex-PRESiDENT shook 
hands with a negro, who said, “I’ve 
carried the Roosevelt banner in two 
campaigns and I hope to have the honour 
of doing so again.” To this, we are told, 
Mr. Roosevelt replied, “Tilme alone 
wiU t^ you whether you wiU he afforded 
that opportunity.” Everyone now is 
asking, Who is Tihne ? 

By the way, in view of Mr. Roosevelt’s 
well-known hustling methods, why not 
call him now “ The Expressident ” ? 

V , 

Meanwhile preparations are being 
made by the Yellow Press of America to 
secure full reports of Mr. Roosevelt’s 
African trip in spite of his having 
stated that he will do all that he possi- 
bly can to baffle unwelcome followers. 


This seems quite sound. 

** It is rumoured that 
diamonds have been found 
in Brazil .” — Liverpool Even- 
ing Express, 

From “ News in a Nut- 
shell.” These Brazil- 
nuts are quite as tooth- 
some as the ordinary 
chestnut. 


The final round of 
. the Amateur Billiard 

Championship appears 
to have been an ^citing 
affair. According to The 
Spmisman Major Flem- 
ing ended the afternoon 
sitting with “50 (un- 
finished), making 30 after losing the 
red ball,” Whether the red ball was I 
ever found again we cannot say, but 
its disappearance seems to have affected 
the Major’s play, for we read that “ Mhjor 
Fleming made his unfinished break into 
51.” That last 1, even with the red 
ball off the table, was unworthy of Mm, 

Hunting Hotes. 

“ An amusing story of how a fox half wrecked 
the dinner table around which were sitting its 
sworn enemies, members of the Bugby Beagles, 
came from Redhill yesterday’,"-— Lloyd's Weekly, 

“Nine years ago he established the Quantock 
Pack of Staghounds, which he maintained at 
his own expense (the only subscription being 
for a poultry £xuid)"— Bristol Echo, 

The chicken and the stag appear to 
be sworn enemies too. 

Suggested TmE for kew totical 
Drama in Paris : The Silence of the Greve, 
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NO OFFENCE INTENDED. 

[Tlie following lines are supposed to be addressed to the Geimsm 
people by the Piimc Mijjister and the First Lord of the ADMii^Ty m 
extenuation of their candour dui-ing the debate on the Navy Estimates.] 

Luige and beloved, 0 amphibious Power, 

I£ we have seemed to you a touch too candid, 

If in a really rather awkward hour 
' We had to let your sacred name be bandied 

As that of our most likely foe. 

Permit us to explain why this was so. 

It all began about November last. 

We gathered, in the very act of nailing 

Our glorious Two-Power Standard to the mast, 

Firm as a Suffragette lashed to a paling, 

That you (we never dreamed you would) 

Were building Dreadnoughts foster than you could. 

Of course we don’t dispute your perfect right 
(Why, who are we to circumscribe your freedom ?) 

To keep your Krupps a-hoiling day and night 
With thirty thousand extra hands ; you need ’em ; 

Your merchant-ships — ^may they increase ! — 
Bequire protection — one Dtmdnought apiece. 

(Since penning this remark we learn, dear friends, 
That your commercial needs are not as stated ; 

We hear that Admiral Tirpitz now intends 
To have his fighting navy concentrated, 

For local objects, nearer home. 

And not dispersed about tbe general foam.*) 

And if you said you wouldn’t push the pace, 

That was no pledge, but just a ** ded^tion,” 

Not binding, though it gave us heart of grace, 

And nerved us to a little relaxation ; 

And if diereon you fail to act. 

Your hona fides still remains intact. 

We should have liked to draw a veil about 
Matters that hardly lend themselves to mincing. 

Only, you see, we had to blurt them out 
Because our own side takes so much convincing ; 

We had to talk in tragic metres 
So as to flabbergast our little-Fleeters. 

Against our will we gave your schemes away. 

Not all of them, of course, but all we knew. Sirs ; 

On painful facts we turned the light of day, 

Simply to shock these Armament-Reducers, 

Fearing they might, unless we stirred ’em, 
Vote for the Fleet’s reduefio ad cibsurdum. 

Pity, don’t blame us ; we were bound to hedge, 
Bound to employ ambiguous resources, 

Exposed upon the cliff’s appalling ledge, 

With just the choice of two repugnant courses, 

The })alance being fairly level — 

That side the deep sea, and on this the devil. 

0. S. 

* Labt Tliurijtlay, in the Reielustag, Admiral von Tirpita “ declared 
that henceforth the battle fleet ■will be kept commissioned exclusively 
for a ‘home war,* i.e., operations in waters immediately adjacent to 
Gennan coa.<ts, instead of being kept in a state of preparation for 
fighting in any possible region.’*— -** Dally MaiVs"^ Berlin Correspondent. 

An advertisement in The Ainatciu* Gardener: 

“Last ^ring we dug in a good dressing of Vaporite underneath our 
pear trees with a view to checking tlie chrysalides of the Pear Midge. 
The results are that we secured a good crop of peas.” 

Though checked, the P^r Midge was by no means rebuffed, 
and seems to have put in some particularly useful work. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Ob, Little Arthur’s Road to Knowledge. 

(JLxttle Arthur, aged 12 ; Mamma, aged 41.) 

Liule AHhur. Mamma, was the Pantomime very funny last 
Wednesday ? 

Mamma. What a queer question. You were there your- 
self. You ought to be able to say as wdl as anyone else. 

L. A. Yes, Mamma, I know ; but what I mean is, did they 

mean it to be funny ? , , , mi i* 

Mamma. Well, yes, I suppose they did. The audience 

laughed, didn’t they? .r i.-. , , 

L. A. Oh, yes, they laughed all right, but I didn’t always 
laugh when they did. 

Mamma. Didn’t you? 

L, A. No, I didn’t. When the big man came in dressed as 
a landlady most of them laughed. Papa laughed a lot, but 
I didn’t, and you didn’t either, Mamma . 

Mamma. No, I thought it vulgar. 

L. A. What does “vulgar” mean. Mamma ? 

Mamma. Oh, “vulgar” means common and disagreeable. 

L. A. Then, of course, nice people don’t like disagreeable 
things, do they ? 

Mamma. No, of course not. 

L. A.' But if Papa laughed he must have liked it. Isn’t 
Papa a nice man? 

Mamma. You mustn’t speak of your father in that way. 
He *s perfeeijy capable 

L. A. But, Mamma 

Mamma. Don’t interrupt me, I say he ’s perfectly capable 
of judging for himself in these matters, and it isn’t for us to 
criticise him. 

L. A. But, Mamma, you said it was vulgar. 

Mamma. & it was. 

L. A. But if you didn’t want to criticise Papa you ought 
to have thought it funny, and you ought to have laughed at 
it, oughtn’t you ? 

Mamma. 1 daresay — I daresay; hut then people don’t 
always do what they ought. Possibly, if I thought it over 
again quite calmly, I might come to think it very funny. 

L. A. Oh, no, Mamma, I don’t think you could. I couldn’t. 
If I have to think funny things over quite calmly I can never 
laugh at them. Ought I to ? 

Mamma. It ’s close on lunch-time, I’m sure. 

L. A. Not very close, Mamma. There ’s about a quarter of 
an hour. Mamma, is a red nose always called a “ boko ” ? 

Mamma. A what 9 

L. A. A “ boko,” Mamma. The man who dressed up as a 
landlady had a very red nose, and when the other man hit 
him on it he said he had “ ketched him one on the boko.” 
They all laughed like anything at that. 

Mamim. I suppose it’s one of those bits of American 
slang. I don’t understand it. You ’d better ask your father 
to explain it. 

L. A. Yes, Mamma, I wiU, But I ’m sure it must he very 
terrible to have a red nose like that, mustn’t it ? 

Mamma. Yes, dear, it must, 

L. A. But if it ’s so terrible, we oughtn’t to laugh at it, 
ought we ? You told me we ought never to take notice of 
personal peculiarities. Isn’t a red nose a personal peculiarity ? 

Mamma. Of course it is. 

L. A. But they all laughed at it and talked about it all 
through the Pantomime. Don’t you remember, Mamma, they 
all came up and wanted to warm lieir hands at it ? That 
made me laugh a little. 

(A 'pause.) 

L. A. Mamma, isn’t Grandmamma Papa’s mother-in-law ? 

Mamma. Certainly she is. 

L. A. And doesn’t Papa like Grandmamma ? 








March 24, 1909J 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



Baotl “Muiliu, UmN Ib ir THVT soldiers* MISIC AL^^iA^s M\KLb ME TLLL SO MUCH HkPPILU IIUN I LIVILY AM ” 


Of course lie does. 

Jj. A. But tlie other man, who was supposed to be the 
husband of the one \Mth the boko, said some dieadful things 
about mothcrs-in-ldw. He sang a whole song about them, 
and said they were awful people, and Papa lauglied at that. 

Mamma, If your father laughed it must have been on 
account of the silliness of the song. 

L Peihaps that was it, Mamma I hope it was. Shall 
^^e go to the Pantomime again next year, Mamma ^ 

Mamma, No. not to the Pantomime. Perhaps we’ll go to 
a play of ShakspcvreV. 

L .1. Ye&, Mamma ; but why 

2lamma, There’s the gong. Away with you quick and 
wash your hands. 

Socialists and the Navy. 

Dear Mu. Punch, — have been rctiding >our ‘ Oioss- 
I Examinatumb foi the Home.” I, too, have a young son, a\eiy 
intelhgeut lioy, who asks questions, and I try to answer them. 
He wanted to know if the building of a battleship means em- 
ployment for anybody, and I said I thought it must be so 
And then he said, “ Well, why do the Labour people want 
us to have no battleships ? ” I thought a little, and then ; 
said that if all the money we spend on battleships was qiven \ 
to the unemployed, then they wouldn’t iieed to be employed 
in ship-building or anything else. Can any of your leaders 
tell me if that was the right answer ? Mother or Oke. 


WINE WHEN IT IS RED. 

[It lb said to be a scientific fact that the effect of alcohol upon the 
binm IS increased xf it be consumed amidst led surroundings ] 

Jibi a gla&b of sherry with the soup ; 

One of Marcobrunner with the sole ; 

Then, when haughty Chloe would not stoop, 

Four or five of Heidbieck Monopole ; 

Perfecting the ice, a lyetit verve, 

Port in model ation at dessert; 

Fine old brandy in the coffee — ^whcre 
Was there anything in that to hurt? 

Ah, but I lemember ! Every light 
Fiom its ruby shade had caught a slain ; 

Bowls of scailet flowoi®., baleful-bright, 

C^ast a Bacchic spell upon the brain ; 

Down the walls there nm a crimson line; 

Chloe’s hair was gloriously red 
If- there lurked a mischief in the vine, 

It w’as colour brought it to a ** head.” 


A Lesson from a Pre-historic Past. 

‘ The wild, untrained gills are w-orse than useless as servants, but 
the discipline and obedience of a really good club often works wondetb 
in the way of improvement **— T/tc Globe, 
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SPRING GARDENS. 

[If yod think this aiticle has anything to do 
■\vitli the L. V 0. you are in eiror. It is au 
instructive cont'i buti oil hy Our Uu-u Uorticul- 
turist ] 

Xow that Spring has officially anived 
it is time that we turned our thoughts 
to our gardens once more. Perhaps 
some of you have been doing this for 
boveral w^'eeks past, but for myself I wait 
reverently until the 22nd of March is 
here. Then 1 step out on to the lawn 
and summon my head-gardener. 

“James,” 1 say, “the winter is over 
at last. \Vliat have we got in that big 
brown-looking bed in the middle there ? ” 

“ Well, Sir,” ho says, “ we don’t seem 
to have anything, do we, like? ” 

“Perhaps there’s something down 
holow that hasn't pushed through yet ? ” 

“ Maybe there is.” 

“I wish you know more about it,” I 
say angrily ; “ I w’ant to bed out the 
macaroni there Have we got a spare 
bed, with nothing going on under- 
neath?” 

“ I don’t know, Sir. Shall I dig ’em 
up and have a look ? ” 

“ Yes, i)erliaps you’d better,” I say. 

Between ourselves, James is a mau of 
no initiative. He has to be told ever>'- 
thing. 

However, mention of him brings me 
to my first rule for young gardeners — 

Xeiy^ bOic F^itrhuj Onions and Xcic 
Potatoes in the same hod, 

I did this by accident List year, llie 
fact is, when the onions were given to 
me I quite thought they were young 
daffodils; a mistake anyone might make. 
Ot* course, 1 don’t genorady keep daffodils 
and potatoes together; but James swore 
that the hard i-ound things w'cre tulip 
bulbs. It is perfectly useL^ss to pay 
your head- gardener balf-a-crovvn a week 
if lie doesn’t know the difference betw’een 
potatoes and tulip biilhs. Weil, aiiylioNv, 
tliere they were, in tbe Herbaceous 
lk)rder together, and they grew up side 
by side; the onions getting stronger 
every day, and the potatoes more sensi- 
tive, At last, just when they wore ripe 
for picking, I found that the }oung 
onions luid actually brought tears to the 
eyes of the potatoes— to such an extent 
that the laltiT were too damp for baking 
or roasting, and had to be mashed. 
Kow, as everybody knows, mashed pota- 
toes are beastly. 

The Phiibaeh Border 
gives me more trouble than all the rest 
of the garden. I started it a year ago 
with the idea of keeping the sun off the 
young carnations. It acted excellently, 
and the complexion of the fiow^era was 
improved tenfold. Then one day I dis- 
covered James busily engaged in pulling 
up tbe rhuliarb. 


“ What a re you doing? ” I cried. “ Do 
you want the young carnations to go aU 
brown ? ” 

“ I was going to send some in to the | 
cook,” he grumbled. 

“ To the cooh ! What do you mean ? 
Rhubarb isn’t a vegetable.” i 

“No, it’s a fruit.” 

I looked at James anxiously. He had 
a large hat on, and the sun couldn’t 
have got to the back of his neck. 

“My clear James,” I said, “I don’t 
pay you lialf-a-erown a week for being 
funny. Perhaps we had better make it 
two shillings in future.” 

However, he persisted in his theory 
that ill the spring people stewed rhubarb 
in farts, and ate it ! 

Well, I have discovered since that 
this is actually so. People really do grow 
it in their gardens, not with the idea of 
keeping the sun off the young carna- 
tions, but under tbe impression that it 
is a fruit. Consequently I have found 
it necessary to adopt a firm line with 
my friends’ rhubarb. On arriving at 
any house for a visit, the first thing I 
say to my host is, “May I see your 
rliuharb bed ? I have heard such a lot 
about it” 

“By all means,” he says, feeling 
rather flattered, and leads the way into 
the gai den. 

“ What a glorious sunset,” I say, 
pointing to the west. 

“ Isn’t it ? ” he says, turning round ; 
and then T surreptitiously drop a pint 
of w'eed-killcr on the bed. 

Next morning I get up early and 
paint the roots of the survivors with 
iodine. 

Once my host, who for some reason 
had got up early too, cli-covered me. 

“ What arc you doing? ” be asked. 

“ Just painting the roots w ith iodine,” 
I said, “to prevent the rhubarb falling 
out.” 

“ To prevent ivhat ? ” 

“ To keep the green fly away,” T cor- 
rected nnself. “It’s the new French 
intensive system.” 

But he w'as suspicious, and I had to 
leave two or tlnee stalks untreated. We 
had those for lunch that day. There was 
only one thing for a self-respecting man 
to do, I obtained a large plateful of the 
weed and cniptieil tlie cream jug over it. 
[Then I took a mouthful of the pastry, 
gave a little start, and said, “ Oh, is this 
rhubarb? I’m sorry, I didn’t know.” 
Whereupon I pushed my plate away 
and started on the cheese. 

Aspnraijiis, 

Asparagus wants watching very care- 
fully. It requires to be tended like a 
child. Frequently I wake up in the 
middle of the night and wonder if James 
has remembered to put the hot-water 
bottle in the aspamgus bed. Whenever 


I get up to look I find that he has for- 
* gotten. 

He tells me to-day that he is beginning 
to think that the things which are coming 
up now are not asparagus after all, but 
young hyacinths. This is very annoying. 
I am inclined to fancy that James is not 
the man he was. For the sake of his 
reputation in the past I hope he is not. 

Potting out, 

I have spent a busy morning potting 
out the nasturtiums. We have them in 
three qualities — ^mild, medium, and full. 
Nasturtiums are extremely peppery 
flowers, and take offence so quickly tliat 
the utmost tact is required to pot them 
successfully. In a general way all the 
red or reddish flowers should be potted 
as soon as they are old enough to stand 
it, but it is considered bad form among 
horticulturists to pot the white. 

James has been sowing the roses. I 
vranted all the pink ones in one bed, and 
all the yellow ones in another, and so 
on ; but James says you never can tell 
for certain wbat colour a flower is going 
to be until it comes up. Of course, any 
fool could tell then. 

“ You should go by the picture on the 
outside of the packet,” I said. 

“They’re very misleading,” said 
James. 

“ Anyhow, they must be all brothers 
in the same packet.” 

“ You might have a brother with red 
hair,” says James, 

I hadn’t thought of that. 

Grafting, 

Grafting is when you try short ap- 
proaches over the pergola in somebody 
else’s garden, and break the best tulip. 
You mend it with a ha’penny stamp 
and hope that nobody will notice; at 
any i-ate not until you have gone away 
on the Monday. Of course in your own 
gaiden you never want to graft. 

I hope in a future article to be allowed 
— even encouraged — to refer to such 
things as The Most Aiihtie Way to 
Frame Cucumhers, How to Stop Tomatoes 
Blubhing (the Homoeopathic method of 
putting them next to the French beans 
is now discredited), and Spring Fashions 
in Fox nioces. But for the moment I 
have said enough. The great thing to 
remember in gardening is that flowers, 
fruits and vegetables alike can only 
be cultivated with sympathy. Special 
attention should be given to backward 
and delicate plants. They should be 
encouraged to make the most of them- 
selves. Never forget that flowers, like 
ourselves, are particular about the 
company they keep. If a hyacinth 
droops in tbe celery bed, put it among 
the pansies. 

But above all, mind, a firm hand with 
the. rhubarb. A. A. M. 
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HOW I ADAPTED. 

I HAVE been a good deal worried 
lately over my play. To speak candidly, 
so have some other people, but these i 
were chiefly managers, strong men, who | 
could endure in silence. And usually 
did. The trouble appeared to be tliat, 
though my central idea was excellent 
and dramatic enough (Adolphus in love 
with Angelina f who is betrothed to 
Kdxcin) the treatment was not so satis- 
factory. Or so I gatliered from the 
advice of the only friend whom I could 
persuade to read it. What he said was 
briefly, “Adapt ! Look about you, 
select your management, and adapt 
accordingly. Don’t be discouraged by 
one failure. Adapt again ! ” So I 
adapted — ^vvdth what result the following 
extracts from my notebook wdll show. 

Version A. 

Adolphus, a ragged Colonial, uncid- 
tivated but enormously wealthy, lo^es 
silently the Lady Angelina, a society 
butterfly betrothed de convcyuinec to Lord 
AVicin, bloated ivue. Act I. — Ball-room 
scene, heartless epigrams interrupted by 
Adolphus, who enters in a ready-made 
suit and exposes the corruption of the 
Smart Set. Act II. — Adolphus's City 
office. Lord Ediiin proposes to exchange 
Angelina for the straight tip on Austra- 
lian mines. Adolphus consents to deal, 
and inadvertently posts the contract note 
to Angelina, Act III. — Adolphus's flat. 
Hero packing to return to Colonies, 
having received snub. Enter Angelina, 
Strong scene a deux. Finally, Angelina : 
“ You are going to cross the sea alone?” 
Adolphus (quietly) ; “Alone, Lady Ange~ 
Ihia,^' Angelina: “ So, then, there is one ; 
process, Adolphus, that your business 
training has not taught you” (turns \ 
aside and thumps cushions), Adolphus 
(a great light coming into his eyes) : 
“What is that?” Angelina (witli a 
wonderful smile): “The carry over I” 
He catches her in his strong anus. 
Curtain. 

Declined hy Mr. Artlrr B-rch r. 
Version B. 

Angelina, a frivolous, fluffy-minded 
lady, is engaged to Edwin, but fancies 
she might prefer Adolphus. Act I. — 
Drawing-room at Badinage Towers. 
Enter Edwin, Adolphus, Angelina, and 
witty house-party. They talk. Act 11. 
— Consen-atory at Badinage Towers. 
Enter Edwin, etc., as before. They talk. 
Engagement broken off. Act HI. — 
Royal Courts of Justice. Breach o£ 
Promise action. Enter everybody. An- 
gelina talks. Curtain. 

Declined hy Miss M-ry M-rc, 

Version C. 

For the puii>oses of this version 
Edwin and Angelina are already niar- 



OldLady. “Porter! porter! Did I gi\e lou xiic wrong hvle just now?” 


ried, and are staying as guests at the 
country house of AdolpJnis, who loves 
Angelina silently but less strenuously 
than in A. Act I. — ^HaU of Adolphus's 
house. Host announces that his gold 
trouser-press has in} sterioubly disap- 
peared, and that all the footmen are 
really detectives. Sensation among 
guests. Act II. (The Great Scene) 
— Angelina's bedroom. Discovery by 
Edwin of pawn-ticket for the missing 
property in Angel hia's jewel-case. Enter 
Adolphus, guests, and detectives. First 
detective: “I arrest you, Adolphus, 
on the charge of pawning your own 
trouser-press, and forgetting it.” *1??- 
gelina is silent, Adolphus glances at 
her, shrugs shouldei's, and smiles 
wanly. “It is true ! ” Act HI. — *tdoZ- 
phus, still smiling wanly, about to be 
led out to prison. Angelina : “ Stop ! 
I stole the trouser-pres-^ ! ” Edwin: 
“You! Why?” Angelina: “Because 


” (falters), Adolphus: “Because, | 

all, do you not see? Because, Edwin, she i 
could not bear that your trousers should 
be less creased than mine. Because — 
she loves you ! ” Joins their hands, and 
exit, smiling wanly. Curtain. 

Declined hy Mr, G-rge Al-x-nd-r. 

^"ersion D. 

In thib version also Angelina is akoady 
married to Edwin, but io carrying on a 
flirtation (just not too far for the Censor) 
with Adolph ns , is now younger and 
Imoie romantic than Edwin. Act 1. — 
Departure of Edwin, vaguely suspicious, 
on supposed tropical tour. Arrml 
of extra character, inserted for tliis 
version only, “ Charles, his friend,” 
loquacious, elderly 2 >hilobOpher. Situa- 
' tion explained to newcomer, who grunts 
' eloquently. Act II. — Restaurant Palais- 
I Royal. Adolphus and Angelina dining 
I together in luivate room. Unexpected 
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return o£ Kdichu *‘\Vbat does thijs 
mo.iii l’liilo-,«plier {cuterhi'j ptvei- 
dentiallu)-. - ilean— why, tliat we aro 
l)Oth late for ..'WeJp/i us’ i! party! Tuhkyit. 
Aot UL — L'hambera of philosophical 
friend. Enter Adulphun and Amjehnn, 
t/i roii/c’ for Pari Fncnd: “ Go by all 
Hieiins, but not till you have first heara 
my monologue on the Social Fabric. 
Gives itatlengdi* Enter Hurried 
reconciliation of everybody. Curtain. 

Dcdhicil h\j tSir Ch-rl-'s 11 -ndli-tn. 

Yersi<'>is: E. 

Subiu-ban atmosphere. Act I. — Scene, 
a Villa Residence. AmjeVinUi a typical 
English girl, has betrothed herself to 
Ethcin (who teaches her roller-skating) 
rather tlian to Ad6lpliii>if an cx-Baden- 
PowcLL scout. The happy home ; A(/oZ- 
plinti'is warnings unheeded. Sudden 
noise without. Enter the invading 
army of the Princess of ^Monaco. Sen- 
Sill 10 ti* Act II. — Same scene as Act I., 
only less of it. Continued noise without 
Edirhi sliot. Act HI.— Hardly any of 
Scene I. Alarums and excursions. 
Death of Addl pints, Antjclina: “Can 
roller-skating save England now?” 
She goes mad. Curtain. 

JJedlned hp Mi\ Fr-nli <J-yz-n ((iud 
u'heii I wivte titfiihi, offering to 
put on a happy ending^ he didn't 
ansicer). 

Version F. 

Host o£ dialogue omitted in this 
version. Act I. — Drawing-room at 
Buckingham Palace. Presentation of 
Angelhui and gorgeously attired supers, 
Adolphus steals the Crown jewels, and 
falsely accuses Edwin, who is forced to 
escape with Angelina in a motor, pui- 
sued by Adolph us. Act 1 1. — Still escap- 
ing. 'I'hc motors cross the St, Gothard 
in realistic enow-stonn. Act III. — The 
earthquake. Motoi'S blow up. Rescue 
of Edwin and Angelina by aii'ship. The 
seismic wave; entire arena converted 
into a gigantic sea, and Adolphus sub- 
merged beneath two million gallons of 
actual water. (Hurtain. 

Declined by Mr. Fr~nk P-rk-r /or 
the Hippodrome. 

What on earth to do with it now ? 


“FORBES ROBERTSON 
iu 

Tan PvcixG of the The Tuied Floor Back.” 

Afht. hi “ The Sunday Chronide."^ 
It sounds like a minor poet, busy lucu- 


“ Ills dim, at the psychological moment of 
deliveiy, actually touches his c/iin— -anew ex- 
perience to mo among all the hUliard players I 
have known.”— T/ic Meic World of BitHards. 

We are glad to say that not even the 
italics arc ours. 


ST. CECILS AT THE SALES; i 

OR, The New Handmaid of Commerce, i 

Messrs. Torrey and Dems, of the great 
Emporium on Campden Hill, announce j 
a monster musical entertainment to be ] 
held under the dome of their new build- ! 
ings on May Day in celebration of the < 
2r)th anniversaiy of their association J 
with Kensington. The proprietors, with . 
an enterprise which does them infinite ^ 
credit, have placed Sir Edw.vrd Elgar’s < 
Symphony in the forefront of their pro- 
gramme. This epoch-making work, we 
may note, will be conducted for the first ; 
time by Air. George Alexander, and the ' 
sermon wiU, of course, be preached by ; 
Dr. ToRREy, who comes from America 
for the purpose. 

The programme of the great tercen- 
tenary celebration at Messrs. Black and 
CrosswelTs is now complete. Naturally 
music forms a prominent feature in tbe 
function, and the proprietors are to be 
congratulated on their originality in in- 
L-luding in the programme Sir Edavard 
Elg.vr’s Symphony, which will be con- 
ducted for the first time by Mr. Wilkie 
Bard. Mr. Josef Holbrooke has com- 
posed a superb set of Symphonic Varia- 
tions, entitled “ Pickled Walnuts,” and 
Mr. Gilvnvuj^e Bantock, already famous 
for his Oriental compositions, will con- 
duct a new vSymphonic Poem illustrating 
the life, adventures and death of a 
Bombay Duck, 

Messrs, Bark and Bark, the well-known 
Kensington outfitters, propose to com- 
memoiute their jubilee, which falls on 
the anniversary of the battle of Waterloo, 
by a grand orchestral concert, at which 
Sir Edward Elgar’s Symphony will be 
conducted for the first time by Mr. 
Lewis Wau.er. The proprietors, we are 
glad to see, have announced that in 
future the style and title of the firm 
will be John Sebastian Bark and Sons, 
and that all relatives, direct or collateral, 
of their great namesake will be allowed 
a discount of 25 per cent, on cash pur- 
chases. 

Messrs. Pinker and Mute, the well- 
known undertakers, propose to celebrate 
the centenary of the establishment of 
tlieir firm by a Musical Festival, at which 
all the compositions performed will be 
in harmony with the nature of their 
business. Mr. Algernon Ashton, who 
will act as conductor, has composed a 
new Symphonie Fimebre in honour of 
the occasion, and the programme will 
include Gounod’s Funeral March of a 
Marionette and Stilvuss’s Tod and Verfdd- 
rung. We are also glad to note that Sir 
Edward Elgar’s Symphony will be con- 
ducted in tlic Silence Room for the first ! 
time by Lord SnuTTLEAVORTU. i 


I Messrs. Banter and Guzzard, of Bei ke- 
ley Square, announce a most attractive 
Conceit for April Isfc, which happens to 
be the biitliday of Mrs. Guzzard, as well 
as of the late Prince Bisaiarck. In 
honour of so auspicious an occasion, 
M. Ritz has most kindly undertaken to 
conduct Sir Edward Elgar’s Symphony 
for the first time, and the National 
Anthem, which will open the programme, 
will be prefaced by a new Golden Roll 
on the drums. 

Messrs. Dormy and Mendoza, the pro- 
prietois of the famous house so long 
consecrated to the habiliments of Mor- 
pheus, or “ slumberwear,” as of late we 
have been taught to call^ them, are 
celebrating their diamond jubilee next 
month, and have resolved to mark the 
occasion by a grand musical demonstra- 
tion. Being anxious to strike out a 
wholly iieAv line in the entertainment, 
they have decided to make Sir Edward 
Elgar’s Symphony the piece de resistance, 
and this monumental work will be con- 
ducted for the first time in the Pyjama 
Saloon by Sir John Fisher. This great 
sailor has also kindly promised to sing his 
favourite appeal to the nation, Dorml 
pure, together Avith several German 
Wiegenliedcr of a most deliciously nar- 
cotic and tranquiUising character. 

Messrs. Brown, Jones and Robinson, ! 
the world-famous manufacturers of by- 1 
gienic hosiery, propose to commemorate 
the coming of age of young Mr. Cad- 
waladr J ones by a magnificent musical 
demonstration on the roof garden which 
now crowns their superb premises in 
Oxbridge Circus. After long and care- 
ful deHberation they have decided to 
make Sir Edward Elgar’s Symphony the 
clou of the entertainment, and have 
been fortunate in securing no less dis- 
tinguished a celebrity than Lord Guthrie, 
the famous Scottish judge, to conduct 
this work for the first time. Lord 
Guthrie has always been an ardent 
musician, and he Avields the baton with 
a tact, an amiability and a charm which 
would fit him for any society, no matter 
how exalted^^ 

“ We give it up, unless it be that the one is 
the mould of fashion, like Hamlet’s father, and 
the other isn’t .” — Manchester Evening Chronicle. 
This must have been hereditary. Any- 
how, we know that Hamlet himself was 
the “mould of form” because Ophelia 
said so. 

“ At present there are but two honorary free- 
men of die borough of Darlington — ^the Right 
Hon. Frederick Sleigh and EaiT Roberts,” 

Northern Echo. 

By a curious coincidence the names of 
these two veterans come next to each 
other on the rolls of freedom of several 
other boroughs. 
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BENEDICK. 

Ye lessening company of single men, 

Weep for the hitter tidings I impart ! 

For Benedick is hooked, the mry Ben, 

Old Benedick, esteemed in every art 
Second to none : 

E’en he, for all his richly-coloured past, 

Has done it once too often— he has done 
It once too often — ^now the die is cast. 

And Benedick, our chief, is caught at last. 

Ay, weep for Benedick ! He was well wont 
Himself to weep when others went astray. 

Has it not ever been his counsel, Don’t ! 

To them that would ? Have we not heard him say, 
How tame, how trite 

Was wedlock ? And, witli suffering eyes grown dim, 
Mourning some fallen comrade’s evil plight. 

Oft would he vow, with more than common vim, 

To see us further ere we wept for him. 

He was no scorner of the sex. Not he ! 

To him the merest flutter of a gown 
Was draw enow ; hut, like the busy bee. 

He loved to sip from every flower, one down 
T’other come on ; 

Seeking, or when the owl complaining mopes 
Or otherwise, t’improve each hour that shone, 

Yet ever coy, and ever raising hopes 
For ever vain, so well he knew the r^^pes. 

And you, dear charmers of those earlier days, 

Will you not weep what time you hear his fall? 


You will recall, I trust, his airy ways, 

His nods, th’ alluring becks he wooed withal, 

His u reathed smiles ; 

Also I charge you that you should attend 
The last sad rites, thronging the pews and aisles, 
For, as a fact, one-half of you would lend 
A gloomy eclat to his fearful end. 

But you, 0 mothers, which of you will shed 
One tear, one kindly tear, on tJiis lost swain ? 

For this is he for whom your nets were spread 
So often and so utterly in vain 
(Wily old bird !). 

You will not weep, go to ! But we, his peers, 

We, relicts of an ever-dwiadlliig herd, 

Reft of our champion and our chief of yeai*^, 

May be excused some horror-stricken tears. 

Ah, me ! And yet what profit that wo mourn 
And tell our loss in due and wailful chant ? 

For Benedick is booked ! The nuptial Idouvu 
Yawns for his trembling footsteps — and you can’t 
Get out of that ! 

Better it were to rally ’neath the blow 
x\nd, with sad foresight, circulate the hat, 
Clubbing together, that he may not go 
UiftlOfiS to wed ; and it comes cheaper so, 

Di m-Di m. 


“isii,- In my letter publUiied today, in tlie la^t line of the veise 
tl»e ^\oid * fangle ’ bhould lead * caugle.’ ” — Tht Si*oLsman, 

By all means. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVARL 


[MAKcn 24, 1909. 



THE NUT. 

A SrCDY PuiDE. 

TmniE are many foniis of pride, and 
all are amusing to study, but I doubt if 
any variety is more satisfying and viva- 
cious than tliat of a man standing in the 
pit of a niubic-liall who happens to know 
pei^onallv one of the poriormers on the 
stage. ] say this because I know ; 
because I obser\’ed such a man the 
c^her evening, and 1 saw hio lionest foce 
light up as he passed the word round 
among his neighbours, who until then 
had been strangers but uere now 
admireis; and their rapture at being so 
near the rose I saw reflected back. 


He seemed to be an old lialitiie, for 
without a pro^amme he had known all 
that was comng. And then suddenly 
he came to his own ; for, ‘‘ Watch this,” 
he said, as a new number went up ; “this 
is good. I know a chap in this. I ’ll 
tell yoii when he comes on.” We 
watched and waiteA It was a furious 
knockabout sketch, the scene of which 
was a grocer’s shop, staffed by comic 
grocers. Humoi-ist after humorist came 
upon the stage, fell over each other, and 
went through the usual antics ; but 
there was no news of our friend’s 
friend. 

And then at last a young man, more 
than commonly foolish, representing an 


aristocratic customer. rushed on. “That’s 
him,” said the man, “ that ’s old Charley. 
He’s a nut, I can tell j^ou.” I had not 
heard the phrase before. A nxit. But 
it bad, like all London slang, its meiits. 
A nut, I take it, is what we used to call 
a dog, with a touch more of irrespons- 
ibility and high-spirited idiocy. It 
seemed to fit old Charley, who w as, by 
the way, quite young. He indulged in 
a variety of eccentricities. I can imagine 
nothing more nuttish. 

“Isn’t he a nut? ” the man asked us 
all with a radiant sweeping glance of 
inquiry. How could we disappoint him ? 
I caught myself nodding in acquiescence. 
A nut, surely. “ Oh, he ’s a boy, I 
promise you. I ’ve had some rare times 
with old Charley,” Lis friend went on. 
“You should see him at Forest Gate! 
I tell you he ’s a nut.” 

The nut continued to do his best to 
prove his character. He screwed an 
1 eyeglass in his eye, he clashed the girls 
under the chin, he fell over his walking- 
stick, he flung his tall hat on the ground. 
His friend was in ecstasies. “ Good old 
Charley ! ” he cried again ; “ isn’t he a 
nut ? By Jingo, but he ’s a nut I ” 

I left him exulting in the acquaint- 
anceship, while the youths round him 
glowed in the glory of even llie tem- 
porary acquaintance of a man who knew 
intimately a nut on the music - hall 
stage. 

And, after all, that is no small thing. 

THE STATION PATHWAY. 

There ’s a rock upon a headland 
Where the hoarse gulls wheel and cry. 
Where the fierce waves break in thunder. 
Flinging foam across the sky ; 

It was there we watched the sunset. 

You and I, in days gone by. 

There ’s a little country orchard 
Where the rosy apples fall, 

There we two, one autumn morning, 
Sought them where the grass grew tall ; 
And we ate them in the shadow 
Of the crumbling, moss-grown wall. 

Even though these recollections 
Never fail to wake a thrill. 

There ’s a narrow gravel pathway 
That to me is dearer still. 

Sweeter, though defaced by hoardings. 
Marred with many a garish biU. 

When I journey to the station, 

Mom and evening, to and fro, 

Floods of gratitude o’er whelm me 
As along that path I go ; 

It was there that I said, “ Will you ? ” 

It was there you answered, “No ! ” 

Tile Age of Specialisation. 

“ Wanted by a genfleman, residing in Accra, 
a good Governess able to read and write.” - Gold 
OoaBt Advocate, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracti:d from the Dury of Toby, M.P. 

Tlou^e of Commons, 'Muadaij, Maick 15. 
— Truly llic wind is tempered to the 
slioi 11 lamb. 1 )l^ izi lu being pla j c( 1 out, 
tried, coda jcted and sen tented, it seemed 
that time would hang hea\y on the 
hands oi* the British Branch of the Satish 
Chatterjee Family. It is true Loko John 
0’Co^3^oR, whose altitude is so great that 
he can easily keep one eye on Ireland 
and another on fcsouth Africa, complains 
that the Chief has been “deprived of 
his own clothing.’ ’ Members reflect that, 
after all, this doesn’t necessarily amount 
to much in Natal. 

Just as Dinizulu disappears from the 
scene, curtailing opjiortunity for the 
Ohatterjoes to show how treacherous, 
how cruel, how lost to aU sense of 
honour and humanity are their country- 
men representing England in foreign 
parts, enters the Mad Mullah. Seely, 
who has of late had some correspondence 
with him, took the opportunity of re- 
marking that “anyone less mad than 
this potentate he could not imagine.” 

* ‘ Hear ! hear ! ’ ’ assented Byles of 
Bilvdford (First Baron, cr. 19 — ). 

Certainly, as extracts from his corre- 
spondence read to the Committee show, 
he is a polite letter-wi'iter. Others in 
course of debate described him as a 
bloodthirsty, cruel despot whose iniqui- 
ties were equalled only by those of the 
Kalifa. 

Mangkvll’s QuESTms Ashley came to 
the conclusion that “ the only thing to 
do is to kill him and have nothing more 
to do with him.” This last portion 
of the remark characteristically partakes 
of the character of the superfluous sup- 
plementary question. House felt that 
the first proposition comprised the 
whole. 

Rees of India, inexorably logical, 
objected that “ you cannot killaMidlah. 
As soon as he is dead, another turns up.” 
Which, if one remembers rightly, was 
the case with those early Turks the 
Amcrates. 

Satish Chati’erjee Rutherford, dis- 
tantly alluding to the Mullah as “ this 
gentleman,” hoped that if he were cap- 
tured he would be granted a fair trial. 
At this veiled attempt to “get in one” 
in connection with the Indian branch 
of the family, Mr. Bccjiaxan truculently 
blew his nose. 

It was left to John Dillon to disclose 
the amiable, hospitable nature of the 
Mxillah. Five years ago, when John 
happened to be more prominently on 
tlie warpath “agin the Government,” 
lie received a lengthy communication 
from the sympathetic Mullah, inviting 
liim to go and spontl three months with 
him. None of your niggardly w’^eek-end 
cai-tels. A quarter of the whole year to 



The Mad Mullah. 

“ Me bery glad ’a see Massa Dill’n. Me show you some do bery best ‘ cattle-diive * in Somali- 
land. You make a bery nice * Mullah * you’self, MassA DiU’i! ! He-he 1 1 »» 

be spent in close companionship. Com- weight. Unfortunately plan involved 
mitlee lingered lovingly over the prospect setting forth of some intricate figures, 
here opened : the MuUali and John Figures not his strong point. As he 
Dillon, seated by the camp fire, perhaps proceeded to demonstrate how, year by 
having exchanged hats, smoking the year up to 1912 inclusive, Germany will 
pipe of Peace, the Mullah dwelling on be overtaking British Fleet in respect 
the arbitrary conduct of succesbive occu- of niunber of Dveadnomjhts, there 
pants of the Colonial Office, John gently loomed out of the fog four phantom 
but persistently endeavouring to lead ships, which, falling in line with the 
the conversation in direction of William rest, hopelessly complicated matters. 
O’Brien’s connection with the Lrish Par- That a detail prosaically corrected by 
liamentaiy Party and some traits in the the Admiral and the Pre^iier. There re- 
character of Tim Healy. mained the conviction possessing Princj: 

X^nfortunately J. D.’s public engage- Arihur’s mind, forcibly conveyed to 
ments elsewhere prevented his packing listening throng that, “ for the fn-st time 
up a few things and going out to Somali- in comparatively modern history, _ the 
land. Whereby the world is poorer by country is face to face 'ivith a naval situa- 
lack of a picturesque episode. tion so new, so dangerous, tluit it is 

Business done, — Colonial votes in Com- difficult tlioioughly to realise all its 
niittee of Supply. importance.” 

ri(C 5 <Zu«/.— Just as well the Strangers’ Premier followed, his mooil andmanner 
Galleries iore and aft were empty to-day. deepening impression created by pre- 
Othervvise panic with possibly deplora- ceding speakers. Whilst correcting 
ble results might have taken place. Prince AR'niLR’s figures, and demonsti-at- 
House crowded in every part. Members ing that in 1912 Great Britain will have 
on both sides wound up to rare pitch oi* afloat twenty Dreadnowjhts against Ger- 
excitement. In speech a model of many’s seventeen, he made significant 
lucidity, occupying only an hour in admission. Twelve months ago, stand- 
delivery, Admiiul McKenna expounded ing in the same place, speaking un same 
Navy Estimates for coming year. theme, he had boasted that in the matter 

Prince Arthur came next with speech of building these great ships Great 
towhich exceptional emphasis of delivery, Britain enjoyed substantial ml vantage, 
unusual solemnity of manner, added Could turn out a Dread noutjlit in twenty- 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHABIVAEI. 


[Mabch 24, 1909. 


yP 




m 


im 


M 






4 

'-'"K 



St. /. 

P * • 


ANXIOUS SPrUVlORS 0\ IUL CUIVI DliLlD\OLt.UT MGUT. 
(Tiir Suions’ CrALirRY) 


As is frequently tlie case, storm 
suddenly arose over placid sea. Cvrn- 
cvRF Wason expressed tlie hope that the 
cortege of motor cars hastening to 
Hastings with troops eager for the blood 
of the invader would not on their journey 
exceed the speed limit. 

NvpoLroN B. Haldane explained that 
he had nothing to do with the ariange- 
ments. 

“They are,” he said, “made by an 
Association inspired by the public- 
spirited endeavour of a Member of 
this House.” 

Up gat Mr. Mier. 

“Is it not the fact,” he asked, “that 
the whole business is an advertisement 
for the Member for Hastings ? ” (Mr. 
DU Cros). 

Had a bomb exploded in midst of 
Opposition Camp uproar would not 
have been greater or more sudden. 
Storm of ciies burst forth. “ Oh ! Oh ’ ” 
(Tills in note of gained anguish ) 
“Withdraw! Withdraw!” (This an- 
grily impcratlie.) 

Mr. Myer sat silent. 

In face ofc his stubborn immobility 
uproar grew. Had reached stormiest 
height when the doorkeeper, advancing 
to the Bar wilh obeisance, cried aloud, 
“Black Rod!” Dead silence fell. 
Black Rod came in ; Mr. Myer, remem- 
bering ail engagement in VauxhaR Walk, 
went out. 

Business done — Cockleshell Fleeters 
drop their amendment denouncing in- 
cieased expenditure on the Navy. On 
motion tliat Speaker leave the Chair 
8o, chiefly Labour Members and Irish 


His 1^0 alTIiarlinosstlip Pi nice ul Wales (lepiesenting the future of Eiiglaad) was probably ]^ationalists, with a score of Radicals, 
luwaie ut the piesence ot nuny distiuguishod lepies^ntatises of hei past harmless protest by going into 


four montbb, wboicas the Oei mans could What had happened? Was Prince “No” Lobby, 

not do it under thirty. That pleasing Arthur’s phantom fleet materialised? 
state of ilungs no longer exists In the Weic four Flying Dutchmen, shaped like 
matter of rapidity of building and Dreadnoughts, moored off the Terrace, 
arming battleships, Gennan> has leached their guns trained on the Speaker’s / - 

plane ot equality with Biitish dock} aids Chair? No. It was only Mr. Llpton 
Curiously little cheering broke in on rising to continue the debate. 
deliveiy of these momeatoiis shitements. do«e-AD^rmAr, MoWa ex- 


Membeis sat silent, intently listening ‘ 

Expression on faces indicated how deeplj ! ^ ‘ ^ ^ 


stirred was emotion in presence of swiftlj 
developed crisis. 


Wed nesilay , — F ractious persons, accus- 
tomed to question the necessity or de- 


When Premier sat donn a stiange sirability of continued existence of House 
silence fell on crowded Cham her. Motion of Lords, will, in common with Mr. Myer, 
'Was that the SpEaIKDR leave the Chair in of VauxliaU Walk, be inclined to re- 
order to go into Committee on Navy Esti- consider their position. If there were no 
mates. Opposition ’^vas threatened from House of Lords, Black Rod might not 
the Cockleshell Fleeters. Amendment be dispatched with summons to summon 
htood on paper piotesting against fuitlier faithful Commons to its bar. If Black 
expenditure. Now was the time to move ^ Rod so dispatched had not entered 
it._ Fully liaK a minute sped. No one [ the Commons’ Chamber at a critical 
stirred. ^ Hereupon befeU the incident moment, it might, as ^iss Fanny 
that might ba\e affrighted 'po.cked^ Squeers testified in connection -with 
Strangem’ ^ GaReries, their occupants ' the skile of the paternal schoolroom 
not i-ealising its import. Suddenly, after Nicholas NieJdeby had paid oft* 
with one impulse, tlie spellbound throng 1 old scores against his employer, have 
leapt to its feet and with loud chattering I been “steepled in the gore ” of the 
rushed to the door. ‘ Member foi North Lambeth. 




BilSISO THE WniBLTVttD. 

“DpgatMr.Myci” 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

Thc LirriiC Season*. 

Park Lane 

DrvRTST PvriiM, — ^Tlie present is a 
paiticuLirly lively Little Season in town. 
’ fjots of tke nicest people seem to be 
heie. Myself, I always prefer the Little 
Season to the Big one after Easter. 
Eveiyone and everything have more 
snap in them. 

The Masses-and-C lasses Dance at the 
(irecian Galleries the other night was a 
howling success. Its object was to biing 
the two ends of the social what-d’-you- 
call-it together and make them under- 
stand each other’s point of view ; and we 
all think the object was thoronghly 
attained. 

Long beforehand people had been 
simply tumbling over each other to have 
quadrilles given them to arrange. Mine 
was the Capital-and-Labour quadrille, 
and was voted easily best. I 'ivore white 
satin w'ith a pattern of bank-notes 
printed round the edge of the skirt, an 
Empii-e ^sh of golden tissue with 
bullion-fringed ends, gold coins on my 
neck and arms, and luy hair powdered 
with gold dust. My partner was one of 


the Labour Members, Bill Batters, of^ 
Houndsditch. lie had on the dress ol his 
fomier calling — corduroys — with a hod 
on his back. He was great fun. His I 
eyes and smile aren’t at all bad, and tlie [ 
way he says “ Wotsaj ^ ” and ‘‘ Diinno” j 
is simply quite I think of adopting hoth 
expres'^ions Wee-Wee was my ri^-d vh. 
Her frock meant landed pioperty. It was \ 
earned out in green chiffon-xelouis, for 
])arks and meidows, you know, and she 
liad little models of their different places 
on her head and on each shoulder. She 
danced with Jack Jupp, M P. — the one 
w'ho ’s always leading piocessioiis about. 
Before he got into Pdrhament and began 
leiding people about, he was a carpenter, 
and he hail on the dress he used to carpent 
in, and carried a plane in his hand. 
Other quadrilles w^ere the Home Rule 
one (arranged by Mrs. O’Howler, wife of 
The O’Howler), a Tariff Reform quad- 
rille, a Free Trade quadiille, and a 
Socialist one, in which they all took each 
other’s partners and did what^xer steps 
they pleased, paying no attention to the 
music ; and ever so many more. 

The day before the dance, Popsy, 
Lady Ramsgate, bad come to me in the 
prettiefity girVishest perplexity to know if 
1 could suggest something for her 


quadrille. I said I thought it would be 
suitable if she arranged an Old Enqlidi 
one ’ 

Oh, my clear ' xidio d’you think I met 
again at the Masses-and-Classes Dance V 
My old friend the Socialist leader, Count 
Oiita Telbow's, of Hungary! I asked 
him wdiat he ’d been doing with himself ! 
all this time, and he said he *d been : 
touring in India, teaching the natives to : 
make a particukirly deadly kind of 
bomb. I was very angry, and asked 
him how dared lie do such things*'* He 
said it didn’t want any daring ; that the 
authorities had been most kind and 
courteous to him. He's a wTetch, of 
couise; but he’s much improved by 
shaxing off that horrid beird, and his 
walt^huj is simply dilly ^ He asked why 
I’d “deseited the Cause? ” 1 said, Oh, 

I ’d had heap'i of Causes since then, and, 
besides, the Socialists went too far. And 
he said, Would I graciously fell him how 
far they ought to go V And I said, ‘‘ They 
oughtn’t to go at all.” This closed the 
conveisation. 

Oh, my sweet friend. I I must tell you 
of a perfectly lovely trick (with a wager 
hanging to it) that Wee-Wee and I 
played on Aunt Goldie. Firbt, it must 
be understood that the poor old dear’s 
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1 A Kvuy Avialies to recommend htr j 

the truthful advertiser. 

sflas'scs. And now wo IV oft! SheRomo- Coals. — M hy pay fancy prices wlien ^ 

times drops inafter dinner for bridge, and from Messrs. Silksend best accen . ^ ^ ^ 


WlUH. T \-l*' s...*--— - -A... ^ 0'7" you. UaJJL gCll XlUllA JJXtOOiO. kJlJ-O.OL.»i.*Vfc £TJ 11 11 

QUO evening I presented an interesting glate nuo-gets at 20s. a ton, warranted In tlie heart ot Liondon, oia-worlcl 
foreigner to her, M.le(V)mte deQuelqiie- minimum of heat with the City residence without a single modem 

part. 1 told her in confidence that lie maximum of ash, and to jump all over convenience Perfect opportnnity for 
was r.ither ticiturn, and spoke no carpet. Cheaper rates for large lovers of the past. Dramage very 
language but bis own, and as her amounts. doubtful. 

French is of the dottiest she limited Retriever Dog, with no Wanted, by Man aud Wife, joint situar 

he^lf to graeions smiles and a few pedigree and very doubtful ante- tion as Buder and Cook. Both drink. 

kisN/S STn?wer^We“ttXi4 getting rid of him EncemoNiL. UnrivaUed opportunity 

+ T/irrii 'lincVi onil A mnf vnnr hecaiise lie bitcs. ' for thrifty parents. Bantingham Gram- 

Bknia’ndthe interring fOTeig^ier as . Want®, Partner with £W to take j^r School, Essex. OnlySOmilesW 
dummy. Wee-Wee was hovering about, interest in new busmen, and join adwr- I^ndon. Stiictly limited diet. No 
liKiking on. Everything was going on tiser, who brings only brains to the ^pers allowed. Water from own well, 
swimmingly, when Norty (we didn’t underfcAing. Apply D. S. Wixdell, Plapng field 20 ft. by 12 ft. Spartan 
even know ho was in the house!) Gnlls Nest, Chislehurst. regime. Specif treatiMnt for bacl^ard 

came suddenly into the roim. “HaRoa!” To Lsr, a small, compact Fkt in boys.-Apply, Messrs. Oartor ^ Stint, 
he called out hefpi-e ^rseleech Road, 

“ Didn't know old ' „ , Escape the fever- 

Trihiiuc could play j , ) ^ ish excitement of 




threw a glance ol 
angry Fcorn at Bosh 
and Wee-Wee and j 
lier loving niece, i 
dashed down her 
cards, and, s^Ycep“ 
ing out of the room, 
bSiit fi.r a taxi. 
(N.B. le Comte 
de Quelquepartwas 
no other than the 
“Almost Human” 
from the 

cent !) “li'm,” 

grunted Bosh, as ( 
Aunt G. banged the ’ 
door of the room- 



r» i^'v*,*** ^ 












'A’^IUn.U-' 


A FIELD TRIAL. 

No I r\T>EU TUE SpVMCL SoCIETi’s RULKS. 


I Horseleech Road, 

;n.e. 

j Escape the fever- 
ish excitement of 
the Metropolis in 
the relaxing and 
humid climate of 
Boreton-in-the- 
Barsh. ** The Pen- 
guins,” Hotel Pen- 
sion, described by 
eminent novelist as 
redolent of Boeo- 
tian charm.” No 
extra charge for use 
of bagatelle board. 
Eggs and bacon at 
every meal. Spe- 
cial terms for in- 
fluenza patients. 

Compulsory Sale 
by order of Official | 
Receiver. 300 so- j 
- called Pork Piesj 1 


violently behind her, “she's not much favourite neighbourhood, within sound with genuine farm-house aroina. Suitable 
of a partner at briilge, but anyhow of one singing and two pianoforte in- for wedding presents, jubilees, etc. — 
we've wound up with a tjmiid f-hm structors. Music all day and half the Liquidators, Cats’ Home, Rotherhithe. ' 
to-niglit ! ” night. ^ .... 

the het, cried ce-W ee. Chalffcur, reckless dtiver and in- 


swereu. I laid you that sne woman t prorided with patients. Licence 

hnd out—and she didn t. ISorty gave thoroughly endorbed, — Address, J. ^ ^ ^ 

the show away, it 's mti that s got to ]j|j[vNCJLE, 14, Maul St., Gravesend. Lady (imaginary), in reduced circum- 

plank down a jewner, old girl. ForSaie a nowerf ul 1G-^0 h d Rank- (ditto), is compelled by urgent 

ever, she wouldn t pav, and Iwouldn t, lor cjauc, apoweriui j.u - u u.p JtanK , tn W 

JO ...hall haa. i. h, aabU S-S 

tration. L^er bearings are ^eed she can 

■ ,, ' loose. Average weekly repairing bill S'-'>-^p^^tee to have a similar case ready 

for last rear £11 next week supplied by the same firm. 

“AIR’^HIP SUCCEi^S J.VA vwij.. 

CorsT Zetpeitn .^rccEEDs IN ALToiiTiNG ON THE Slightly USED Boschuer Piauofortes, Misfit. ^Young widow, with family 
Ground.” A few of these formidable instruments, to support (her), anxious to dispose of 

Dally liecord. with not more than ten dumb notes in superb balldress which was not made to 
Not content with threatening us on the each case, for Sale as furniture. Walnut her ordei\ A good deal more than the 
sea, Germany is apparently ready to legs warranted for same period as in value is asked, and a very littlarmore 
contest the supremacy of the air with case of new instruments. — ^Apply Bilken- than the value would be actually 
our Aldershot champions. stein Hall, Seven Dials. accepted. 
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THE YOUNG IDEA. 

Until Mr. A. 0. Benson and other 
educationalists have decided what is to 
be taught in Public Schools, and doctors 
have settled what exercise boys may 
take, the appended timetable is offered 
as a solution of difficulties. 

9 A.M. First bell. Tea served to every 
boy. 

9.30 „ Arrival of certificated masseurs. 

10.30 „ Slumber after massage. 

11 „ Second bell. Arrival of doctors 

11.15 „ Boys who have passed medical 

i examination are allowed to 

get up. 

11.45 „ Breakffist. 

12.30p.m. Slow walk, taken by whole 
school in couples. 

1 „ Siesta. 

1.45 „ Meditation. 

2 „ Dinner. To be masticated at 

the rate of one mouthful 
per minute. 

4 „ A quiet half-hour. 

4.30 „ Athletics. No boy under six- 

teen to run more than 50 
yards, and juniors to be 
limited to sprints of 25 yards. 

5.30 „ Second medicsd examination. 

6 „ Relaxation. No reading per- 

mitted. 

6.30 „ Lecture by Dr. Saleebt on 

Health and Beauty. 

7.15 „ Light meal. 

7.45 „ Tops for prefects, marbles for 

boys over fourteen, and puss- 
in-the-corner for juniors. 

8.45 „ Third medical examination. 

9.15 „ Arrival of tuckers-up. 


THE COMPLEAT SKATER. 1 

Now that the Spring will soon be| 
upon us, and we can Qierefore expect 
to be skating within a reasonably short 
time, perhaps a few phrases for the use 
of such of our foreign friends as may be 
sampling the land of fogs at the moment 
win not be out of place. 

Part 1.— PiiEPARmoN. 

Where are your skates? My uncle 
has them at present, as I did not expect 
the frost to last. Why do you bring the 
meat-saw? That is not the meat-saw, 
that is my skate-blade ; only it was made 
in Germany, and the gardener has been 
using it during the summer months for 
weeding. Yes, very trying. Do not 
forget the cold tea. What is whisky ? 

Part 2.— The Journey to the Pond. 

It is cold. It is not cold. It would 
be warmer if it were not so cold. Quite, 
thank you, I have two pairs on under- 
neath. Can you skate? I can skate. 
I think I can skate. I could skate when 
I was a boy. Oh, not so long ago as you 
might think. May I offer you— someone 



has stolen my flask already. Some people 
are thieves. 

Part 3.— The Skating. 

Do let me put your skates on. Thank 
you, I prefer to watch, I do indeed. 
It is such a long time since I skated. 
I wish you would sit down and be quiet, 
I want to watch those two. He is off. 
She is off. Oh, do look ! They have 
collided. Yes, indeed, a severe bump. I 

Her relations are taking it very! 
badly. Some people have no sense of 
humour. She is a lucky girl — about 
thirteen stone, I should say. Is that 
all? May 1 get you some tea, some 
coffee, some whisky, some beer, sonae 
buns ? Thank you, I have a saveloy in 
a paper bag. How thoughtful of you. 
Not at all ; it was my sister’s when we 
started out. 

Part 4.— The Journey Home. 

Now, girls, time to go home. Where 


is your aunt ? I have not seen her for 
the last hour. She must have fallen in. 
It is of no consequence, I have several 
more. Of course you are ; it ’s bound to 
come through if you keep on sitting down. 

Be careful of that slide there. Oh ’ 
I hope you have not hurt yourbelf. 
Hush, the girls might hear you. How 
picturesque the village inn looks. Shall 
we . . . .? Quick, before the otheis 
come up. 

We shall be late for dinner. How 
cold it is. Will you come down to- 
morrow for the Lincolnshire champion- 
ships ? There is nothing I should like 
bet ... . Listen! I do believe . . . 
yes . . . it has begun to rain 1 

Here Commercial Candour. 

Motto over the doorway of a Gas Com- 
pany’s Exhibition : 

Light may come and light may go, but gas 
goes on for ever.” 
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by Clarkson), and the scenes are set in London, with just a 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. glimpse, for the big situation in the third Act, of Revolu- 

tionary Paris. Yvonne de Gassagnae (heroine) and her 
(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Glerks.) noble father are refugees from the Terror. To support tliem 

I nsD it unfortunate that the scheme of John Galsworthy’s both. Mademoiselle becomes ^ncing-mistress in the house of 
Ltest novel Fraternity (Heineuann), should start out from a titled but plebeian Englmh family (refined comic relief). 
Sn details of an iriUnse improbabiHty. It is unbeliev- She is insulted on her way through the park, and rescued in 
able that a journalist in criticising a picture should puhhsh the nick of tune by-why, by whom but the mysterious 
a hint of the relations existing between the artist’s husband “ M. Lenoir," teacher of smgmg Subsequendy the hero 
and the model who posed for it. It is equally unbelievable and heroine are transported (somewhat clumsily) to Pans, 
that a woman of Bianca DaUison’s alleged refinement— the under a false passport dracribrng them as M. and Mme. 
author perhaps insists a little too much on the hereditary Perrin. The effect is that, to quiet a threatening mob, 
culture of his rather middle-class Kensingtonians — should high-bom Yvonne has to fling her ams about the nameless 
silently hand the critique to her husband, and conclude M. Lenoir and proclaim him for her bdoved husband. And 
from his embarrassment that it was high time for a definite after aU, when M. Lenoir turns up m the final scene to ckim 
rupture of the marital tie. In any case, if this was the final his bride, behold the poor tutor, powdered and sworded, has 
straw which broke the earners spine, we ought to have been blossomed into M. le Comte de Mevlgny^ member of one of the 
told a good deal more about the previous load — always noblest families in France. To repeat, NMesse Oblige should 
a laree element in the success of the fin£d straw. 1 triumph as Romantic Melodrama. I could even, if put to it, 

As the title of Mr., — a guess at the 


GiLSWORTHT’s novel sug- , * ciii&i actor, 

geats, it is supposed to 
deal ^vith the problem 
of the gulf between class 
and class ; but he offem 
no solution, and his 
attitude is scarcely less 
amateur than that of 
all the characters who 
dabble in this social 
question. Indeed, the 
Larger theme yields, in 
attractiveness, to the 
treatment of the per- 
sonal relationship be- 
tween individuals. Yet, 
though the reader’s in- 
terest in the issue is ad- 
mirably sustained, not 
one of the leading com- 
batants takes a very 
close hold upon the 
heart, and we feel no 

very poignant concern --- — - 

about their fate. Far the THE DISCOMFORTS OF THE MIDDLE AGES. his early letters, which 

most engaging figure is ^lys gu'es her lord a portrait of himself, in tapestry, for been piously ar- 

that of the old philo- nis birthday. ranged and edited by 

sopher, Mr. Stone, who ^ Messrs. R. H. M. Buddle 

esiaiists a strenuous second-childhood over a magnum opus Atkinson and G. A. Jackson, and privately and sumptuously 
on Universal Brotherhood, and remains pathetically aloof issued by them, has taken its place very naturally on his 
from the world of actuality. Mr. OAnswoUTHY is incapable shelves. The letters were exchanged between Henuy 
of writing without charm and distinction, but I do wish he Brougham, James Brougham, James Looh (father of the first 
would not look for his illustrations quite so high or quite so Lord Loch), Francis Horner, Andrew Clephane, and others, 
low. He opens with a wastefid and laborious comparison in their youth, and now and then they contain characteristic 
between a patch of gentian-blue sky and a costume of the evidences of youthful indiscretion and candour. The editors 
I same nuance in a shop window ; and he is not very pleasant seem to have suppressed nothing. The result is in the main 
; when he introduceb the loves of a spaniel as a backgi’ound entertaining, and it certainly cannot be disregarded by any 
to his human intrigue. future biographer of Brougham, if such should arise. Just 

— ^ ^ however, the famous Chancellor is under a cloud ; but 

“M. E. Franch” is a writer from whom pleasant experience if ever there was a mine containing a mother-lode of gold 
luib taught me to expect so much that I was the more it is Brougham and Ei$ Early Friends. 
disappointed when Xohlesse Oblige (Long) proved, for me ^ ^ rr- 



niS BIRTHDAY. 


hazard a guess at the 
chief actor. 

The great Brougham 
has a special interest 
for Punch, since his 
remarkable features 
were for some years the 
delight of our earlier 
caricaturists, although, 
according to his Lord- 
ship, they succeeded 
in conveying an accu- 
rate impression only of 
his plaid trousers ; while 
did not Dicky Doyle fix 
him for all time on 
Punches cover, where his 
mask is to be seen (in 
the procession at the 
base) drawn by a goat- 
foot on a string? Punch 
then is pledged to 
Brougham, and therefore 
the new collection of 
his early letters, which 
have been piously ar- 
ranged and edited by 
-Messrs. R. H. M. Buddle 


at least, quite unworthy of her reputation. Indeed, remem- 
bering certain deserved successes at the Gaixick Theatre, 
I was forced to the theory that Mrs. Blundell had been 
tempted by the prospect of more dramatic fleshpots, and had 
regarded Nohlesbc Oblige less as a novel than as a play in 
the making. And, w'ith perhaps a trifle more fighting throwm 
in, it should serve excellently for an entertainment of the 
right Beaucaire-Pimpernel blend. The period is 1794 (wigs 


The Eappy Elopement, an excellent story 
By E, Lacon Watson (Brown, Langham & Co.), 

Is partly devoted to golf and its glory, 

And partly to folk who a-wooing would go. 

The parts are connected with links (kindly notice 
The paranomasia, anglicS pun), 

And the mixture all golfers (and wooers) will vote is 
A jolly good blending of science and fun. 
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It has often heen said that, if you 
wish to keei) on the land, you 


The North Sea, or German Ocean? must make their lives less dull 


That IS the question. 

* ^ 
* 


providing them with amuseiuent and 
recreation. It looks as if this were 


One can but admire the studious care true. Last year, when Cattle Drives 
which the German Government is now | were allowed in Ireland, the emigration 
taking to avoid giving us offence. A from that country was the lowe&t on 
new cruiser, whose tonnage exceeds that record. 
of the Dreadnoughts, was launched last , * 

week with an entire absence of fuss and I While we have the greatest admiration 
ceremony, and the German press was for energetic health officers, it ia, we 
even requested to re- j 




frain from publishing 
any details concerning 

her, as these might Jfl |\ 

cause irritation here. SHm 

And Herr voN Kuiil- \ 

MAKK, Councillor of the \f// i 

German Embassy, Ny WfS 

speaking at a dinner of _ ‘ 

the International Arbi- ^ C'"" — ") f 

Preparations are now 

completoforannouncing PU.NCHVS SPECLU. MOTOR CARS, 

the birth of the Dutch III.— Fob Ka.\al JMjc't. 

royal baby. A battery 

of artillery, stationed at the Hague, will should say, a nice question whether 
fire a salute of 101 guns if a prince be someone at Bristol has not been over- 
born, and 61 guns if the little visitor doing things. According to T/zc Cii/t07i 
prove to be a princess. The latter wdll Chronicle : — ‘"At present there are ten 
therefore have the best chance of sur- cases of small-pox in the city hospital, 
viving the nation’s deafening welcome. A number of patients have been des- 

4 : 4 : troyed.” * 4* 

* * 

Mr. A. E. W. Mason has decided not The Baconians have met with another 
to seek re election. He is said to have 'rebuff. A Mr. William Siivkespfare, 
made the discovery that politics and who was fined on his first appearance at 
literature are incompatible. And yer, Marylebone for intoxic*ation, declared 
as a Tory friend suggests, would the himself to be John Miltxjn on his second 
Liberals be in power now but for the appearance, and finally admitted that 
aid of fiction? his real name was Thom \s Moore. 


We were interested to read in The 
Dttihj Ohronicli* that the little cottage in 
which Mr. iSeliridcje was born is still 
standing. We trust it will not divert 
too many Americans from the Stratford- 
on-Avon pilgrimage. 

4: * 

4 : 

A gentleman who wais sued in the 
City of London Court the other day lor 
the price otlVie EneycloiKcdia Britunnica 
protested that Brazil was described iu 
I that publication as the only monarchy in 

America. This strikes 

one as being a curioiib 
defence, for it is just 
such exclusive informa- 
tion as this which gives 
the old etiition of The 
EncycloiKvdia its unique 
, ^ interest. 

A huge ale store at 
Burton - on - Trent is 

being conveited into a 

skating-rink. The 
change, after all, may 

k not be so very striking. 

Customers should still 
have every facility for 
losing their equili- 
brium. * 4 , 




PUNCH’S SPECLU. MOTOR CARS. 
III.— Fob Ka.\al JMe't. 


It is said that 50,0(X) 
Irish Old Age Pension- 
^ ers are to be disquali- 

1 / fied. When this is done 

A the supply of Erin’s 

W grievances should be 

if ' , almost equal to the 

^ ^ " . j demand, 

't \ The latest rumour 

Y \ about the Naval situa* 

J \ effect I 

" \ that the London County 

1 j Council is alx)ut to offer 

Nation. 

A Since Mr. Justice 

Lawrence ordered the 
use of the “ cat ” there 
have been very few 
cases of robbery with 
violence in the County 

of Glamorgan. This is 

most satisfactory. The local criminals 
are evidently afraid of being bru- 
talised.” 

4 « 4 : 

* 

‘‘ Very cheap eggs cannot be expected 
for several weeks to come,” says The 
Grocer. This statement should effectu- 
ally dispose of the rumour that a General 
Election is impending. 

“The hanclsjme new gtiles at tlie Marble 
Arch are acetylene-welded. Tins opens up a 
big field.” — Acetylene. 

A most disrespectful way of referring 
to Hyde Park. J 
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THE DETACHMENT OF PRENDERBY. 

Tnn 2 sa\y PAriuori'^M and Party. 

“Hwe you beou reading your Yellow Press?’’ I asked 
Pretidcr])y last Saturday. 

“My ‘Yellow PiCbs'V ’ lie roidied innocently; “tell me 
about tbat.” 

“It’s llio name,” I said, “ wliicli the Radical millers give 
to the Tory riifflers.” 

“ Ah, the buttercup calling the dandelion yellow ? ’’ 

“Yes; and the buttercups are just now abusing the 
dandelions for making Party capital out of the Navy scare.” 

“ Is New Zealand a dandelion ? ” 

“ New Zealand is a peach,” I said. 

“ I, too,” said Prenderby, “ am a bit of a wall-fruit myself. 

I sit out and watch, where I can see most of the sport with- 
out taking sides. So when you talk about the Navy being 
made a Paity question, I ask myself, without prejudice, tcho 
hctjnn that (jame ? And my answer, without prejudice, is that 
it began inside the Cabinet. Here was Asquith, who knew 
exactly the needs of the Navy, but found liis house divided 
against itself. lie found Ll<jyd-Georoe and AVikston 
Cmiw'iiiix (not to mention one or two names of greater 
weight) ])itterly opposed to the course which his duty, as 
responsible for the Nation s safety, marked out for him. 
A bigger man would have let bis Party break up rather than 
yield on a point of national necessity. But ho preferred at all 
costs to keep his Party together, and so made a compromise. 
Unfortunately he had still to persuade the rank and file of 
his followers to accept even these half-and-half measures; 
and in this effort he grew more portentous than he meant, 
and then the trouble began. 

“ I confess,” continued Prenderby, having got his head, i 
“ that I should have been bettor pleased with the Unionists 
if, after entering the strongest possible protest, they had 
seen their way to wash their hands of the business and to 
avoid all appearance of seeking to make Party capital out of 
it. Two yellows do not make a white. But, after all, no: 
honest statesman can wash his hands of a matter that con- 
cerns the very existence of the Nation ; and in any case an 
Opposition would be more than human if it declined to treat 
as a Party question what had already been forced into that 
category, as I have shown, by the action of a Prime Minister 
: who apparently was more concerned to keep his Party to- 
gether than to assure the safety of the Empire. 

“ I have often beard my Radical friends indulge in pleasant- 
ries over what they called the “Khaki” Election of 1900. 
Well, if the next one is a Blue-jacket Election, they will have 
their own side to thank for it. Heavens ! How they give 
themselves away I ” 

“ Anyhow,” I said, being anxious to divert him from a 
line of argument which pained me — “ anyhow, both sides are 
agreed that Germany is at perfect liberty to follow her own 
devices.” 

“ That unanimity,” replied Prenderby, “ is to me the most 
deplorable feature in the whole controversy. No nation, 
witli even the minimum of intelligence requisite for self- 
preservation, pennits a neighbour, however friendly, to mass 
troops upon their common frontier without adequate reason 
given. When the Boers sent us their ultimatum, and fol- 
lowed it up over the border a few hours later, it would have 
been futile for us to try to persuade them that our troops 
had been thrown into Natal for the sake of its climatic advan- 
tages. ^ Well, the North Sea is one of our frontiers, isn’t it ? ” 

“Without a map at hand,” said I, “ I cannot verify your 
allegation. But I assume that you would not go so far as to 
ask Germany for an explanation of her accelerated pro- 
gramme?” 

“ That,” said Prenderby gravely, “ would moan immediate 
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war; and I happen to be congenitally addicted to a pie- 
ference for Ptace. Besides, a great nation does not ask 
these questions aloud, but only of herself ; and she answers I 
them out of her own head ; and she acts accordingly. She | 
makes timely provision for rendering her rival’s ambitions 
hopeless. Ami i t is because I am convinced that a course 
of weakness and delay and Party time service is the surest 
means of keeping those ambitions alive that I, who belong 
to no Party but the Party of honourable Peace, protest against 
a policy that is bringing us daily nearer to the unspeakable 
horrors of war. There are still two days before Balfour 
makes his final appeal, and of course AsQurni may reconsider 
his position. But I gather that he intends to show a firm 
front to the Opposition , in other words, to show a flabby 
back to the Little-Fleeters in his own Cabinet.” 

“ With great respect,” said I, “are you not the victim of 
panic ? ” 

“My dear fool,” replied Prenderby, mislaying for the 
moment his habitual courtesy, “this is not a question of 
courage. No one accuses Germany of cowardice for keeping 
up that stupendous army of hers, nor regards Haldane as 
a vei-y brave fellow because he is unctuously satisfied with 
next to none at all. We are not proposing to play twenty 
men against a German Rugby fifteen. We could afford to 
give them odds at that game, and if we were beaten we could 
dways smile and look forward to the return match. But in 
a naval war, which is a rather more serious game than 
mud-larking, if an island race like ours is beaten there is 
no return match — not, at least, for that generation. And 
you only have to knock up against a few casual mines, and 
your narrow margin, and more, may vanish automatically. 
No, the bravest nation in the world cannot afford to take 
risks in the game of war,” 

“Well, what do you want?” I said, with excusable 
petulance, “Would you have the Tories in? I’m told 
they ’re very short of big men.” 

“I offer no opinion,” said Prenderby, “ on the subject of 
their size ; but I would sooner be governed by pigmies who 
are agreed on a sound naval policy than by giants who differ 
about it.” 

“Prenderby,” I said, “it has long been my custom to 
consult you on grave political quest ions because of your 
notorious detachment of mind. But to-day it seems to be 
3 ’our malevolent purpose to try to shatter my cherished 
belief in a Government which not only represents the flower 
of British intelligence, but is supported with almost me- 
chanical devotion by the greatest majority of modern times.” 

“My boy,” said Prenderby, on a paternal note, “as far as 
domestic matters are concerned, I don’t care a brass button 
as to which side nominally governs the country. I can with 
calmness leave to the common sense of the public to see that its 
will is carried out on points that intelligibly affect its pocket 
and general welfare. But as regards the Army, the Navy, 
and Foreign Affairs, in which the public needs instruction 
and leadership, I would use the best men from both sides. 
I should like a Coalition Ministry, a Ministry of AU the 
Patriots. It is an intolerable scandal that the country cannot 
enjoy the invaluable services of a man like Edward Grey, 
without having at the same time to suffer the attentions of — 
well, you know whom, simply because the latter happens 
for the moment to call himself by the same Party name 
of Liberal, though their two standards are as wide apart 
as the Poles.” 

“ And in such a Government,” I said, with my best irony, 
“ you would accept the Admiralty, if it were offered you?” 

“ If you were their only alternative, yes,” said Prenderby. 

My reply was marked by considerable dignity. I said : 

“You are at perfect liberty, like Germany, to do 
or think what you dam well please.” And I wished him an 
extraordinarily good day. 0. S. 
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A BOND STREET MSION. 

Dow]s the street tlie sunshine glances on 
the crowds that come and go, 
Fashion treads in Springtime’s footsteps 
where the plate-glass windows glow, 
But I turn where ice and marble's stern 
simplicity set forth 

Noble fish from noble rivers of the grey 
and snow-bound North ; 

And I jiause wdth glance uncertain, as 
oC one who seems to know 
In a dream the vanished features of 
! some Triend of long ago, — 

For I see instate reposing such a salmon 
as I keep 

As a lule for grim encounters on the 
chosen casts of sleep ; 

As a rule, j et somehow surely has that 
glittering bulk before 
Agonised my waking vision by a leal 
and solid siiore. 

Fifty pounds ? so once I made him, on 
the evening when I held 
Hun - or else his double —beaten in that 
reach below Dunkeld. 

There he lies, superb and royal, clean as 
when he left the tide, 

W itli the bloom of snow and lilac mantled 
^ on his gleaming side, 

While his shouldeis, proudly arching, 
wear a lustre hard and bright. 
Burrowed in Norwegian fiords from the 
fitful Aictic light, 


Or wheie schools of running salmon leap 
beneath the summer stars 
Whore the North Rea breakers thunder 
over Highland river bars. 

So for me the scene is altered, and in 
spirit I am whirled 

Far away from crowded pavements ; 

fairest faces in the world, 

Roofs and chimneys, frocks and fashions 
— all are flown as shadows fly, 

And I see a stately river ’neath a soft 
October sky. 

Once again I see the Autumn banked 
and blazoned where the trees 
Shed her wealth of reds and yellows on i 
the moi'^ture-laden breeze ; 

Oak’s pale orange, beech’s russet, in a 
splendid shower are blown ^ 

Where the ousel dips and whistles as 
he flits from stone to stone ; 

And I hear the roar and mutter as the 
stream comes sweeping down 
Black and foam-flecked round the red- 
stone, clearing to a golden brown, 
Slipping past the scattered birchwoods, 
where the deer come down at night, 
Amber o’er the shelving shallows — ou 
the shingles lisping light ; 

And I feel the thrilling magic of the 
greenheart’s spring and sway, 

And a favourite fly is workmg fully 
twenty yards away, 

And behind the sunken boulder, where 
the slack swirls smooth as oil, 


IjO ! the deep is agitated w ith a mighty 
wave and boil, 

And I see for half a moment that 
stupendous tail and back 
Wallow wide upon the surface in a 
leisurely attack ; 

There’s a heave of sudden silver — 
there ’s a flounce— a savage pull, 

And again the reel is racing as he gets 
it fair and full ’ 

Now the stormy sunset’s touching all 
the distant tops with light, 

And he’s rolling spent and helpless 
from the long-contested fight, 
Shattering the quiet surface into rings 
of rippling foam, 

WJiere the gillie waits his moment ere 
the gaff is driven home. . . . 

Then — ah then — the rod springs&traight- 
ly and a worn and broken trace, 

Free again, springs back to strike me 
like a whiplash in the face ; 

And I see the great fish rally — see the 
wave that marks his track 
O’er the dim unfriendly shallows till 
the deep receives him back I 
So the vision fades and passes, gone are 
mountain, wood and cloud, 

And the voice of streams is lost in roar 
of tmffic and of crowd. 

Slull I leave him unacknowledged ? or j 
in fond remembrance — ^yes, 

Why not Jiave at least a iiortion sent 
{ along to my addiessV 
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THE UNIVERSITY BOAT RACE. 

[Editor. Let itw see, the Bo it Eaec is 
nc\vt You might icritc an 

article ahntt it. ^ . 

At liiOR. CertainJif, if ijou desire it. 
lliif I doiCt IcnoLC one end of an oar 
from the other. 

Edikmi. One end ’s flatter than the 
other; that \s‘ how i/ou eon telh 
Ai nioR. Thanks. I ^IL point that out.^ 
EDrioR. Don't he too technical. Sadn't 
ijou letter take a shilling from the stamp 
draiier and run down to Fntneg this 
afternoon, and then come hack and do 
ns a nice brce::ij sketch ? 

Au'iiior. Bij (dl means.'] 

Murtliike is a small town ^ in the 
Kingston Parliamentaiy Division of 
Surrey, situate some six miles west of 
London as the crow flies. Its popula- 
tion at the last census was estimated 
roughly at 7,774, though many experts 
consider that 7,775 w’ould have been 
nearer the mark. However, even this 
figure will be exceeded on Saturday 
next, when a party of nine Pntney resi- 
dents educated at Cambridge University 
will journey thither by water, followed 
(or possibly preceded) by a similar party 


of nine who claim Oxford University for 
their Alma Mater. 

This exodus from Putney is now an 
annual event, which is eagerly looked 
forw''ard to by the young participants. 
Why, I am often asked, do^ they always 
select Mortlake as the object of their 
visit? Are there not more interesting 
resorts in the neighbourhood? Before 
I answer this question, let us take a 
look at the eighteen young gentlemen 
who will join the excursion this year. 
Perhaps that will help us to an apprecia- 
tion of their partiality for this fascinating 
vilbge. 

[Author. Am I heiug hrcczij enough ? 

Editor. I cant think what on earth 
you imagine you 're doing. 

Auttiuu. It ifa.'i partly the guard' 
fault — I went on to 'Moi^tlake hy mistake 
Such an interesting place.] 

First and foremost, primus inter pares, 
as CicEiu) used to say, we have Mr. 
Stuvrf, the doyen of the Light Blue 
party. Mr. Rtt'AUT has been to Mortlake 
no less than four times already, and 
is still as enthusiastic as ever over its 
historic associations. lie will be able to 
point out to Mr. Romier the famous 
ta])let to Sir Philip Fiaxcis (“Junius 
Francis, as he was knowui to his inti- 
mates t, erected in the parish church to 
his memory in the year 1818. The 
churcli itself, as ^h\ '\\'’rLLiAMS (who has 
l}ecn here once before) may remind him, 
occTipies the site of an edifice of the 
14th century, the tower still datin, 
from 1543. This tablet is a favourite one 
of Mr, Stuart's, and on three previous 


occasions Le has reverenUy called the Aumon. I see what ts you, 
attention of his conpires to it, before oJJ ended heMuse I havmt IroiigU in 
the quiet of the place has been rudely what you told me about the oars.] _ 
disturbed hy the arrival of the Oxford But Mortkke has other associations 
party. On the occasion of the fourth than those I have already mentioned, 
excui'sion, -when nine voung Americans It was here that the two famous 
took the places of the Dark Blue pil- astrologers, Dee and Pautodge resided ; 
arinis Mr Stuakt, with characteristic indeed Qoeen Elizabeth hereelf is cur- 
national courtesy, waited at the landing- renlly reported tohaye consulted the Brst- 
stngo until they had all arrived, before named in this village. Dee -who, in 
leading the way into the venerable the language of the period, was barde- 
edificeT bakyd enowe to knowe ye flatte ende of ye 

Another enthusiast over the old brasses oare from ye roundde one,” mistook the 
in Mortlake church is young Mr. Kiuby ; identity of his dient, and prophesied 
SO much so, indeed, that he has paid three for her a numerous family and some 
previous visits to them. For some re a- success in life : which so much amused 
son or other, however, he always gets the Queen that she presented him with 
there a little late ; consequently he has the Elizabethan (Drder. 
not been able to devote so much study Before I close this article [Hooray! 

to them as he could have wished. His Ed.] . rrT 

friends eaniestly hope that next Satur- Before I close this article [Hooray!-- 

day, at any rate, he will arrive in good Ed.] 

timk before I— [Boo ^-Ed.] 

[AuTnoR. I fancy I liaoc put that In conclusion I feel it my duty to say 
rather tactfidhj. that the second-class return fare to 

Editor. Oh, get on, and get it over. Mortlake is one and threepence, and that 
Author. You will like this next hit the Editor only gave me twelve old 
This is really a spicy little hit of gossip.] stamped addressed envelopes, so that^ 
One of the show places of Mortkke is was actuaUy threepence out of pocket, in 
the Brewery Mention of this reminds addition to the taste of the and 
me that the time has come to reveal the when I honestly try to collect a little 
secret history of the dispute which re- information about the place I was sent 
cently raged around Mr. Stuart and his to-or, anyhow, arrived at, so as to write 
fellow-student, Mr. Arbuthnot. The boat an article upon a subject about winch I 
which the Cambridge party annually should otherwise have known nothing, 
proceeds to Mortlake is so narrow that I am nmde the stock, that is the laugh- 
there is only room to sit one abreast ; ing-butt, I mean the -- 
generally, therefore, there is some dis- Well, anyhow, may the best boat win 
cussion as to the order in which the 
excursionists shall be seated. Now on the 
occasion of the University wayzgoose the 
Brewery, with ready liospitahty, throws 
its doors open to the inspection of the 


A.A.M. 


THE BANDBOX. 


When the Faringdens invited us to 
tourists, with the necessary proviso that their afternoon reception Mamma said 
only the first one to enter shall be that Vera niust have a new Paris hat 
allowed to sample the different vintages, for the occasion, as she had matrimonial 
It is obvious, therefore, that the man liop^s for h6r, and Guy Faringden, who 
seated in the “bows,” or thin end of the is very eligible and very impressionable, 
boat, is the one who will arri\"e at Mort- doesn’t care a straw for a girl unless she 
lake first, and, therefore, the one most is ultra smart. When the day and the 
likely to obtain this privilege. Mr. hat came, Mamma also decided I was. 
Stuart loudly insisted that it was his not to go at all, because, she said, it 
turn for this; while his friends con- would look too pointed to take one 
sidered that it vras his duty to remain at daughter in a Paris model and the other 
the thick end of the boat, where he could in a Bayswater one. 
see and, if necessary, encourage the Yera’s new hat had been bought at 
Oxford party. Mr. SroART felt that this Spotcasli’s, the new Anglo-American 
encouragement would come better from Emporium, and came in one of their 
a younger man, and recommended Mr. lovely satin bandboxes. 

Arbltiinot for the position. Hence the The bandbox, indeed, was quite 
trouble. Mr. Arbuthnot may now have dream in itself, being covered with shelL 
to w’aifc for another year before he can pink satin,with a ruche round the top, and 
visit Mortkke ; and when he does so it a satin bow and long ends. But some- 
is to be hoped that he will remember to how, the hat it contained was not quite 
look out for the tomb of Sir Richard so convincing as I expected, for though 
Burton. built on correct lines and resembling in 

[Author. I say, shall I stop being so shape a huge inverted pudding-basin. 


technical ? 

Editor. Wheyi did 
stopping altogether ? 


you think of 


it lacked to my eye the crude contour 
and clumsy uncouthness that mark the 
dernier erl. Still, when Yera had got it 
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on, well crublied down o\er her face, 
like an extinguisher, it looked quite 
smait, and she was more high-spirited 
than sympathetic when she called back 
to me, as she dro\ e away with Maimua 
in a taxi cal) — 

'‘Never mind, Taleiio. You shall 
have the band])ox.” 

Of course this was adding insult to 
injury, and 1 went slowly back into the 
bedroom and stood gazing sadly at the 
bandbox through my l^rimming teai^. 

Then, as I gazed, all in a moment a 
real genuine inspiration of genius flashed 
through my brain. .rhe bandbox ' 
Why, it was the ^cry thing’ There 
wafi) the abnormal satin-covered ciown, 
the utter absence of brim, the cloae satin 
ruche, the top-heavy extinguisher-like 
&hape, all as reipiired by the prevailing 
mode. With trembling fingers I cut a 
round hole in tlie lid and i»uslied it 
some three inches down into the box, 
then I turned the bandbox upside down 
and put it on my head, which fitted into 
the round hole. My pidses throbbed, 
there w as a mist before my ey e3,aiid when 
it had cleared I looked in the mirror. 

The effect was marvellous; the bold 
simplicity of design completely fulfilled 
Fasliion’s latest fluctuation, and a quar- 
ter-of-aii hour later I also was speeding 
to the Faringdens’ in a taxi-cab. 

The absolute and overwhelming suc- 
cess of my appearance may best be 
indicated by the following paragraph 
which appeared in all the society 
journals a few days later : — 

“ A marriage has been arranged, and 
will shortly lake place, between Mr. Guy 
Farmgden, eldest son of Sir Godfrey 
Faringden, Bart , of Faringden Towers, 
N.B., and Miss Valerie Simpson, younger 
daughter of Mrs. Frederick Simpson, of 
Mouiiljoy Gardens, S.W.” (The italics 
are my oiin.) 

A contemporary informs us that — 

‘‘ the Pimce and the Queen dine together eveiy 
day \Mthout any suite.” 

Nothing, however, is said about the 
savoiiiy. 

A Real Conversation. 

What do they hioic of England” etc,) 

A. Wasn’t the South Polar expedition 
wonderful V Not a man lost. 

B. That shows how much healthier 
heat is than cold. Lots of people have 
died trying to find the North Pole. 

At a meeting of Bury ratepayers, ac- 
cording to a local paper, 

“ The Town Clerk dechiied that the aniend- 
m nt to chalking on the flags was defeated by 
177 to 88, but each peison held up two hands, 
and these figuies should he divided by two in 
Older to arrive at the right number of persons ” 

Strange ways they have at Bury. Yet 
there seems to be one honest (or one- 
armed) man there. 



UNREST IN INDIA. 

(Copy of an Appliealion for Employment , 
addrchhcd to 0. C, Irregular Force,) 

HoNOuacD Mvstcr, — ^Having heard of 
your almighty mercy and loving kind- 
ness to us w’orins, I tell you iny circum- 
stances 

By the Grace of God and your Lord- 
ship* I have seven children, all babies 
and sticklingo. 

Besides this abominable litter I have 
many male and female relations. 

What have I done that I should be; 
blessed wdth such cursed trioL ? 

As your Lordship is my father and 
my mother, I woidd request that you will 
take this worm and wife and suckles 
and relations both male and female 
and provide for us from your bounty at 
a remuneration of Es. 20 a month. 

I cannot read or write, but by the 


Grace of God and your liOrdship 1 look 
forward to years of prosperity and 
happiness. 

All the Chaoni of sing of your 

praises, your justice and mercy ; there- 
fore call us all that we may fatten on 
your love and gentleness. 

Call quickly. 

Your iaitlifid worm and ])ea&t, 
Mcumv Lvl 

{^Despicable brute and unwilling father 
ol baliio'i). 

Lip-service. 

From loport of a Charitable Entertain- 
ment at Eugby — 

I “A collection wa^ tlien made and Mr. 

contiibuted a solo.” 

lie had a narrow escape of being a L»ap- 
year man. Born Febmai^’ 23, 1834,” etc. — 
liirmiwjham (Jazette. 

Apparently he only missed it by two years. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Li ITUS Aimir'ii’s Road to Knowledcje, 

(TJttlc Arthur, (ujcd 12 ; Pupa, utjcd 48.) 

Little Arthur. Papa, were you very angry with Mills ? 

Pupa Angry ? Of coiiiWl was. 1 cannot tolerate one of | 
my clerks bemg— ah— the worse for wjne, and disgraemg 
liiniself at a nuisic-hall, 

L. A. Shall you dismiss him, Papa? 

Paixi. Probably I shall. I haven't made up my mind yet ; 
but I tiiink he iriiave to go. No respectable firm can over- 
look such scandalous behaviour. 

Jj, A. Yes, Papa, I see tliat. (A pause.) Papa, what is a 
bump-supper V 

Papa. A bump-supper, my boy ? Ob, it ’s a sort of dinner 
for the crew of a (bllege boat at Oxford or Cambridge. 

L. A. But why do they have a bump-supper ? 

Papa. AVell, they 've had their boat-races, you know ; and 
if the boat has gone Head of the River, or made a lot of 
bumps by defeating other boats, well, then they dine together 
to celebrate their victory when the races are over. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, 1 understand. Y'ou rowed in your 
College boat, didn’t you. Papa? 

Papa {pro wily). Yes, my boy, I did. There’s my oar on 
the wall. They gave us that for making seven bumps. 

L. A. And did you have a bump-supper afterwards, Papa ? 

Papa. Bump-supper! I should just think we did. The 
best bump- supper that ev('r was. 

L. *4. And dill they make much noise at your bump- 
supper, IVpa ? 

Papa. No, not so very much. A little cheering, of course, 
and a few speeches ; b\it it all went off very well as far as 1 
remember. 

L. A. (denily). Papa, are you sure you remember it all ? 

Paim. Why, bless my soul, what an extraordinary ques- 
tion ! Remember it? Of course I do. Why shouldn’t I? 

L. A. I don’t know. Papa , but you gave me a letter to 
read this morning, didn’t you? 

PaiJd. Yes, a letter from Mr. Harding, the Vicar. I wanted 
you to realise the fine work that is being done iii the parish. 
Mr. Harding writes so eloipiently that I thought it would do 
you good to lead it. 

L. A. But, Papa, the letter wasn’t from Mr. Harding at all. 

Not from Mr. Harding 1 Why, what the 

Jj. A. No, Pupa, the letter ^\as from JSlr, Bulkley. 

Papa. ! ! I*! 

L. A. Yes, Pajia, from Mr. Bulkley. Perhaps you made a 
mistake, hut you only said, Here, read that letter,” so I 
reail it through. 

Paihi. The dickens you did. 

L. A. Yes, Papa; he wanted to know if you were coining 
r to the usual dinner just before the boat-race. Are you going 
to that dinner, Papa ? 
f Paim. Yes, 1 shall probably go to it. 

L . 1 . And he ^lid ho hoped you woxddn’t try to stand on 
your head anil kick the Dean in the mouth, as you did after 
a certain bump-supper. Papa, did you do that? 

Pupa.^ Of <*ourse not. Never di<l such a thing in my life. 
Juht a bit of Bulkley ’s chaff. Y^ou mustn’t take him seriously. 

L. A. No, Papa, 1 suppose not. And then he said you 
probably wouldn’t remember about it on account of all the 
bumpers you had drunk, and he hoped you had learnt wis- 
dom now you were a family man, and what rot it was of the 
Dean to talk of scandalous beliaviour, and, after all, we were 
only young once, and it wasn’t eveiybody who made three 
bumps in one night. 

Papti. Isn’t that your mother calling you? 

L. *1. No, Papa, she ’s calling Mabel. What ’s a bumper. 
Papa? 


! Papa. Oh, a bumper ’s a glass of wine. You have to drink 
it off. It’s an old custom. 

L. A. But if you drank a lot of bumpers, wouldii t it be 
very dreadful? 

Papa. I tell you you mustn’t believe everything Bulkley 
savs. It ’s only his fun. 

L. A. Yes, Papa; but if the Dean said it was scandalous 
behaviour 

Papa. Oh, the Dean ! Who cares what the Dean said ? 

L. A. No, Papa, But perhaps Mills had been having a 
bump-supper the other evening. 

Papa. No such thing. 

L. A. But perhaps you won’t dismiss him, Papa. Perhaps 
he ’ll be a family man too, some day. Oh, and Papa, why 
did Mr. Bulkley say you broke down in trying to sing The 
Hounds of the Meynell ? I never heard you sing. Papa. 

Papa. No, you didn’t, and nobody else ever did either. 

L. A. But, Papa 

Papa. I can’t listen to you any more. Go and play in the 
garden. 

A PROTEST FROM PARNASSUS. 

In apprehension of the Daylight Saving Bill. 

Siv, have the lees of the earth such a dreg as us 
Bards if we bow to this tyrannous BiU, 

Rise ere we want to, and saddle our Pegasus 
Early by order? — I ’m blowed if we will 1 
Was it for this that the Barons at Runnymede 
Wrested a Charter of freedom from Joiiif, 

Toasting the health of its clauses in honeymead ? — 

Did they ? I don’t know, but let us get -on. 

1 that have sung you what windblossoms blow lowest 
Down in the valley where dances the fay, 

Am I to rise when the lark is a soloist, 

Merely to humour a Government, eh ? 

Am I to make my melodious madrigals 
Out on the lawn at an hour when the llirusli 
iShortens the glee of the worm and liis glad wriggles, 
Rather than roam when the nightingales gush. 

No, and I deem not the multitude foitunate 
Thinking to lengthen the hours cf tho light ; 

Is not the daytime exacting, importunate, 

Utterly vulgar compared with tho night? 

See where Amyntas, and goodness 1 how smart a miss, 
Twining their arms when the gloom has begun, 

Utter at ease in the empire of Artemis 
Twaddle they never could talk in the sun. 

“ Cricket” (the fanatics urge) and economy,” 

“ Saving of gas”— -do I care about that? 

Think of the charm of our childhood’s astronomy, 

Think of the soft and marsupial bat : 

Think of the authors of sonnets that ruminate 
Under the stars by the silvery Thames ; 

Think of the thousands of ads. that illuminate 
London by night with electrical gems. 

No, by tlie might of the Muses that foster us ! 

Let them, advancing the hands of the clock, 

Force on the masses a wholly preposterous 
System — ^but we will he firm as a rock. 

Others, surprising the sun in his chariot 
Long ere their wont, may submissively delve, 

We^must demand of Eliza (or Harriet) 

Not to be called at eleven, but twelve. 

“ Wanted, use of a Bath-room, willi hot and cold water, once a month, 
for a small fee.” 

Our one hope is that he means lunar months. 



M.VRCH 31 , 1909 .] 


PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 





^[clhel {to Tommifj iLholiaajiibt annoiinud that he is tntjivjcd to a ladij aged llii. “ Wii\, I 
THOUGUI ^OU ALWUS PROMISLD 10 MVRBTt VE*’* 

Tommij, **Yls, ies. I ^\o^v I did 1 bl\mc EMiRnni.” 

and leave the rest of tliis an<l 1 

important city lionless! I low like. 

England. Wbatl say is, leave Tiatalgar Tliongli the example of Lady Co\- 
Square one lion and distribute the ^ 


Pen-and-ink. Notes. 


others. 

“ AYestniinster Abbey again — 
here the interviewer fled.” 


sTAXiK Litton, who has been writing 
jwith lior blood, will not be followed 
But I literally in fashionable circles, it has 
I given an impetus to the sale of blue 
j inks ; and a well-known ink-inanufac- 
tiirer is putting on the market in a few 
' (lavs a now brand to be known as Blue- 


SPEAKIHT CP TO BEATGIIT. 

Mr. SpEUemr, the famous improver of 
the Marble Areb, which is now no 
longer a foolish and antiquated gateway 
to the Park, but a noble isolated obstacle 
in the middle of Oxford Street, carrying 
out superbly its now duties as a com- 
plicator of the traffic-— Mr. SPEMunr, to 
whose fertile brain this improvement is 
due, has been drawing up a further 
series of projects for the beautification 
of London, which, under his ingenious 
and patriotic hand, is to become as 
attractive as the White (^ity. 

“The fault of London,'' as he is le- 
portod to liave said to an interviewer, 
in whose &tatementb, however, we 
place no confidence, “ is that it is 
so English. The capital of a country 
should never reflect its nationality; it 
should borrow from other countries. My 
conception of the perlcct London is that 
it should be packed with statuary, like 
the gardens of the Tuileries and Luxeni- 
bourir. 

“ '[’here cannot lie too much statuary. 
At present London’s statues are scat- 
teied— Cobden at Camden Town, Wel- 
lington at Hyde Park Corner, Brunei 
on the Embankment, William HI. in 
Kensington Cardens, and so forth. Let 
us have tliein all together near Bucking- 
ham Palace. The equestrian figures 
might be set side by side, as if starting 
for a race. Physical Energy from Ken- 
sington Gardens beside George HI. in his 
scratch wig from Oockspur Street, and 
llichard Coeur-dc-Lion from the House 
of Lords beside the Duke of Cambiidge 
from Whitehall. That would be novel 
I and pleasing ; but bookmakers would, 
of course, not be allowed. 

“All the other statues should be 
picturesquely assembled in avenues, so 
that on one’s way through the Mall one 
could literally walk through the history 
of England. How instructive, how 
stimulating 1 

“ To isolate the Arch at Hyde Park 
Comer so that it conies into the middle 
of the roadway is another of my schemes. 
The picturesque and interesting conges- 
tion of tiaffic at the foot of Hamilton 
Place wants company. Things should 
go in pairs. I therefore suggest the 
creation of more intricacy close by. 
This done, I would place the Achilles 
statue on the top of die arch. 

“ Nelson’s Column is not satisfactory. 
I feel sure something could be done with 
it. A hinge in the middle, so that 
Nelson could be lowered for the inspec- 
tion of the man in the street, who now 
has no chance of closely studying his 
great hero, might do it. Hydraulic power 
would be the medium, I take it. A 
simple matter, 

“The lions, too. How wasteful to 
concentrate all four lions in one spot, 


Our Dreadnought “Slips.’ 

It is rumoured that the Secretary of 
the M. C. C. has received the following 
cable from the Captain of the Australian 
Cricket Team; — 

** Please verify or deny i in mn^tantuil repoi t 
England has stventeen slips and may increase 
Pioteht against arbitiary change in lules ol 
game.” 


Blood Ink. 

There has been some discussion from 
time to time as to whether the pen is 
mightier than -the sword. Wo are in- 
formed that tiie whole subject is to bo 
decided at next Monday’s meeting of a 
Horne Hill debating society. Admission 
will be free. 
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THE NEWEST MAGAZINE. 

(Bemg th* hind of intercicic that 7umUi( 
any dally ixiper now spares ns,) 

It was in an office luxuriously fur- 
nished and bearing every tiace of 
prosperity that our representative, call- 
iug, we need hardly say, wholly on the 
editorial initiative and without the 
cognisance of the advertisement manager, 
found Mr. Movnleigh Foam, the pro- 
prietor and publisher of the new 
magazine, culled after himself, Foam's 
Matjazinc, 

“1 am glad you called,” said he, as 
he offered our representative a costly 
Cabana and poured out two glasses of 
the merriest Veuve procurable. “I 
had,^ of course, no notion tliat you u ere 
coming, but 1 am delighted to see you, 
because I feel that such originality and 
enterprise as I am showing should be 
put on record in an influential paper.” 

Our representative, who has been 
quite decently brought up and knows 
wliat^s what, bowed. 

“Yes,” continued tbe publisher, “I 
gave this subject immense thought, and 
at last came to the conclusion t^t it 
was idle not to strike out a new and 
courageous line, 'I would,* I said to 
myself, *hit the country— as Bi rke, you 
remember, Iiit the House of Commons — 
between wind and water.* ** 

“And you ?*’ 


“ Yes, I did. I took one of the boldest 
and most revolutionaiy steps that the 

f ublisher of a new magazine could do. 

wrote to Mr. Rudyard Kipling for a 
story ! ’* 

“Ah!” Our representative buried 
his face in bis bubbling glass. “ Yes, 
Mr. Foam, and then? ’* 

“ And then I wrote to You wiU 

never guess 1 ’* 

“ You tantalise me, Mr. Foam.” 

“ To Mr. Anthony Hope 1 ** 

“ Did you really ? It was Napoleonic. 
And then ? ” 

“And then to Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle. Sir Arthur, I may say, was 
very kind. Indeed, I have had some of 
the pleasantest experiences of my career 
I with the aristocracy.” 

“ And what have these authors written 
for you, may I ask ? ” 

“Ah, well, there you have me. I 
must confess that I have not looked too 
closely into that. But I know what I 
have written for them.’* 

“ May I inquire what, Mr. Foam ? *’ 
The publisher leaned back with an 
expression of affected caution and mys- 
tery. “ Cheques, he said at last. 

Our representative laughed heartily. 
“ Yes, indeed,” be said. “ I expect so. 
Yes, indeed. Cheques. Hal ha !** 

“ Mr. Kipling’s story,” continued Mr. 
Foam, “cost me nearly half-a-crown a 
word; but you may buy it, together 


with many other stories much more 
comprehensible, for sis^ence. There’s 
enterprise and generosity. Indeed, I 
venture to think that no better sixpenny- 
worth was ever offered. The names 
alone are worth the money.” 

“ Then you don’t care for anonymous 
or unknown writers ? ” 

Mr. Foam’s expressive eyes conveyed 
a strong negative. 

“Yes,” he went on, “I’m an inno- 
vator. Bold, very likely ; reckless, 
perchance foolish. But there it is 1 A 
man must be true to himself, and I was 
always one for derring-do. My policy — 
my secret — ^is names.” 

Our representative rose and picked 
up that one of his two hats which seemed 
nearest to him. 

“Good-bye,” said the publisher. 
“ Look out for my first number. There ’s 
a story in it by Rider Haggard about 
Africa and treasure-hunting which 
should set the Thames on fire. There ’s 
been nothing so original since King 
Solomon^s Mines, Mind the step.” 


Absence of Mind* 

“ The Marquess and Marcliioness of London- 
derry gave anotlier dinner party last nigkt at 
Londonderry House, Park Lane.” — 

The Standard, 

** The Marquess and Marchioness of London- 
derry left London yesterday for Sherborne, 
Dorsetshire.”— Tfte Standard (of same date). 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extr^ctfd from thc Durt or Toby, MP 

House of Commons, Monday, March 23. 
— Storm-cloud hangs low over crowded 
House. The air is thunderous Pre- 
sently we shall see it riven hy forked 
lightning. In such circumstances Prince 
ARTttLR IS always supernaturally calm 
Has placed on paper a Vote of Censure 
affirming criminal neglect by Govern- 
ment of safety of the countiy. To- 
day he is to ask for an opportunity of 
moving it. 

Through the long string of questions 
Members impatiently await tlie mo- 
ment of his interposition. When it 
comes, he, in conversational tone, stu- 
diously casual manner, invites the Pru- 
MiER to name the day. Tension of the 
House indicated by the cheer which 
greets his rising. A still louder one 
rising from the serried hosts of Minis- 
terialists encourages the Prcmicr when 
he responds to enquiry. Asquira not 
exactly what you would call a man of 
emotional nature. Does not wear his 
heart on his sleeve for dawb or other 
inconsiderable birds to peck at. By 
rare exception is just now in state of 
seething indignation. It finds voice 
later when, in Committee, he denounces 









f/ 


SurrRAGETrL (iriEB 
A memory of the Ciojdon Election. 


aaaa> ^ 


the naval scare as “ thc most unpatriotic, with himself and the Government, is counter -cheeis punctuated the con- 
the most unscrupulous misrepresenta- anxious that the question should be versation acioss the Table. Its acerbity 
tion of the actual situation” known to discussed at earhest possible moment, subtly heightened by the courteous 
him in pretty long experience ^ That being so, he names Thursday. phiases of personal reference imposed 
At this moment he is content acridly This unusiial tone ruffles the cultured by Parliamentaiy usage. In the wlnle- 
to surmise that Prince Arthur, equally smoothness of Prince ARniiR’s manner, heat of temper conventionalities might 

Ho don’t want to fight, have laded hut for interposition of Rld- 
hut by Jingo it he do’ uont) ahiL The Irish Members ha\c, 
Thursday is set apait for it seems, maiked Thursday as their own, 
WjjtK second reading of Appro- Have a lew woids to say on local matter^. 

. priation Bill, an oppor- Xot disposed to stand aside in order that 

tunity sacied to Mem- discussion may take place on a Vote of 
^ hers debiring to talk Censure implying situation of national 

V subject under thc peril. 

I I 4 i i a > Ixish leader making this clear, 

\AL-AA “The right hou. gentle- the interval afforded Prince Arjhir 

/ • man,” he said, flinging a opportunity of resuming command o\er 

i " / A scornful gesture towards himself. When he again interposed he 

1 . h ^ w the Treasury Bench, had recovered the manner almost of 

* j j I j whilst he looked round indifference with which he opened the 

‘ t ^ 1 1 cheers of hib sup- conversation. Storm liz/Jed out with 

J\ porters, “is giving not commonplace suggestion that settlement 

precise day shall be deferred till 

.r i time, to the Vote of Cen- to-morrow. 

jT j suie.” Nevertheless excitement still sim- 

/ ^ ^ ^ objection Pre- mered. Loniionderry, watching it from 

adr, increasing anger the Peers’ Gallery, was so peiturbed that 
— ** J Arhiur, dis- when he rose to leave he put on his hat, 

" itw covere<l fresh reason to a serious breach of privilege. Walked 

U rL W believe that there was nearly the full length of the Gallery ^ 

'F3). hurry in the matter, before a breathless messenger, catching | 

SJy “ The only alternative up with him, reminded him of his peril. 

A Sbmotjs Bbeack OF Pbiviutod. House now thoroughly House of Lords, Tuesday . — Noble 

Lord Londondeny walks out in 7tuAat/ roused. Cheers and Lords are legislative half-timers. Not 


^ J< A 


-i 






A SlQUOaS BBEiOII OF Pbiviupge. 
Lord Londoudeny walks out in 7tu htu ! 
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taking care that it should not be 
mislaid, “there is about it a — ^what 
shall I say?— a not unlpppy mixture 
of responsibility and action. There is 
Asquilii standing at top of marble 
staircase at the National Liberal Club, 
crying ‘ Havoc ! ’ I can almost see 
and hear him. Sort of remark one 
would make in the circumstance'^. Then 
down the staircase, scornful of the lift, 
come the dogs of war, bounding out on 
to Embankment, to make short work of 
LvNSDOWNf, Prince Arthur, a%d the lest 
of them.” 

“ It would make an admirable fresc o,‘ 

I suggested, “ like those in corridor be- 
tween Houses of Lords and Commons. 
Would also look well in entrance-hall of 
Club.” 

“Ah!” said Carrington, walking off 
(though I fancy ho was not displeased at 
the idea), “ that is not a matter for me to 
suggest.” 

Business done . — Talk of boycotting in 
Ireland. 

House of Commons, Thursday . — 
Across the troubled scene of angry 
controversy and threats of Vote of 
Censure trips a figure which bestows 
upon it a pastoral air. Dressed in rough 
homespun, the skirt cut short enough to 
display the thitk-shod but not over-sized 
shoes, with the-glow of country air and 
life on her innocent countenance, the 
maiden paces the thoroughfares of 
Clapham and the Boule^^ards of Brixton. 
On her arm, open to full inspection, 
is a basket, in which repose delicate 


foreign colleague (in lahbinical raiment of 
f>orK) makt^s a staitling .ippearance over the 
cltK'k 

enough work to serve full round of 
week. Ho they make holiday on 
Mondays, and when on other days they 
sit do not prolong occasion beyond the 
limit of half an hour. C.vrrington 
looked in on his way to dinner at 
National fjiberal Club. In fine form, 
high spirits. 

“ You recognise, Toby, dear boy,” he 
said, “ the extreme difficulty of giving 
fresh turn to prolonged discussion. 

We ’ve had this naval scare kept up for ' rolls of fresh butter, half concealed by 
exactly a week. PI cods of 
argument and eloquence from 
platform and press have 
drenched it. Must allude to 
it in speech to-night; seems 
nothing left for one to say. 

But you know how bright 
thoughts flash on the virgin 
mind. Walking down here 
this afternoon idea came to 
me. Jotted it down. Don't 
mind if I read the passage to 
you?” 

" On the contrary, de- 
lighted.” 

“ Well, here it is. It ’s the 
peroration, don’t you know? 

There ’s a lot before I lead up 
to it: *When the PRIMU 
Minister cries ‘ Havoc ! ’ to the 
Tory Party, then wDl the Na- 
tional Liberal Club let slip 
the dogs of war.’ That’ll 
fetch ’em, don’t you think? ” 

“‘Fetch ’em?”’ I re- 
sponded enthusiastically. “ I 
can see them being carried 
out in couples.” 

“ Seems to me,” added his 
lordship, carefully folding 
up the scrap of paper, and 




** Everybody knows the hon. member fills a considerable space in 
the literary world.** (Laughter and ** Hear, hear.’*)— Mr. Speaher. 

(Mr. Hilaire Belloc.) 


“‘Then v^ili the National Liberal Club let 
slip the doge, of war.* That *11 fetch ’em, don’t 
you think ? ” 

(Eail Carrington, KG) 

dainty linen wraps . Also there are eggs, 
each one stamped with yesterday’s date 
in testimony of its birthday. 

“ Where are you going to, mv pretty 
maid?” 

“ I ’m going to sell my mother’s butter 
and ber fresh-laid eggs,” she answers. 
“ They are from our own farm, situated 
in Battersea, left us by a fond father, 
carried off suddenly owing to 
a kick in the back by a cow 
’ when he was filling a pail at 
the pump.” 

What can you do? Why, 
you buy all the butter and the 
eggs in the basket, with diffi- 
culty carrying them home, 
whilst the little one, grate- 
fully smiling, runs off to the 
laim for a fresh supply. 

Such is the picture con- 
jured up by Celtic fancy for 
the delight of a sympathetic 
House. Kilbride is the artist. 
When with deft brush he has 
dashed the pictuie on the 
canvas and Members are 
thinking of strolling ouk Clap- 
ham way, he paints it out 
and presents another. Those 
objects looking like what 
David James in Our Boys used 
to call “pats of Dosset” are 
really margarine. The fresh 
eggs come from the Continent 
in a crate. The whole thing 
is, in short, a fresh injustice 
to Iieland, whose eggs and 
butter are, so to speak, 
whipped out of the market. 
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SIGNS OF THE TIMES. 

Dejected Cabman “ Hansoms arc going ciid\p to-night, Sir ” 


SraACHEY, on behalf of Board of 
Agriculture, undertakes to look into the 
matter. 

Bitsiness done . — ^Appropriation Bill 
read second time. 

HOW TO DISARM OPPOSITION, 

[“ Don’t let yourself be disturbed by criti- 
cism. . . . Those uho criticise in the news- 
papers are often one-sided persons, dominated 
by prejudice. If I were to leave Germany one 
day and go to tlie other end of the world, 
Germany would perhaps be surprised and ask 
my pardon for much.” -Deport oj conrersaLwn 
of the German Emperor In Center's I'ehgram 
from BerUriy March 22.} 

Similar reports about other Dis- 
tinguished Persons, though not yet 
to hand, are hourly anticipated as 
follows : — 

Mr. WiNfi'roN’ CnuRCiiiLL, addressing 
an audience of Pacifists in the Lecture 
Theatre at Garrod’s Emporium on Satur- 
day last, s dd that for fifteen years he 
had been impervious to calumny. Still 
he could not help feeling that if he were 
to quit England and go to the South 
Pole his enemies might in time come to 


have a kindly feeling towards him — if 
he remained there. 

Mr. Victor Graysoh, interviewed in 
his favourite Restaurant, said that 
in the long run the fatuous and malig- 
nant criticism of which he was the 
object would recoil on the heads 
of his blatant and overfed calum- 
niators It was the privilege of martyrs 
to be misunderstood. Even in the 
Colne Valley detraction had reared its 
poisonous crest. If he were to quit the 
sordid political arena at Westminster 
and emigrate to Tibet, England would 
undoubtedly regard him with widely 
different feelings, 

Mr. QcoiiGB Alexander, speaking at 
a political meeting at the Paddington 
Baths on Friday, observed that he said 
ditto to the GfaRMan Emperor on the 
subject of criticism. Dramatic critics 
were often purblind creatures, and had 
no sense of perspective or eye for sar- 
torial elegance. He had suffered much 
at their hands, but he bore them no 
I malice. Sometimes, in moments of de- 
pression, he had thought of starting 
afresh in Alaska or Manchuria or the 


Grand Sahara. In the last-named dis- 
trict, however, he understood that the 
natives did not wear or appreciate the 
beauty of trousers. Still it would be a 
noble task to extricate and ele\»ate them 
from this benighted condition. He felt 
certain that if he were to leave England 
one day and bury himself in the pur- 
I lieus of Timbuctoo, M. P&.issier would 
he surprised and Mr. Brcrbohm Tree 
might shed a tear. On the other hand 
it was possible that he mightn’t. 

Speaking at an open-air meeting near i 
the Great Wheel at Laxey, in the Isle of 
Man, Mr. Hatx Caine said he sympa- 
thised deeply with the German Emperor, 
whose sentiments expressed his own 
feelings with extraordinary precision. 
Genius inevitably exasperated the com- 1 
mon herd, and was often driven into 
exile in self-defence. As Gibron said, 
“Conversation may enrieli the intel- 
lect, but solitude is the true school for 
genius,” and he had serious thougiits of 
putting this dictum to a practical test 
(iSV)jSGtio?i.) For twenty years cer- 
tain critics liad systematically and con- 
sistently belittled his achievements. He ^ 
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had endured this ordeal with patience 
and ill contemptuous silence. But there 
I was a limit in all things, and he often 
I wondered what England would think if 
I he were pennanently to take up his resi- 
d.mce in the Antipodes. (Great emotion, 

I during ichkh sercral 'prominent Man:c- 
I men icere reinoml In a fainting comli- 
' f/on.'i At any rate, he felt sure that 
IMr. HEiNEMAirar woidd be surprised and 
I Mr. A. B. VAI.KLCY would be smitten 
with remorse. But after all, Australasia 
deserved some return for her generous 
offer of Dreadnoughts (Continued emo- 
tion, during icJiieh the Great Wheel was 
profoundly moved.) 


KENTISH FIRE-LIGHTS. 

(By Tiberius Mudd.) 

The statement that the MS. 
of the first volume of Mr. De 
Moroan’s new novel runs to 
; 180,000 words has excited some 
I singularly irrelevant comment in 
I certain quarters."^ Perfect conden- 
i sation no doubt is a good thing, 
but it is not within the power of 
everybody to compass it. For 
however short we may be, there 
will always be one Shorter. 

A strange but unconfirmed ra- 
mour is going the round of Fleet 
Street thatTAr.' Thomas Wright is 
engaged on a Biography of Dr. 
Robertson Nicoll. On hearing 
this a witty member of the Omar 
Eliayydm Club observed that he 
supposed the illustrations would 
be Kicoll-plated. 

A correspondent writes to point 
out the remarkable coincidence 
that both parts of* Mr. -Mobley 
Roberts’s name are now borne by 
peers. In this context I may pcant 


to catch the bouquet whose discharge 
AT THE PLAY. from the window was to be the signal for 

“The Noble Spaniard.” flight. During these regrettable dis- 

Take away from the women their Vic- tractions we mainly velied for our fun 
torian costumes (if I may say so without on^Miss Fanny Brough ; and, indeed, her 
offence) and withdraw from Mr. BLvwtrey characteristic ^ humour of voice and 
the privilege of dropping his h’s, face, the familiar eloquence of her hands, 
and there would be little left in Mr. the unfamiliar motions she imparted to 
Maugham’s pot-boiler at the Royalty cririoline and flounce, were a pure joy. 
to explain his popularity as a play- For the rest, it was 'rather dull and 
wright. Save for one novel fea- obvious work. The dialogue,' especially 
ture, The Noble Spaniard belongs to of the women, was often thin to the 
the hallowed category of Palais-Royal point of emaciation, and when there 
farces, duly bowdlerised for British con- was good stuff in it, it was ’generally 
sumption.*^ The novdty is provided by confined to one side, while the other 
Mr. Hawtrey in the tide rdle. For once had to be content with trivial inter jec- 

tions. That intelligent actress, 
Miss Kate Cutler, was not very 
happily suited in the part of a 
merry widow who appeared to 
appreciate very heartily — even 
perhaps above its actual merit — 
humour of 'th^“ situations in 
' which she* found herself, but was 

allowed to contribute very little of 
Swete, who 
got up after the siihilitude of 
- Thackeray, has also "-bad more 
^ likely parts to play. For all his 

profpund knowledge of stage 
f 1 ' technique, I seemed to trace a 
touch of the amateur in his acting. 
0-^ the. othera, ,Mr. Leon Lion 
chance he had in 

Altogether, a rather negligible 
Km worthy of Mr. 

^(c M augham’s reputation.' But this 
Ik I pot prevent its being a 


Lady Proadfobb (Miss Fanny Brough) cherishes^ the 
illusory hope that the Duke of Hermanos (Mr. Hawtrey) 
has designs on her virtue. 


A correspondent writes to point V tjji^ Daily Telegraph announces 

Lady Proudfobb (Miss Fanny Brough) cherishes the ^at at the banquet of welcome to 
that both parts or Mr. -Mobley illusory hope that the Dw/ce o/ Henna?ios ^r. Hawtrey) be offered to tbeColonialjournal- 
Roberts’s name are now borne by has designs on her virtue. ' ists on the 5th of June, “the 

peers. In this context I may pcant . Earl of Rosebery will propose 

out that Jimho, Mr. Algernon Black- he plays something approaching to a the on'e speech of the evening.” Yes 

tool’s new book, has not an elephant character part ; he has almost to be but who will make it ? 

for its hero. somebody else than himself ; he has ^ 

i . even to borrow a voice. Towards this ,, . 

Mr WmjAH HEiNEiiiOT Just ^ loan I fa^ied at times tlaat Mr. Tube thising iriS the Sn3l buSherr^Z KSi; 
turned from a ]Ourney m India. Mr. bad contributed a trifle. . and does, rule the roast whenever he chooses 

John Long, on the other hand, always Grandees of Spain are so rarely to exercise his power.” 

travels in Wales. accessible to alien observation and so In these words a correspondent in the 

seldom may be studied in the pursuit of Glasgow Herald gets the butcher’s cham- 

Bronte, as my readers are doubtless British widows at watering-places in the pion neatly in tlie best end of the npck 

well aware, is the Greek for “ thunder.” Pas-de-Calais, that I must credit Mr. 

It is pleasant to know that in view of Hawtrey with evolving his Duke of , Maxims for the Forces, 
his employing a tomtruophone in the Jtlermanos out oi bis own head. It was » ^ o 

score of Ills ww s^tiphony, M. Pade- a ddightful creation, and he kept it up eviuln%^K“theUxk^®M^M 
rewski has been elected an honorary with a<lnurabie consistency and restraint, corpora saan: *^—Dimdee Evening I'elegraph 
member of the Wuthering Asinmum. S^ong as he was on the ^age all went which he should translate as “ Ahealthy 

« T“irr. 

rtom“ i. ttTbS 

Oeyion . weapons for their destruction ; collecting wieldiug the bacon.” — Bet ford Times. 

“Once your kind iasjjectiou solicited for a post-horses for the purpose of an elope- This must be the prize flitch from 

trial, sad then our execution will be agreeable.” meat; waiting outside on the sea front Dunmow. 
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ONCE BITTEN. 

Au Ode to Nature in Spring, by a Furnipr Victim 

Nature, you deceitful charmer, 

Bidding long-haired poets roam 
(This anno} s the local farmer) 

O’er the incense-breathing loam ; 

Let mo tell you how your footling 
Conduct has deterred from tootling 
One who sits in motley annour, 

Writing doggerel at home. 

Long ago, when early spring-tide 
Came to glad the woods and hills, 
Tighter was my tuneful string tied. 
Throbbing with melodious thrills ; 

I would take excursion tickets 
Just to watch your blooming thickets, 
Hoping (if they weren’t extinct) Pd 
See some Naiads near the rills. 

What occurred ? I wore a trim bow 
(Meant to match the boughs) of green ; 
lightly clad, with arms akimbo, 

Felt a oneness with the scene ; — 
Then there came a sleety blizzard, 

Froze the stanzas in my gizzard. 

And I cast them to the limbo 

Of the odes that might have been. 

Even now, when dusk embraces, 

Like a paU of fragrant soot, 

Hollow glens and open spaces, 

I should like to go and put 
Mine amongst the lips that flatter 
Faun and nymph and hoofed satyr. 
Were it not that grassy places 
Get so dampish underfoot. 

Diyads might behold me gaping 
Through the boughs— my bowler off ; 
Pan himself, a herdsman aping, 

Whistle from some water-trough ; 
Who can say ? ^ But, if the night dew 
Caught me coming home (and quite due), 
Nothing could prevent my shaping 
For a nasty spell of cough. 

Therefore if my pipe be scrannel, 

If my music fails to fill 
Forest grove and river channel, 

Nature, do not take it ill : 

Think with how sublime (if vague) an 
Ardour to be dubbed a pagan, 

Long ago, in lightish flannel, 

I sustained a heavy chill. 



Boat Bace BTotes. 


MlifiiiBluiyiwiB 


It is understood that this year, in 
I order to avoid any possible misconstruc- 
I tion of his action, the Kaislr will wire 
I his congratulations to the winning crew 
i through the medium of Sir Inward 
j Grey. 

! The Old Lady who was told last year 
^ that she could see the race “ from the 
bank ” is not likely to repeat the expe- 
riment. She took up a strong position 
in Threadneedle Street, but saw practi- 
cally nothing of the race. 


A FURTATION IN TRIOLETS. 

I. 

Her eyes ^-ow so kind 
As we sit out the dance 
That I Ve more than a mind — 
Her eyes grow so kind ! — 

Just to risk it, and find 
If for my sake, perchance, 
Her eyes ^ow so kind 
As we sit out the dance. 


She tells me to go, 

But her eyes bid me stay. 
Shall 1 linger, although 
She tells me to go? 

Her face is aglow, 

And, half-taming away, 


She tells me to go. 

But her eyes bid me slay. 

II r. 

As I knew, more or less, 

She was only a flirt. 

She enjoyed my distress, 

As I knew, more or less. 

But I ’in bound to confess 
That I cannot feel hurt, 

As I knew, more or less, 

She was only a flirt. 

“Lost, Tuesday 23rd inst, dark brown ears, 
dropped.” 

An advertisement in The Evening News, 
which the sub-editor with contemptible 
pusillanimity puts under the heading, 
“ Too late for classification.’’ He might 
at least have had a shot. 
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eponymous liberty sbe desires. Whether, after this, young 
/MID Rnni/lMn-nprmF ladies should still be permitted to pursue tlie Bacchanal 

' 7 \ course of Honour Moderations at Oxford, must be left to the 

(By Mr. Punch's Stajf of Learned ClerlxS.) heads of their colleges to decide. 

Ik presenting Cflmiwcs 0 / f/ie TuenfiVs (CoNSTABtc), Mr. _ . _ ~7", ,, 

Toikhue does not attempt to elucidate them by comment. The Alternative (Hutohinson) deals with a problem 
That is wise, since the bare record of historic facts suffices nearly as old as the dilemma which troubled the prince 
to enable the modern reader to realise something of the of doubters. To be wed or not to be wed, whether 
actuality of those good old times. The period dealt with ’tis wiser in a girl to suffer the slings and arrows of 
fitllows the course of the reign of the last and urorst of the an outrageous mother s tongue, or, in the arms of a man 
Georges. It is illumined with some great names, as Cankirg, with a past whom she only tolerates, to set ^il on the 
Wellikotox, Brougham, Eldon, RonERT Peel, Palmerston and perilous seas of matrimony—that, for poor Zafe Heriot, was 
Pitt. But for the most part-public and social life being the question. Sbe ought to have been the happy wife of her 
tainted at the fountain head— the dramatis 2 erso77ce are a cousin and boy-lover, Kit Lyeh But he went away to seek 
sorry lot. The man behind the throne— leally a decent person his fortune, and never told his love, except in a letter which 
as times went— was the King’s^— JTate’s mother took good ca,re 


that wxrup three hours. 

One familiar with the habits \ 

and position of statesmen of 

to-day rea^s with amaze- y 

usually assumed by Cvnning 

towards such a man as George 

rV. Even the Duke of Wel- V 

LiVGTON stately 

gested a nimrad in the neigh- ^ 

bourhood of the spine, in the 
closet of a sovereign whose 
familiar instruments were 

the ex-accoucheur Knighton, ^ n 

literally fiddled his way into ^ 
ro^al fiivour. The book casts 

piiv was in the making. 

Mo<g.OiO 

The KmqhVa Horse {after a hmy day hiicnt in liberating distressed 
piefers It, a reed) to pick damseh, mrious other cxploks). 
with the author of Syrinx going to do now I ” 

([Ieinem vnn). On page 4, Mr. — 


Kate's mother took good care 
should not reach her. So she 
married the other man, and 
lived unhappily ever after, the 
victim of a long tragedy of 
lies. To help her to be loyal 
to her marriage-vow. Kit, on 
his return, lied — ^magnificently 
— about the purloined letter. 
To free herself from her hus- 
band, when his passing fancy 
had turned to abiding hatred, 
she falsely pleaded guilty to 
infidelity with her cousin, who 
had died in her arms To 
gain his private ends her hus- 
band pretended not to believe 
her self-accusation, and then 
for the rest of her life acted 
towards her a daily and hourly 
lie of jealous revenge. And 
as for the mother, she was a 
liar from the beginning to 
the end, with no particular 
motive but vulgar spite. 
Lastly, I myself was sorely 
tempted to — ^well, to a sup- 
pressio veri, for fear of deter- 
ring possible readers of Mrs. 
A. F. Slade’s powerful and 
moving story by seeming to 
paint it in too gloomy colours, 
but I have refrained. Yet, 
sad as the book is, it is hu- 
manly and artistically de- 
lightful. Its people and the 
tilings they do and the lies 


IjAI'rekce NoRnr’s heroine, whose name is Aspasla, starts they tell are so very true to life. 

<] noting S vppho aloud in the siimmerdusk, and this mental exer- 

cise she repeats at inten-'-als during the book. On page 5, a One does not usually search for mystery in a suburban 
gentleman leaning over a gate embowered with roses compli- back-garden. The only kind I have ever seen, when snatch- 
ments her on using the original Greek, and she responds : ing a hinder view of other people’s houses from a passing 
“ There are no possible translations.” After this contemptu- train, have been the ghostly mysteries of human garments or 
ous pedantry on the part of Mias J/errfcft (that was A^paaia’s I household linen distorted into unfamiliar shapes upon a 
other significant name), 1 think it rather noticeable tliat all clothes-line. But Mr. Edgar Jepson flies higher than the 
the Sipphics printed in this volume are in English. As for prosaic piUow-case or pyjamas; nothing less than a san- 
the plot, it may be called daring. Aspasia is apparently un- guinary altar and full sacrificial rites, with real human 
decided throughout the earlier part of the story as to whether blood and rogues rampant, will satisfy him in The Mystery 
she should marry BdbeH Akcnslde, a pedantic Oxford of the Myrtles (Hutchinson). Nor, I admit, when once 
don (she was at Lady Margaret’s Hall herself), or throw all engrossed in the story, would anything less have satisfied 
convention to the winds and attempt to live up to her pagan me. I forgot its wild improbability, and forgave even the 
name. She sits ” for Syrinx to a sculptor of no morals but weak love-scenes, in the comfortable conviction that, after 
great genius, and finally, after an affair with Maurice all, Tooting might possess its Thugs and Brixton its head- 
iMlcham, a young painter, marries an Italian professor hunting Borneans, On the whole, tihe best sensational 
of sixty, who, it is to be presumed, will allow her the * novel I have happened on for a long while. 
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OMARlt/ARlA Metropolitan Water Board/’ 

UrIAKlYAKIA. reports Dr. Beaton. And yet we have 

We Germans,” says Chancellor heard complaints that it now lacks body, 
Bulow, desire to create our naval and is therefore not so sustaining as it 
armaments solely for the protection of used to be before its quahty was changed, 
our coasts and our trade.” Well 

perhaps, if Tariff Reform comes, there Now that an aunt has been sent to 
will be less trade for them to protect, prison for cruelty to her niece, the 
and then the matter will right itself. N.S.P.C.C. is being urged by a large 
*:*!* number of nephews to take proceedings 

Dr. Maonamaea wishes us, please, to against a large number of uncles for 
remember “that the defence of his callous neglect of theh duty in regard 
country is just as dear to the Radical to tips, 
as to the Tory.” Quite so, but perhaps 

the Tory is not quite so frightened of While proceeding to a fire last week, 
its dearness. a couple of fire-brigade horses dashed 

*** ^ into the window of a chemist’s shop in 

The General Council of the Bar is the City. It is thought that the intelli- 

asking for additional — — — . 

High Court Judges. 

The Government, how- 
ever, cannot spare the 
money, and an appeal 
may have to be made 
to the Colonies. 

* 

“Authors earn good 
money — ^if they are good 
authors,” remarked 
Judge Edgus last week. 

Our sad experience is 
tliat it is the bad authors 
whose books seR best. 

♦ 

A forthcoming pub- 
lication, entitled The 
Cat m Kislory^ Legend ^ 
and Ai% is announced. 

Will it, asks a vulgar 
anti-Suffragette, contain 
a chapter on “ The Oat 
in Politics”? 

* 

It looks as if Musical 
Comedy can make as i 
many widows as brides. 

Miss Emmy Weiiusn, SPECIAL MOTOR-CARS. 

who made her bow IV. -Fob Recbuiting Ofpicees, 

last week, is the sixth _ — — 

“ Merry Widow ” who has appeared gent beasts realised that they would get 
at Daly’s Theatre. remedies there for the cuts caused by 

the broken glass. 

Yet another new dancer ! The latest 

arrival threatens to improve on those The gentleman who wrote to The 
who came before. She dances, we are Observer the other day to point out that 
told, on a darkened stage, “ in a little Tariff Reform would benefit British 
patch of lime-light.” Only this, and artists, should really not have referred to 
nothing more? us as being at present “the artless 

* 4 s* prey ” of others. 

“ The lower limb below the knee is ♦:it* 

beautiful,” says The Tailor and Gutter, Lady Pender, speaking at the annual 
“ and why men should be ashamed of meeting of the Battersea Home, sug- 
it is past our comprehension.” This gested the imposition of a small tax on 
sweeping innuendo against our sex will puppies “ as soon as tl eir eyes are open.” 
not bear looking into. Have Bishops, As this, however, would necessitate an 
for instance, any more false shame than Inland Revenue official watching over 
Ballet Girls ? the cradle of every puppy in the king- 

dom, we fear that the Government will 

“Loudon water has improved im- say that the proposal is impracticable 
mensely since the companies handed it on the ground of expense. 


WWrm 

m 





at Daly’s Theatre. 


“ For the women of all countries the 
theatre sets the fashion,” says 'The 
Express, The Bee-hive Ilat, we guess, 
originated at the Opera Comique. 

* 

The individual who was charged with 
shop-lifting at Selfridge’s the other day 
is of the opinion that the Ideal Stores 
have not yet made their appearance in 
spite of St itements to the contrary. 

QUESTIONS OP HEALTH. 

The Lancet, we observe, has discovered 
that honeysuckle (like the bee) is some- 
times poisonous. A correspondent, who 
assumes the original name of “Pater- 
familias,” has noticed it too, and has 

sent us an indignant 

letter on the subject of 
The I/ttwcet’a discoveries. 
“This journal,” he says, 

“ keeps on dribbling out 
its alarming facts ; has 
not the time come for 
the nation to rise and 
demand af ull and imme- 
diate statement of the 
whole truth?” 

Our correspondent i 
j yV/yk g" proceeds to put a num- 
ber of “ plain, blunt 
questions ” to The 
Lancet, Unfortunately 
we are rather crowded ; 
this week, and have not ! 
seen our way to give ] 
the seven -and -a -ball 
columns that they would 
occupy. But we select 
a few questions in which 
we also are interested, 
and we wait for a 
reply : — 

Does cocoa cause 
cancer? 

Is tobacco all that it 
has not yet been de- 
1 dared to be ? 

Is wool the worst thing to wear next I 
the skin ? 

Does ozone cause pulmonary disease ? 

Is bread-and-milk explosive ? 

Is the daily newspaper a source of 
contagious and infectious disease? and 
ought we only to read it in gloves and a 
respirator ? 

Is it really as beneficial to burn coal 
as to swallow it? 

Docs a vegetarian diet, after all, foster 
the military spirit? 


A case for the Scottish Temperance 
League : — 

At a conference of delegates of the Scottish | 
1 Miners' Federation jn Glasgow yesterday, it ! 
was decided to hold a national demonstra- 
tion at Stirling on July 2 to celebrate the 
, inangiiration of the tigtit-honrs* day." — 
UloHyoio Herald, 


TOL. oxxxn. 
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FORTUNE AND FOLLY. 

[Tlxp aiitlior of tlie following Great Thouglits on. Gambling, wiitten in 
imitation of Lord Aveburi*s Stestwork, Pifaec attd Happhiess, admits 
that he has done this kind of thing lie fore ; but then so has Lord 
A\rBURY. The e\igence8 of space demand that his name should be 
written thus, tout euiirtt without the modest list of fifty degrees and^ 
distinctions which appear on the title-page of his book.] ✓ 

The love of money has been described by a Christian 
miter as “ the root of all evil,” and the Pagan poet, Ovid, 
gave it as his opinion that riches were “ Imtamenta 
7 naJonm ^' ' In more recent times the following apostrophe 
was addressed to wealth : — 

“ Money, thou bane of bliss, and soiuce of woe ; 
and another poet recognised a truth which is now almost 
universally accepted when he said that 

“ Riches cannot rescue from the grave, 

^Vhieh claims alike the monarch and the slave." ® 

On the other hand, many authorities have regarded wealth 
as a blessing, even though in disguise. Oliver Qoldsmitii 
made the observation that 

" Wealth imparts 

Convenience, plenty, elegance and arts." 

And the author of Don Qulrote^ wrote: — 

“ El mejor ciinieuto en el mundo es el dinero.” ® 

“Money is the man,” was the saying of Pindar (the original 
being in Greek) ; and an English writer went so far as to 
assert that “ Money makes the mare to trot,” ® thus contend- 
ing that the benefits of wealth are not confined to the human 
race. 

Much depends upon how you come by your wealth. 
'Horace gave this advice : “ Make money ; honestly, if you 
can ; but make it somehow.” This was, of course, satirical. 

One of the best ways of making money is by the honest | 
sweat of the hand or brow. Thus obtained, it is less liable 
to be thrown away carelessly. Many rich men who began 
as labourers will agree with Romeo when he said that 
“ parting is such sweet sorrow,” ^ 

One of the worst ways of making money is by gambling. 
The Dutch have a proverb, “ Ligt gehomen, ligt gegaan,'' ® 
of wluch the converse does not seem to be equally true. 

There is a very beautiful spot, called Monte Carlo, situated 
on the Mediterranean Sea, where 

“ Every i^rospect pleases 
Aud only man ib vile.” ^ 

People have been known to vihit this watering-place fur 
tlie purpose of gambling against the “bank,” “Bank” is 
perhaps a misleading term. “I know a bank” called 
Kobabts, Lubbock & Co., and I am the head of it, but we ai'e 
in no way associated with the management of the “ bank ” 
at Monte Carlo. 

Horace speaks, in one of his Latin Odes, of country-folk 
reclining on a “ shady bank {imhvosa jv'pa).” I should hesitate 
to apply this invidious epithet to the bank at Monte Carlo. 
I am told that here, as in other haunts of vice, lionesty is 
found to be “ the best policy.” 

At the same time, if there were no folly in the world to 
take advantage of, the “occupation” of the bank, like 
Othello'it, would be “gone.” “ “A fool and his money be 
soon at debate.” And Gay remarked : 

“ Could fools to keep their owa contrive, 

On what, on whom, could gamesters thrive ? " 

vStrangely enough, perfect propriety reigns in the gambling- 
room of the Casino, as it is caUcd. It is in a work entitled 

* Incentives to evil.*- (Jeorge IIcr])ert. ® Dryden. * Cervantes. 

* The best foundation in ilie worhl k> wealth. • Wolcott. " Shakspeare. 

• Lightly yoine, lightly ® Bishop Holier. Shakspeare, Mid- 

summer Khjht*a Dream, ** British firoverb. Shakspeare. Thomas 
Tusser. 


Tom Jones, which I cannot recommend to the young of either 
sex, that we read: “Nor will Virtue herself look beautiful 
unless she be bedecked with the outward ornaments of 
decency and decorum.” And this would appear to be 
also true of certain forms of vice. 

Chance is perhaps the chief element in gambling, and 
many consider that the leading characteristic of chance is its 
uncertainty. The author of Paradise Lost grasped this fact 
when he spoke of chance as being “ fickle.” Yet there 
are some who rely upon its promises. The philosopher 
Empedocles, only a few minutes before he lost everything, 
except one slipper, in tbe crater of Etna, is said to have, 
observed : 

“ We lean upon the thought 
That chance -will bring us through.” 

The futility of this belief has been well enunciated by Sir 
Hirvm Maxim, and I hardly doubt but what his views are 
shared by his friend, Mr. Vickers, though the latter has not 
actually given them expression in print — not to my knowledge. 

Admittedly there is no fixed principle about the movements 
of chance. “ Fortuna meViores sequltur ” was the theory of 
Saixust, and thei*e is a common behef that “fortune favours 
tbe biuve.” But there is also a proverb to the effect that 

Fortuna favet fatuisJ'^^ Anyhow, one need never mn 
short of quotations to suit all cases. 

Sir Thomas Overbury, who flouiished in the 16th century, 
spoke of “the giddy wheel of fortune.” The phrase is 
peculiarly adapted to the game known as roulette, where a 
rotatory motion is given to the instrument of chance. No 
one can with any exactitude foretell what number will fall. 
Rory O^More recommended impair, meaning the odd 
numbers. 

** There ’s luck in odd numbers, says Rory 0*More.” ^ 

But according to the expert, Mr. Victor Beihel, the even 
numbers occur quite as often. 

Many prefer to put their money on zero, which is neither 
odd nor even, but equivalent to naught (0). Here they have 
the support of the brothers J vmes and Horace Smith, who 
wrote : 

“Tliinking is but on idle waste of thought, 

And naught is everything, and everyming is naught.” 

On the other hand the Latins had a proverb : Ex nihilo 
nihil fxtr^ 

There is one consoling thought to which Isaak Wai-ton 
gave utterance when he said: “No man can lose what he 
never had.” This is nearly always true, and especially 
applies to gambling where the bank refuses to accept your 
I.O.IJ. or promissory note. Yet to lose all the cash that 
you have about you is sometimes more than enough. 

Over the door of Hell the Italian poet, Dante, saw written 
the words : “ Lasciate ogni speranza, wi c7i’ entrateJ’ Over 
the door of the Salle du Jeu®* we might well aflSx the 
striking phrase of Montaigne: “Le ku ne vault pas la 
eliandeUe,^'^ 0. S. 

Heniy Fielding. Milton, Matthew Arnold. Fortune hacks 
up the better class of man. ^ British proverb. Fortune sides vdth 
fools. ^ iSamuel Lover. 21 Hejeetcd Addresses. ^ You can’t make any- 
thing out of zero. Abandon aU hope, oh ye who enter. ^ Gaming- 
room. 25 ipiip game is not woi*tli the caudle. 


Military Tactics. 

“The Lieut .-General Commanding the Division considers that the 
destruction of the Borer lieetle is so very important that he asks 
everyone to assist m exterminating them. They can be easily found 
on the trunks of trees at night time and can be killed by knocking 
them on the head with a stick.” 

Another way^ is to shave their heads and let them stay out 
in the chill night air till they catch their deaths of cold. 
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THE ELECTRIFIED UNDERGROUND. 

“Which do you pbetee, AuidiE— rAoiNO or bvck?” 

“ Well, you see, there *s no lnoike on this train, ir doesn’t very much matter.” 


TIPS FOR OUR TOTS: 

Or, How to Cube Harmful Habits. 

The imperfect physique of tlie present 
generation has long excited the anxious 
attention of educational experts. As 
prevention is notoriously better th^n 
cure, it is well that parents should 
always be on the watch for those care- 
lessly aejtuired habits which, if not 
checked in childhood, are only too apt 
to mar the mellowness of maturity. 

A great writer in one of our most 
strident contemporaries has recently laid 
stress on the deadly results of over-indul- 
gence in the hammock and the easy- 
chair. Nelson, Rodney, and Blake never 
slept in hammocks except under com- 
pulsion, and Hannibal, Alexander the 
Great, and Julius Ojssar never included 
armchairs in their camp equipage. 

But there are other habits equally 
deleterious in their effect on the stamina 
of our tots, titled and otherwise. Long- 
distance running, for example, in the 
case of children under ten, is distinctly 
to be deprecated. Lord Desbobough 
never ran a three-mile race before he 
went up to Oxford, and to this fact 
must be attributed his splendid mastery 
of the question of bimetallism. 


A similar warning needs to be ex- 
tended to those injudicious parents who 
encourage their children to indulge in 
motor-bicycling as an alternative to exer- 
cise in perambulators. Lord Wemyss, 
with a restraint that cannot be too 
highly commended, never mounted a 
motor-bicycle until his eightieth birth- 
day. 

Another question of vital and insistent 
urgency is this : Ought children under 
ten to be taken to supper at expensive 
restaurants after the theatre and the 
pantomime? On this point the best 
authorities are divided. Mr. E. H. 
Cooper, for example, favours the plan, if 
the company is carefully selected and 
the menxi judiciously chosen. On the 
other hand* Dr. 0. Salubry condemns the 
practice as leading to peevishness on 
the morrow. As he expresses it in a 
felicitous epigram: “Nothing is more 
chastening at the breakfast-table than a 
chippy child.” 

At a recent Congress of Infantologists 
held at Chicago one of the most inter- 
esting discussions was that on the 
subject of the best game for children. 
Dr. Abner Stoot advocated tip-cat. Pro- 
fessor Stanleyette Folsom championed 
‘the claims ol tiddledywlnks, but Mr. 


Volney Brasher carried the Congress 
with him by his irresistible plea on 
behalf of auction-bridge. As he 
pointed out, the words “ gambol ” and 
“ gamble ” are etymolo4<^lly connected, 
and therefore ethically identical. 

Again, there is the question of read- 
ing. Speaking broadly, though it is of 
course possible for a child to lead too 
much, the choice of books is infinitely 
less important than the adoption of a 
'proper position. Thus a child that 
reads Walter Scott in a cramped or 
twisted attitude must inevitably become 
U worse citizen than one that studies 
Casanova in a correct posture. 

Finally, how are we to combat the 
[tendency of most modern children to 
run to abnormal Aveediuess, instead of 
developing a compact well-knit figure V 

Can it be that they are not given 
enough gin in infancy ? 


From a Parish Magazine : — 

“ kfrs hoR enlisted the following people 

in jiolibhiwg the brasses of the church, and 1 
have to llxank them all for the very different 
appeoianee which they now present,” 


It seems to be messy work. 
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A man lias been found ass enongb to of two bntebers and several other trades- ! 

AN ENGLISHMAN’S NEW HOME take it. He is coming in soon. His men, simply by not going to them. No 
“Moviko into another house? Oh, London address is 4S, Pickwick Gate.” light matter for sensitive folk, 
that’s nothing,” they say. “And once A nod being as good as a wink to a And that is not all, for on the pre- 
\ oil ’re there* ” provincial tradesman, they all hurry to mises is a gardener with a large family 

* But let me tell you a little about it ; their desks and pen painful prose. This who counted upon being retained and 
for we are not yet within hailing distance prose began to find its way into my post- wore liimself out m zeal when we went to 
of moving, and my life is already a box very soon after. Mr. Bunch the view the house ; but unhappily he can- 
burden. butcher had heard a rumour (the not stay, because we have a gardener 

To begin with, there was the adver- literary artist !) that I had taken “ The already, and there is another broken 
tisement. That was sent off light- Fig-trees,” and might he have the honour heart! / v • i . 

heartedly enough : Wanted a house of serving me ? Nothing could equal Meanwhile the moving (which is 
with such and such accommodation; the excellence of his beef and the succu- “nothing’) and bills for new carpets 
must he in Dorset or Devon, Note lence of his mutton. Mr. Wishleigh, and sucli-like trifles are all before me 1 
the words I have thrown into italics, another butcher (butchers are much Biogenes, leud me thy tub ! 

It sounds simple and lucid : a . ■■■■■ = 


house with so many bedrooms and 
other rooms, so much land, and wu&t 
be in Dorset or Devon — ^the italics 
are again my very own. 

Then the replies began; agent 
after agent — or rather firms of 
agents, for no agent seems to have 
enough in him to stand alone — 
wrote sending desirable residences, 
unique residences, and old-world 
residences, and gentlemen’s resi- 
dences, not only in Devon and Dor- 
set, but all over the face of this 
England, this precious stone set in 
a silver sea. They came by every 
post, some accompanied by precious 
photographs, which we were im- 
plored to return at once. By every 
post they came. Had there been a 
Sunday post they would have come 
by that. One came even from 
Hampstead — an eigible home in 
the Vale of Health I 

Having found the house (in Dor- 
set) —and, stran<re to relate, one was 
found very quickly — stopped the 
advertisement and wrote politely to 
the principal agents, telling them 
that all need for excitement was 
over : I was suited. But do you 
think tliat deterred them? Not a 
hit. They still went on sending 
more and more particulars, more 
and more residences unique, and 
residences for gentlemen, and resi- 
dences desirable, and residences old- - 







“What’s that. Bill?” 

“Why, you juggins, it’s a Bishop.” 

“ Wot’s he wear a apron for?” 

“ ’ Spose ’e ’s one o’ them SurpRAGnTTE Bishops.” 


SOLO E TUTTI. 

The end of the Influenza Season 
being now at hand we are enabled 
to publibh for the first time a re- 
markable sermon preached by our 
vicar duiing the early portion of 
Lent. That we have not done so 
before is due to the fact that the 
state of high tension in the parish 
in question, occasioned by the 
weathei*, has only recently, since 
the rise in temperatui e, given place 
to the usual harmonious rdations 
between vicar and flock. 

The vicar, after alluding feelingly 
to the trying weather we had re- 
cently experienced, 1 emarked that it 
was at such times as these that we 
learnt to bear with greater kindness 
and tolerance tliose infirmities and 
shortcomings in others which ( cough) 
— ^which often caused us discomfort 
and annoyance and which (cough ) — 
which called for a gentle forbearance 
on our part (general coughing). He 
would say that perhaps (burst of 
coughing) — ^he would S'^y again 
(lengthy coTighing recitative from 
hack of church) — he would say again 
— ^for the third time (strong hron- 
chial disturbance from old gentleman 
in front pew) that at times like 
these it behoved those who pro- 
- fess Christian principles to caiTy 


world (what is an old-world residence?); the worst) had also heard a rumour, them into daily practice (couf^/i, coiujh, 
and then I wrote again and said I and might he have the privilege of cough). It required an heroic mind to 
really meant it, and gradually the sti earn purveying whatever meat it pleased me bear consistently (coughirig duet ending 
dwindled, although there are still little and mine to devour? Mr. Starcher, in general chorus) — ^he would repeat, to 
flickers of activity in it, and sometimes however, the third butcher in the town, hear (atlshoo!) — really this was in- 
two residences will come in in a day, either doubting his penmanship or he- tolerable I (General coughing ) He was 
and sometimes only one. lieving solely in the personal appeal, hound to say there were some things 

So far so good. The house was took train to London and actually called (burst of sneezing) which it was indeed 
niine. at Pickwick Gate twice in one day. hard to put up with. (Great coughing.) 

But then the successful agent — ^the Meanwhile were the grocers and He would go lurther and say they ought 
winner of this Marathon— began to get greengrocers and bakers of this little not to he put up with. (Spasmodic out- 
to work. I had never thought of it Dorset town idle? They were not break amongst choir.) Indeed he was 
before, but of course no one can live on They also were laying burdens on our not going too far (sneezing contest 
house-agency, and he must therefore postman’s back, and still are. Their- between two old ladies with coughing 
look around for auxiliary aids. What letters arrive daily. The result is that accompaniment) when he said that there 
he does, I gather, is this : be goes to his when we do move and are settled and were some people (cough) who came to 
commercial friends in the town and visit the little Dorset town we shall be church (atishoo) with the sole (cougfi ) — 
says, “I have let ‘The Fig-trees’ at last, conscious of having broken the hearts ,that was to say they came simply and 
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solely {cough, atishoo, atiahoo, cough) 
to annoy tlie clergyman with, an un- 
seemly dispLiy of noises fil/f 5. Eohlnson : 
teh4ch)—ol noises {teJi~tch ) — really lie 
must request that — er — person (fch-tch- 
fch) with a cold in the head either to 

sneeze or {Mrs, Eohinsoyt, forte, 

crescendo : At-ishoo oo !), Here he was, 
trying to inculcate — Qoiid and ohviously 
long resirahwd choynis of harks carrying 
all before it). The CoUection would he 
for ih.e (general bronchial outburai)—ior 
the Curates* Augmentation Fund. 


Bread bought ! 

[“ Lord C‘rewe at Leicester deprecated panic 
on the subject of the navy .” — Daily Paper 
“ Bull and blue and Mrs. Oiewe .” — Old Whig 
Toast^ 

“ No fleet ! ” he cried, with scornful lip ; 

“ By all that *s huff and blue, 

Why, Winston’s there for statesmanship, 
And I’m the nucleus Crewe.” 

At a wedding at Audlem, near Nantwich, 
the budegroom discovered tliat he had no 
certificate, and the wedding party waited for 
two hours while a man galloped a distance of 
four miles on horseback to ^srooure the necet*- 
bary document .” — Staffordshire Sentinel, 

Where’s your PnEiDimnES now? 


SPRING DAT BY DAY, 

(With sincere comj^ments in the 
right quarter,) 

April is now with us, the fickle month 
of smiles and tears. It is exceedingly 
improbable that anything can now pre- 
vent the cuckoo being heard, except by 
the very deaf.* “ That ’s the wise cuckoo,” 
as the poet said; “he sings his song 
a hundred times over, until you think 
he never can recover his self-respect 
again ! ” — a fine trope. SHAKhPCARE 
called the cuckoo the “bird of fear,” 
but Pou preferred the raven to that 
post: “ Bird, if bird thou art, or demon.” 
The bird of freedom is, of course, the 
sawin, as every reader of Bigloio knows ; 
but we have no sawins in England, 
like the bobolink, they are American. 

In April there is a distinct tendency 
on the part of human beings to change 
their plumage, and the streets of this 
dear grey city — “the city of dreadful 
night,” as poor Thomson called it— be- 
come more gay. The straw hat tarries 
till June, and* the white waistcoat is not 
yet conspicuous ; but the genus man will 
no doubt go through his wardrobe with 
some care in a day or two, lured thither 
liy tbe genial sun (“ the orb of day ”) to 


see if last year’s tweeds are fit for wear | 
this year, or if he must visit the tailor, j 
Spring of course is not in town what ! 
it is in the country. There are, for 
example, no clods in London, and clods, 
I can tell you, are de\ilish useful things ; 
when you have to make a quarter of a 
column of small print about this hack- 
neyed season every day. It adds I do 
not know what interest to the life of the 
farm to pull up a clover root and mark 
in nodules on the roots the massed colo- 
nies of such organisms, robbing tlie air 
of its gases and giving them to the 
roots to feed on. But this, of course, 
you can’t do in London. There is, how- 
ever, no reason why you should not, like 
M. Zola when in exile here, hiint for 
hairpins (which I might by a poetical 
figure call the plovers’ eggs of the city ; 
at any rate they are to be found only on 
the ground). These fall in great pro- 
fusion at aE times of the year, but 
never with more abandon than in the 
merry merry spring-time. 

PcBBLV Tom. 


The Best Story of the Week* 

“It is much rarer for a woman to mwy 
outside her own class tlian it is for a man.” — 
PHaeh and White, 
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TO AN OLD BAT. 

When Vesper trails her gown of grey 
Across the lawns at six or seven. 

The diligent ohserver may 
{Or may not) see, athwart the Ueaven^ 

A sniidl marsupial on the icing. Well, that 
Is (prohahlij) a Bat .... 

In any ease I shall not sing of 

0 Willow, in oux hours of ease 

(That is to say, throughout the Winter), 

1 lake }ou sometimes on my knees, 

And, careWs of the frequent splinter, 

Caress jou tenderly, and sigh, and say, 

“ Ye gods, how long till May ? ” 

So, Willow, now that April’s here 
I do not sob for Spring to show its 

Pale tlaffodils and all the dear 
Ohl flowers that keep the minor poets ; 

I hail it just because a month (about) 

Will find You fairly out. 

Revered, beloved, 0 you whose job 
Is but to serve throughout the season — 

To make, if so it be, the Bloh, 

And not (thank Heaven I) to ask the reason — 
To stand, like Mrs*. Hemans’ little friend, 

Undoubting to the end : 

Old Willow, what a tale to tell — 

Our steady rise, from small beginnings, 

-46 oco usqae — usqae — well, 

To 84, our highest innings ; 

(Ah me, that crowded hour of glorious lives — ^ 

Ten of them, all from drives !) 

Once only have you let me in, 

Through all the tonks we ’ve had together ; 

That time when, wanting four to win, 

I fairly tried to loot the leather — 

And lo I a full-faced welt, without the least 
Warning, went S.S.E. 

A painful scene. In point of fact 
1 ’m doubtful if I ought to hymn it ; 

Enough to say you went and cracked. 

And left me saying things like Dimmit 
(And not like “ Dimmit as I heard Slip call 
“ Mine ! ” and he pouched the ball. 

Do you remember, too, the game 
list August somewhere down in Dorset, 

When, being told to force the same. 

We straightway started in to force it . • . ♦ 
For half-an-hour or so we saw it through, 

And scratched a priceless 2 ; 

Or how the prayer to play for keeps 
And hang the runs, we didn’t need ’em, 

So stirred us we collected heaps 
With rather more than usual freedom : 

Fifty in fourteen minutes— till a catch 
Abruptly closed the match ? 

♦ « « 4c ♦ 

What memories ! Yet 1909 
May find us going oven stronger ; 

So, pouring out the oil and wine, 
lit ’s sit, and drink, a little longer ; 

Sere fo a decent average of 10 ! 

(Yours is the oil. Say when . . ,) 


When Morning on the heels of Night 
Pichs up her shroud at five and after, 

The diffident observer might 
{Or might not) see, beneath a rafter, 

A small marsupial upside down. Welt, that 
Is {possibly) a Bat . . . 

In ayiy case I have not sung of that. A. A. M. 

CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Ob, Little Arthur’s Road to Knowuedge. 

{Little Arthur, aged 12 ; Papa, aged 48.) 

Little Arthur. Papa, did you make a speech at the meeting 
last night? 

Papa. Yes, my boy, I proposed a vote of confidence in 
Lord Taplow, our new Candidate. 

L. A. Do you know Lord Taplow well, Papa? 

Papa. No, never saw him before. Fine upstanding young 
fellow, but nothing of a speaker. No choice of language. 
However, he ’ll leai-n as he goes along. 

L. A. I wish I could have heaid you speak, Papa. 

Papa. So you shall some day, when youfre a bit older. 
However, there^’s quite a decent report of the meeting in the 
Sentinel. You can read my speech in that. There, that ’s 
the place where I begin, where my thumb is. {Hands a 
paper to Little Arthur.) 

L. A. Tliank you, Papa. (He reads.) 

Papa. How do you hke it ? 

L. A. Oh, Papa, I think it splendid. Did you really say 
all that? 

Papa. Yesj and a good deal more too. It ’s not a verbatim 
report. 

L. A. No, Papa, May I read out some bits, Papa ? 

Papa (flattered). Certainly, my boy, certainly ; read away. 

L, A. Here’s a bit, Papa {reads aloud) : — In Lord Taplow 
tliey bad a man whose brilliant career was well known to 
them. Indeed they might say that they were all on terms 
of warm personal friendship with Lord Taplow, (Cheers) He 
himself (fhe speaher) had known Lord Taplow from his boy- 
hood up, and he was proud—; — But, Papa ! 

Papa. Yes, my hoy, what is it ? 

L. A. I thought you told me you never saw Lord Taplow 
before last night? 

Papa. Did I say that? 

L. A. Yes, Papa, you did. But in your speech you say 
you have known him from his boyhood up. 

Papa. Oh, of course that’s a — ^how shaR I describe it? — 
a fa^on de parley. 

L. A. What does that mean, Papa ? Something that ’s 
not quite true ? 

Papa. Of course not ; of course not. It ’s a way of putting 
things. It’s expected at public meetings. They all knew 
what I meant — ^and, besides, I have known quite a lot about 
Lord Taplow. Don’t you remember your mother reading 
out the account of his wedding a month or two ago ? 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I remember. Then I suppose if I ever 
speak at a public meeting I can say that I’ve known him 
from his marriage up. {He reads again.) “ If there could 
ever have been any possible doubt as to Lord Taplow’s 
fitness to represent them in the Council-chamber of the 
nation, his lordship’s brilliant and eloquent speech of this 
evening would have utterly dispelled it. Never in his (the 
speaker's) long experience had he heard political issues dealt 
with in so admirable a fashion. Nay, he would go farther. 
He could say without fear of contradiction that Lord Taplow’s 
speech was the most statesmanlike anybody in that room had 
ever listened to. (Loud ap^use. Lard Taplow smiling and 
shaking his head.)” I say, Papa, isn’t that—— 
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Papa. Wbat *s the matter now ? 

L Well, yon told me just now Loi d Taplow was nothing 
of a speaker, and he hadn’t got any choice of language. 

Papa (febtily). Well? 

L A. But il his speech was hrilliant and eloquent, and 
the most statesmanhke anybody ever 

Papa You *d better hand me back that paper. 

L A. Yes, Papa, in a minute. I suppose it was another 
faqon de mrler. 

Papa (desperately). Lord Taplow isn’t an oiator, of com so, 
but he’s veiy eftective, and that’s a veiy good test of 
eloquence and statesmanship. 

L A. Yes, Papa, I suppose so. I say, Papa, do you ie<.dly 
hate Mr. Cutts ? 

Papa. What a ridiculous question I Of course I don’t. 

L. /I. But, Papa, Mr. Cutts is a supporter of the present 
Go\ernment, and you said in your speech yesterday (reads) , — 
“ Of all the despicable Governments that had disgraced this 
country the present Government were the most despicable. 
By their conduct m pandering to extreme Socialism and in 
weakening the naval foices of the Kingdom they had 
incurred the contempt of every honest man. They and their 
suppoiters ought to be branded as traitors to their King and 
country ” That sounds splendid, Papa ; but if Mr. Cutts is 
a traitor, oughtn’t he to have his head chopped off^ 
Oughtn’t we to tell the police about him ? 

Papa. You mustn’t be so literal, my boy. 

L. A. No, Papa ; but if he ’s a traitor 

i Papa. That ’ll do. You can go now. 


The Journalistic Touch. 

“The Li\enool Echo* has now a positiou wIik h quite miiqne, 
having a 1 ugei nuinliei of adveitibeuientb tha^ an> othei e^ tniiig papei 
m Great Biitam ’* — Liiupool Echo. 

But you can fill a position which is quite unique” much 
more easily by having a smaller number of advertisements 
than any othci e\enmg paper in Gieat Biitam. 


A STew Thing in Loopholes. 

* The Go\eimiient’s -view, I uiidei stand, is that theie is still a loophole 
for negotiations with Genuany m legaid to a modification of die 
le&pectne iia\al piogiainmes of the two countries, and thjt to 
anuoimce deimitely that they weie going to Uy down die eight Die id- 
noughts within the coming twelve monlhb would be to clobc that 
loophole w ith a b mg Z/ n/i Times. 

“Fiom the middle of November to Fehiuaiy 3 tho paity had only 
two meals, including that on Chiistmas Doj (Hasgow Henild 

And then, according to another paper, they “found acrlche'^ 
We cannot bear to dwell on the picture. 

Under the heading “The Weary Titian’s Sons,’| The 
Toronto Qldbe prints a stirring article on the duties of 
Empire. From the reference to Titian it seems that Canada 
at any rate does not intend to cut the painter. 

“la the semi-final round for the ‘Arthur Dunn’ Memorial Cup, Old 
Mabemian**, for the first time, defeated Old Malvemians (tho holders of 
the trophy ).*’ — Westminster Oazette, 

We hope the vanquished will hand over the cup with a good 
grace. 
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CELEBRITIES OF THE RAILWAY 
WORLD. 

I. 

3m Eisby lives ia a little house with 
one window and sells cardboard. He 
deals in three colours, never varies the 
size of the piece, and has 4,532 varia- 
tions of price. A personal friend of his, 
also in the business, has composed a 
little poem on a collateral subject, in- 
different perhaps in point of rhyme, but 
striking in metre : — 

Save Money, 

Avoid Delay, 

Buy 

Strip Tickets. 

Unfortunately the composer of those 
lines practises on a tube railway, and 
those tube fellows will, as Ben Kirby 
rightly remarks, say anything. 

“ Good morning, Ben,” said 1. “Have 
you any cardboard ? ” I 

“ Where do you want to go to ? ” he 
asked in-elevantly. 

“I don’t want to seem rude,” I 
answered, “ but surely that is my busi- 
ness. What have you got ? ” 

“Ited, white and green,” he answered 
more sensibly. 

** I will have eighteen-pennyworth of 
tlie green,” I said. 

II. 

Harold Peiks makes his living by 


opening and shutting gates. He too is 
not uninterested in cardboard. 

“ Good morning, Harold,” I said. 

“ May I have a look at it ? ” he asked. 

“ Certainly,” I replied. “ The date is 
,5 Ap 09, and none o£ the companies on 
whose steamboats, trains, coaches, car- 
riages, wheelbarrows or carts I travel 
cares what becomes of me en route, - So 
says my litde piece of cardboard, issued 
subject to all those conditions, regu- 
lations and bye-laws of which you wot. 
It is one-and-sixpence parly- I don’t 
know what ‘parly’ may mean, but 
have a bit.” 

Harold produced his cigar-cutter and 
helped himself to the hit with the one- 
and-snpence on it. 

III. 

Percy Tihbits does not live anywhere. 
He merely travels, and that not com- 
mercially but for the fun of the thing. 
He called on me at Blimy Junction, 
ostensibly out of politeness, but really to 
satisfy his lust for cardboard, 

“ Good morning, Percy,” I said. “Have 
«iome ticket? Harold has snipped the 
best bit, but help yourself.” 

“ Green, my dear fellow ? ” he cried. 
“ Bat you are sitting in an armchair.” 

“ Yes, a first-class armchair,” 

“ That is the sad part. You ought to 
have a white piece of cardboard,” he 
said. 


“ Snob,” I replied. 

I gave him one-and-fourpence. 

He gave me a piece of paper with his 
autograph on it. 

IV. 

Teddy Shawhas a little place all to him- 
self in the country, which (being, I sup- 
pose, a Colonial) he calls Five Ashes 
Station. He blows whistles, lights 
lamps, and waves his arms about. His 
favourite occupation is boxing. Some- 
times he portmanteaus, is not above a 
milk-can now and then, but in no cir- 
cumstances will be have anything to do 
with packages containing gunpowder, 
nitro-glycerine, or any explosive of what 
kind, nature or sort soever. Incident- 
ally he collects cardboaid, paper, money 
and anything he can get hold of. 

‘‘ Thank you,” he said, meaning that 
he wanted the rest of my bit of card- 
board. 

“Thank jou,” I answered, meaning 
that he was welcome to it and to my bit 
of paper as weU. 

“ Thank you,” he added, meaning, I 
take it, nothing in particular. 


Herbert Watson lives in a box and 
puUs signals. He does not sell, inspect 
or collect cardboard. As a result of 
the foregoing, I have never met him, 
and I don’t much mind if I never do. 
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BLM^S ImrFiOiSJVB (sister ships— HMS Lv.vocro£rT, Abject, and ro be built;. 

A Benign Lor a JOreadnought to be presented to the nation by thp Labour Paity and a few othei equally ardent patriots. 

House of Gommons, Monday, March 29. What it wanted to hear to-night was and force. Now, with reiterated coni" 
—Save for bare rows of benches in what might ho said by Foreign Secre- plimentavy reference to Edward Grpa ® 
Strangers’ Galleries, every seat occupied tart. Premier, and Prince Arthur, above speech, he, like a statesman of earlib^' 
when that Marine of politics, Arthur all the Foreign SECRErvRY. Fortlierebt, biith, was content to “say ditto to Mi 
Lee, formerly of the Army, of late the hon. Members, voicing personally their Birtve ” 

Navy, his motto Per mare per terms, views and opinions, might as well have Only once roused himself above level 
rose to move Vote of Censure upon stayed at home delighting and instruct- of conversational tone. This in con- 

Government inasmuch as their provision ing the family circle. eluding passage, when he warmly pro- 

of battleships of the newest type does At one moment desolate appearance tested against the obvious implication 
not sufficiently secure safety of the of benches suggested a count. Thib underlying Vote of Censure, that, 
Empire. Peers flocked down early to was tried; hut it would never do for though Ministers had given definite 
secure places. From Diplomatic Gal- momentous debate involving life of pledgesof intention with respect to na\al 
lery the world looked on in persons Ministry and safety of Empire to con- programme, the Opposition “distrust 
of Foreign Ministers. One notable dude in that ignominious fashion, either our intelligence or our good faith.” 
absentee. America was there ; Austria- Accordingly Members at dinner or Prince Arthlr, as usual when dealing 
Hungary, Japan, Portugal, Greece, Nor- wiling away the time elsewhere rushed with a cise bristliiig with facts and 

way, and eke Sweden were represented, in and saved the situation. figures, was at his worst. Said nothing 

Germany modestly held aloof. This happened aft<=»r Edward Grey more about the four phantom ships 

Except when Grey was speaking, and had delivered a fine speech, stately in discovered in his speech a lortnight 
later when Premier and Prince Arthur diction, statesmanlike in substance. ^ As a§o, which brought up Germany’s force 
had wrestling bout, proceedings were, twice a day the Severn fills, so, just of battleships in 1912 to 21. Have 
considering their importance, curiously before ten o’clock, when news went doubtless foundered on Dogger Bank, 
dull. Fact is, they partook of character round that Asquith was up, the stream that mystic mirage-haimtetl speck ol 
of anti-climax. The real sensation was poured in again. Once more was pre- Northern Sea. Made his way painfully 
created a fortnight ago when Navy Esti- sented the impressive scene of benches through intricacies of figures, growing 
mates were introduced, when Prince thronged with men intently listening, increasingly irritable when corrected. 
Arthur made grave protest against in- Premier, - above all things a practical On stroke of eleven he sat down, 
sufficiency of shipbuilding programme, business man, recognised absence of House cleared for a division. Members, 
when Premier, in speech obviously necessity for making long, elaborate having saved (or failed to save) the State, 
directed to rec^cltrant friends below speech. Had his turn a fortnight ago. hurriedly passed through Division Lobby 
Gangway, admitted and enforced gravity Dexteroudy took second innings last into Palace Yard, h<ming to be in first 
of situation. House of Commons can Monday when, unexpectedly nipping in flight for cabs. Comparatively few 
never he twice wound up to pitch of on Naval Estimates, he re-stated case of stayed to hear particulars of foregone 
excitement when same key is used, the Government witli surpassing clarity conclusion in Division lobbies. 
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in ear of Sergfant-at-Ahms seated op. 
Cross Bench. With air of quiet determi- 
nation flushing a countenance habitually 
resolute, the one man armed in House 
of Commons quitted his seat and strode 
to the door opening on to the Lobby. 
Peering forth, he, unlike Sister Anne^ 
at once saw somebody coming; with 
great presence of mind closed and locked 
the lieavy porlal. Then was heard a 
timid knocking. ^ Peeping through a 
latticed opening in the door the Ser- 
GnvNr'AT-ARMS seemed satisfied with his 
survey. He unlocked and opened the 
door. 

Entered a figure s'lnngely garbed. 

The door-keeper, advancing to the Bar, 
broke in upon the speech of the Minister i 
on his legs with the cry, “Black Rod 1 ” 

St. AuGcsriNE (U happened to he he), 
stopping midway in a sentence, suddenly 
dropped into his seat as if he were 
an Irish Landlord in proximity of a 
hedge with the gleam of a gun-barrel 
behind it. The figure in black coat, 
breeches and stockings, carrying an 
ebony stick tipped with golden crown, 
made solemn advance up the floor, halt- 
ing midway to make obeisance to the 
O&ir. With these preliminaries he 
delivered his message, bidding the 
Commons repair to the House of Lords ' 
:?pZi?u 7 . to iiear the assent to certain Bills given 
by Royal Commission. 

Censure Speaker stepped down in wig 

; 135 ^ and gown, and, escorted by the now 
T4J11 unnified Sergejot-at-Arms with Mace 
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“ SuLDiEit AND SAILOR TOO.” — to hear the assent to certain Bills given 
(Mr. Aitlrnr Lee.) by Royal Commission. 

Bumma done-Vote of Censure Speakee stepped down in mg 

negatived by 353 votes against 135. gown, and, escorted by tbe ^w 

rucisdaw.— Another Irish Land Bill, anrtiffled S^ge-UI^at-Aems with Mace 
What is its nnmber in the ascending his shoulder, obeyed tbe sum^. 
scale? No one quite catain. Seems returned, passing to the Chair 

that since, forty %ars ago, the game through upstanding ranks of Members, 
started we have liad one, if not every year, 

certainly with each successive Ministry. ‘ ^ - - 

The latest is designed to amend Act 
passed by last Government when George 
WYNiftiVM was Secretary. Time was 
when introduction and progress of an 
Irish Land Bill used to fill House with 
I stormy crowd. Tcnlay Chief Secretary 
talks to benches along which are many 
gaps. 

Otherwise matters much as usual. 

The more Irish Land Bills change, the 
more they are the same thing. Faithful 
Ministerialists support Government of 
the day, whatever its denomination be. 

Gentlemen from Ulster my aloud against 
fresh spoliation. Nationalists give 
grodging consent to Second Reading, 
with avowed determination of seeing 
how much more money they will be 
able to wring out of the Exchequer in 
Committee. And after all Ireland re- 
mains the same dear distressful country 
it ever was. 

Business dojie.— ^Second Reading of 

latest Irish Land Bill moved. 

^ Wednesday. Ordered business of day SrAiELY m dictiok, statesmanlike in 
just got into stride when there were substance.” 

atonM doin^ at the door. MefflOTiter (a Bketeh of Kr Edwd Grey. Monday, 
humediy eutered ; whispered something Mardi 29.) 


WANT Eight, 

And I won’t wait.” 



It is rasaoured that some peopie just a leettle 
hit lost their heads at Croydon. 

(Sir R. Hermon-Hodge.) 

he communicated to the House the 
nature of the business transacted in his 
absence. 

This was St. Augustine’s cue. Re- 
turning to the Table, he picked up 
the sentence broken by entry of Black 
Rod, completed it, and went on as if 
there had not happened what is equivalent 
to the seventeenth century momentarily 
popping in on the twentieth and dis- 
locating its prosaic business. 

Business done , — ^Irish Land Bill read 
second time. 

General Napoleon B. Hal- 
dane unusually reserved of late. Answers i 
Mangnall’s Questions with refreshing 
taciturnity ; has volunteered no further 
explanation of recent growth of Terri- 1 
torial army. Fact is even his indorai- 
tibly massive mind, Atlas that lightly 
bears aloft what to others would be 
crushing weight of thought, is tem- 
porarily depressed by problem submitted 
by that veteran George Gibbs,. Major of 
North Somerset Imperial Yeomanry. 

Suddenly, a ipropos de loUes^ G. G. 
posed Secretary of State with enquiry 
“ whether he will consider the advisa- 
bility of substituting a flannel shirt for 
the shaving appliances carried in the 
knapsack.” 

At first sight suggestion seems absurd. 
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At Amptlull, 111 Beufoiubhiie, may be seea the nnusnal siglit o£ a small flock of llama*?, T^aicli ha\e been liained to tbo saddlf by 
I W. . , , Mr W also keeps a flock of ostriches, some beiag iiddea by lus mea mthout saddle or bridle ‘Daily Pa^er ) 

The idea, seems to Mr Pi\ce to be oapa.ble or con8idera.ble development, 'which shohld be op glevi ivterlnt to sP 0 ttT«?MEisr. 

HeRFIN Also MAY BE THE SOLDTION OF THE PROBLEM OP THE SOVRCITY OF HOBSFS WaR OfUCE, PlTi^r J.OTF 


No man could shave himself vitli a 
flannel shirt. Then why suggest the 
substitution? N. B Haldane happily a 
statesman of broad ideas. Not disposed 
lighdy to set aside a suggestion con- 
cerning comfort of battidions on the 
march because it looks impracticable. 
Is thinking the matter over. Regrets 
that when, the othei clay, he plac^ in 
the tea-room two foot-soldiers diversely 
dres&ed so that Members might satisfy 
themselves of the desiiability of pro- 
posed sartorial alteration, he did not, 
so to spiak, kill two birds ■with one 
stone. At stated intervals the men 
might, under direction of Major Gibbs, 
have experimented in direction of de- 
monstrating to what extent (if any) a 
flannel shirt may be substituted for a 
ra^or. 

Too late now. The matter will come 
up again after Easter. 

Bminess done , — ^Indian Councils Bill 
read a second time. 


From the notices of the Minister of a 
Congregational Church near Man- 
chester . — 

** March 21st Subject * ‘ Looking forward * 
March 28th, Subject. ‘ Never again * ** 

A saddening example of the triumph of 
experience ov&c hope* 


A CHESS-MATCH. 

SiiL had moved into Laurestine Villa, 
I w as informed, on New Year’s Day. Not 
knowing what the lad} was like, I mov’od 
into the attached villa at Lady-day. 

On that same day she followed with a 
mov’^e down the garden path into the 
road, a music case in her hand and a 
Merry Widow hat upon her head. 

I mov»'ed a kitchen chair and the 
dining-room clock to let her pass. 

The game was renewed tlie next day. 
I was sitting on the bare floor of the 
drawing-room, when I heard the thiid 
mov^ement of a Beethoven sonaU veiy 
plainly from her side of the wall. I 
knew then that it was my turn once 
more , and as she appeared to be a very 
strong player, reckless in attack, I felt 
that my only chance of winning lay in a 
hold effoit. I therefore promptly moved 
in a packing-case and proceeded to 
hammer it open. 

The game continued biiskly, and 
eventually I consulted my landlord. 

"No, I can’t thicken the wall," he 
said. " An Englishman’s semi-detached 
house is his saiui-detached castle, you 
know, Mr. Smith I’m afraid we can’t 
interfere,” he added brightly. 

I could not take her castle, and I 
didn’t see my way to move my rook. 


A few days later she brought in her 
young man to smg "I fear no Foe ” and 
" Because ” This was a master-stroke 
with her knight that I had not leckoned 
upon ; I replied with my other neigh- 
bour’s dog, borrowed for the occasion. 
However, i could not so much as check 
her; and obviously my prospects of 
mating her were very poor. Yet I knew 
of a little house on the other side of 
London that would have suited them 
splendidly. 

These prolonged games aie exhaust- 
ing, and I resolved last w'eek to make 
a final attempt to compel her to retire. 
She had been playing very strongly, 
and I was sick of it. So I went up 
to Brinsbroad’s and asked to see their 
stoutest pianos. 

"Overstrung?” asked the manager. 
"Yes," I replied; "but how did you 
know? ” Tfe said I had misunderstood, 
and proceeded to show me an instrument 
with what he called a front escapement 
check-action. 

" Check-action ? Good ! ” I said. " If 
you have one with a check-mate action, 
bO much the better.” 

The piano came yesterday, 

Ha, lia • It is now my move. Lover 
of music tliough I am, I do not play 
well. I have put it quite near the wall. 

I fed that I am in a very strong position. 
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WANT PLACES. 


T)UKE, out of place, open to engage- 
incnt on staff of sound Unionist 
organ. Hpeciality — caustic criticism of 
cousins in office. — Address, Crushed 
S iiuv^R* RRY, Paste Restante, Woodstock. 

EMINENT STATESMAN, young, 
hardTirorking, versatile, flexible fis- 
calist, anxious to secure engagement as 
Premier or Foreign Secretary Testi- 
monials from all Parties. — ^Apply Box 
2468, Board of Trade. 


^ABINET MINISTER, genial, general 
^ favourite, finding Home climate 
rather trying, Tvould exchange present 
post for first-rate Ambassadorship or 
Viceroyalty. — ^Address, Box 2D, little- 
stone Mansions, E.O. 


]PAM0US NOVEUST and PLAY- 
■*“ WRIGHT, anxious for new worlds 
to conquer, would accept first-class Colo- 
nial Governorship, ms had experience 
of entertaining Royalties. No objection 
to the Order of Merit or G.O.M.G. — 
Address, H. C., Isle of Heinemann. 


A CTOR-MANAGEE, weary of flaying 
matinees and the squalor of Bohe- 
mianism, wishes to negotiate lor safe 
seat in j?arliament, with good prospect 
of baronetcy. Views moderate, elocu- 
tion sound, wardrobe unimpeachable. — 
Address, PEixincs Jttvenis, c/o Clothes- 
Press Agency, S.W. 


TkflLLIONAlRE, with three handsome 
daughters, seeks place as Father- 
in-law to Dukes, Earls, or prospective 
Premiers Widower; no poor relations ; 
aspirates above reproach. — ^ApplySiONEY 
& Vo., Brokers, Mincing Lane, E.O. 


JDAKRISTER, painstaking, ambitious, 
obsequious, accepted candidate for 
safe scat; will abandon promising politi- 
cal career if it is made worth his while 
by the Party in power. Would make 
excellent Judge. — ^Address, K.O., c/o 
Wire, Pullar & Co., 551, Old Bailey. 


POLITICIAN, of undecided views, with 
DO prejudices, prepared to contri- 
bute £60,000 to Party funds. What 
offers? — ^Address, Patriot, c/o Switbers 
AND Baiianob, Fencing Lane, E.O. 


JpRENCH ARTIST requires very badly 
sittings from Sir Edward Grey, to 
correct his recent “impression” of 
tliat statesmtm. — ^Apply, N. D., Daily 
Ckromdc. 

“I Don»t Think,” 

Yet one more quotation (this time a 
popular slang phrase) has been dis- 
covered in Hamlet : — 

Laertes. My lord, 1 *11 hit him now. 

• King. I do not think ’t. 

’ Act V., iScEJNE 2 


AT THE PLAY. 

“ Bevis.” 

Bevls is, after all, not a^ new Ox 
Exti-act, but a young Marquis who is 
going to marry Beer. His personal 
motives are not purely mercenary; he 
really likes the girl ; bnt his field of 
selection, which otherwise would have 
had no bounds, has been conditioned by 
the pecuniary needs of his house. ^ His 
mother, on the other hand, is cynically 
frank on the subject of marriage settle- 
ments ; and there is also a sti-ay nnde 
who sees his way to some pickings; 
and a middlewoman who has brought 
the young couple together and wants 
what she calls “recognition.” The girl 
gets wind of these schemes and shows 
spirit enough to break off tlie eugage- 
ment. This rouses the boy from his 
complacent lethargy, and puts him on 
what he thinks is ius mettle. He will 



Not Lost but Gone Before. 

Kaehel Hopkins (Miss Madge Titheradge) 
weeps over the cap of Bevls, Marquis of Beicd- 
ley (Mr. A. E. Matthews), whom she imagines 
to be drowned. 

start courting the girl over again, but 
this time on her merits. He induces 
the middlewoman to get up a week-end 
party and throw the girl and her father 
in contact with his own strained rela- 
tions. Follows a scene of mutual em- 
barrassment, quite awful in its tension ; 
but the girl is eventually peisuaded to 
* give in by her father, who has no idea 
of losiug a good thing, and only bucks 
at being asked to pension the unde, who, 
unlike the middlewoman, has done no 
“ work ” for him. It is now the boy’s turn 
to decline an arrangement that offends his 
amour propre. Nothing heroic, however, 
ensues. He does not migrate to another 
continent (though the names of several 
occur to him), where he might prove 
himself to be a man as well as a marquis. 
A conventional episode, on the border- 
land between farceandmelodrama,brings 
the two together, and aH ends happSy 
and tamely on an undertone of sentiment. 

A quiet vein of very frekh and attrac- 


tive wit runs through the passages which 
illustrate the main theme ; while a sub- 
ordinate affair of hearts between "the unde 
and the middlewoman, pushed perhaps 
a little too much into the foreground, 
supplies the kind of humour which is 
known as “rich.” 

Mr. Matthews, as the pleasant half- 
fledged youth, was of course admirably 
in his dement, and at times he pulled 
himself together and assumed an air of I 
martial resolution ; but he failed to put 
much heart into his serious wooing. 
Miss Madge Titheradge, in the trying 
part of the heiress, showed a nice i 
maidenly dignity, but lacked the 
wings of impulse. Miss Lottie Venne, 
as Mrs. Pym, matchmaker, was superb. 

It was nothing to her that this was 
supposed to be a comedy ; she was out 
for farce, and meant to enjoy herself. 
On the other hand, Miss Watson, who 
played the mother of the Marquis, kept 
well in the picture ; and my only com- 
plaint is that she was a little apodeictic 
(if Mr. WAI.KLEY will peimit me) with 
her hands. Finally Mr. Lowne, as the 
unde, and Mr. France, as the brewing 
magnate, did excellently what was asked 
of them. Indeed the whole cast was 
beyond praise, and so was the manage- 
ment, except perhaps in tlie second 
scene. Here the embarrassment on the 
stage almost communicated itself to the 
house, so stickily was it presented. 

My best compliments to Mr. Hubert 
Davies, and I hope he may never again 
have in the audience the large man who 
sat two rows behind me on the first 
night and barked with so boisterous an 
hilarity that nobody else in the neigh- 
bourhood could hear himself laugh. 

O.S. 

A CONFESSION. 

[To bdld an -unlimited number of Dread- 
noughts requires money ; that money must be 
provided by the Government from its exchequer; 
that exchequer must be replenished by taxes. 
The Poet feels confident that, at this moment 
of nniversal patriotism, he is unique in the 
atrocious attitude to which he hereby confesses.] 

I MUST admit that I am not 
By any means a patriot. 

I sometimes used to think I was, 

But now I know I ’m not because 

Though I’m prepared to shout and rave, 

“ Let Britons really rule the wave ! ” 

Though I have sat and scratched my 
head 

And written to The Times and said : — 

“ What is the use of all this fossin’ ? 
When they build one, let’s build a 
dozen ” 

(When I am writing to The Times ' 
1 ’m rather reckless with my rhymes) ; 

“ Expense be blowed ; let ’s cut a dash. 
Why stint the fleet to save the cash? ” 
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I somehow find I ’m most unwilling 

To give the Treasury a shilling. 

In fact, I ’m on at D. L.-Gjbobge 

To try and get him to disgorge 

(Xay, make him, if he can he made) 

What little income-tax I ’ve paid. 

I ’m bound to own that that is not 

The way to be a patriot. 

A GOLF DEGREE. 

A Unkersitt of Bull-fighting (says 
The Express of March 30) has been 
established at Bilbao, and will open its 
i doors on July 1. The new University 
will grant two degrees— licentiate and 
doctor of tauromachy, and lectures will 
be given on the history of bull-fighting, 
the classic and romantic schools, the 
anatomy of the bull and of the horse, the 
study of arms and the biographies of 
great toreros. 

We understand that the University of 
St. Andrews will shortly follow suit, 
and devote itself entirely to the issthetic 
and practical aspects of golphomachy. 
The Professors are to be elevated to 
I Professionals, taking seniority according 
to their handicap. The course for 
students at this Royal and Ancient 
Academy of Learning will be a daily 
round of eighteen holes, with the usual 


penalties for the Swilcan Bum, the Eden, 
and the Station-master’s Garden. Medals 
will be granted for proficiency, and the 
“ honours ” awarded from time to time 
to the side that gains a hole. The 
examinee with fewest marks shall head 
the list, and those who are duly qualified 
in the championship will be awarded the 
degree of B.A., that is to say, Bunkers 
Avoided ; while candidates who fail will 
be “ gulphed.” 

By this patriotic action of the Scottish 
Alma Mater it is confidently expected 
that the Ai-t and Science of Golf will take 
its proper place among the humanities. 

' " " i 

The Truth about the Sexes. 

In its half-column of “Notable Say-j 
ings of To day,” The Westminster Gazette 
quotes Mr. Austen Ciiambeiii.ain as re- 
marking, “Men are men, and w'omen 
are women,” WMch, as the song says, | 
nobody can deny. The marvel is that 
the circumstance (apparently) was never 
before noticed, and might now have 
been overlooked had not the eagle 
glance of The W estminsier, in search of 
striking sayings, fallen upon this ex- 
posure of it. 

“For sale, a quiet pony, sound, good feet 
and legs, 12 hands.” 

The extremities, however, are not every- 
thing. 


WOMAN’S FRANCHISE. 

[“The latest mode demands that the wait t 
I must measure its natuial circumference, and 
must be twenty-four inches, at least.”— Fashion 
Column^ Daily Paper.] 

I At Fashion’s edict, stem and brief — 
“The waist must be compressed no 
more ” — 

A suspiration of relief 
Goes up from shore to shore. 

Behold the triumph of the plump ! 

Her ample symmetry she hastes 
To blazon boldly, w hile a slump 
Occurs in willow waists. 

For “ twenty-four ” is ehle, no less ; 

And maids too slender by an inch 
To save themselves from dowdiuess 
I Will have to pad, not pinch. 

While multitudes of cords and bands 
And tapes, .uncomfortably tense, 
Spi'ing looser now the mode demands 
A wide circumference. 

Man gives the fabhion liis support 
With approbation deep and strong, 
For tempers will not be so short 
Nor doctors’ bills so long. 

In fact, the female form divine 
Once more will transiently reigu, 

Now Paris follows nature’s line 
And ladies breathe again. 
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Colonel Harwood's trouble was that there was another man 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, in England who looked exactly like him. If this happened 

^ ,, a. rt ± r j n’t 1 ^ \ to vou or 1116 we sliould be inclined to say that it was the 

(By Mr, Punch $ htaff of Learned Glcrlts./ other man’s trouble, and if ever we met him to offer our 

I long had a suspicion that Selwyk was one of the sympathies. But the Colonel was a Tory Member of Parlia- 
frauds of the eighteenth century. After reading Mr. Parneix meat, and so it really was annoying for him when his double 
Kerr’s George Sclicyn and the Wits (^Methuen) the impression went down to his constituency and advocated Disestablish- 
I is confirmed. IIorac’e Walwle did mu(*h to create a phan- mnnt, Free Trade, and the Taxation of Land Values, 
tom reputation for him. Ilis Letters are full of references to his Naturally the Confederates began to strop their daggers, 
friend and citation of his good things, which, such as they are, In the circumstances the only thing for the hon. and gallant 
probably owe much to the polish of the recorder. Thackeray, Member to do was to trot down to Great Baggerton the next 
steeped in the lore and gossip of the time, drags Selwyn into afternoon, and repudiate the speech ; whereupon late that 
the company of Henry Esmond Warrington j who meets him night the double turned up in the House and repudiated 
at White’s Club. Mr. Kerr destroys bis hero’s last hope of the repudiation. But the double had even better jokes 
justification as a wit by compiling a chapter presumably in hand. He gave the whole of the Colonel’s employh 
recording his choicest produbtions. Here is a sample, not (The Co-operative Household Stores, Ltd.) a holiday 
better or worse than the bulk, but — .to celebrate the birth of a 


recording his choicest produbtions. 
better or worse than the bulk, but — 
selected by reason of its attrac- r 
tive brevity; “One night at 
White’s, observing the Post- 
master - General, Sir Everard i 
Fawkner, losing a large sum jj 
of money at picquet, Selwyn, 
pointing to the successful player, 
remarked, ‘See how he is rob- 
bing the mail.’” And this, 
reverently circulated at the time, 
is remembered and handed on 
over a century and a lialf! 

Selwyk was sent down from 
Oxford for a blasphemous esca- 
pade unredeemed by flash of 
humour. He lived partly upon 
his father, partly upon the State, 
which bestowed small pensions - 
for sinecure offices. There is 
no record that he earned an 
honest penny in his life. Two 
illusions are connected with his 
individuality. By one he is 
labelled a wit; by the second 
he is described as un habitual 
attendant at public executions. 
Mr. Kerr disp^ ses of both, more 
completely of the first. Inci- 
dentally he gives some vivid 
peeps at social life in London ti; 
when White’s was the hub of 
the aristocratic universe. s< 
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hold Stores, Ltd.) a holiday 
to celebrate the birth of a 
son to him. Harwood and his 
wife heard nothing of this tiU 
later, when at a mass meeting 
of the men the middle-aged 
couple were solemnly presented 
with a diri stening-bo wl. Ln. i gine 
the lady’s horror. You will find 
these truthful narrations and 
others in The Troubles of Colonel 
Harwood (F. V. White). Unfor- 
tunately Mr. A. 0 . Fox-Davies 
has hardly done justice through- 
out to his happy idea. Melo- 
drama, rather than comedy, is 
his medium, and he does not 
seem quite at his ease in a book 
of this kind. 

When I saw Mr. Arthur Mor- 
rison’s name on the cover of 
Green Ginger (Hutohiksok) I ex- 
pected the book to contain some 
powerful, gloomy stories of 
Shoreditch slums and Essex vil- 
lages ; but I was wrong. Essex 
and the slums are there, it is 
time, but they form the back- 
ground of farce, instead of 
tragedy. The change is welcome, 
since writers of good farce, and 


Y OUlh. Oe, THE CLOAK OF INVISIBILITY I JuST THE 

peeps at TOCial life in ;^ndon thing I wa^t ior my adventure. May I try it on?” good farce, and 

when White s was the hub of Yhc Dealer hi Magic, “ Young man, for goods or rjBtrs de- MoRRisoK is one of them, are 
the aristocratic universe. wription we always require payment lv advmcb,* lar to seek. Special gratitude i^ 

^ (Ju0 to him not only for creating 

Eyre Hussey’s Polly Winfml (from Longmans, Green & Co.) laughable situations, but for allowing the curtain to fall upon 
Is not exactly galloping and not exactly slow ; at precisely the right moment. “ Mr. Bostock’s Back- 

It’s neither poor nor excellent, discursive nor compact ; sliding” and “A Lucifo Match” left me chuckling both at 
it’s not exactly anything, and that ’s about the fact. ^1®® ludicrous events which must 

. .1, , T-r inevitably follow. Mr. Morrison has invented some most 

It deals, of course, with hunting folk— Eyre Hussey’s amusing and plausible rascals, and has watched over them 
TV ^ . , . . , carefully that their little games are not interrupted by the | 


Delightfully conceived, at just a passing glance or two, 

But subse<j[uent acquaintance shows that almost every one 
Is just a little raw or else a little overdone. 


attentions of inquisitive policemen. Bill Wragg, indeed, ] 
who “ began business in the parrot line with a capital of 
nothing and no parrots,” had more good luck in a few hours 


There are, besides the folk who hunt, a number who do not, comes to most people in a lifetime. As a digestive, to 
And those who do and those who don’t are mixed to make quantities after dinner, I cordiaUy recom- 


tke plot, 

With gamishings of sense and fun artistically placed, 

But just too much coincidence to suit a seasoned taste. 

But still the tale is readable, and doubtless not a few 
Who fancied Hussey’s former books will also like the new ; 
And I am only soriy tliat the fourth should still be curst 


mend Green Ginger, 

The following Book Review has appeared in the Agony 
Column of The Times : — 

** In absence and silence, we keep the watch on Rhine ; 

Woe worth the latest book, one fired down the line ! M. A. D.” * 
The critic does well to be reticent about the names both of the 


With tho Mlingh of the third oae, and the second, and the first. ] book and its author, for the tone of his review is very bitter. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Thc evCVouii Prince Giouixii lias 
declared that le ‘‘belongs to Berria.” 
\Ve had no idea that theie was an> com- 
petition for him. 

Placards have been posted throughout 
the Kiiipp works at Essen demingthe 
report that there had been dissensions 
between the owner of the works and her 
husband. We understand that the em- 
ploy ce^ aie to be kept fully informed in 
this respect, as by notifications of the 
follow iug kind : — 

III Older to prevent eMiggeiated lepoits, I 
wish it to b* known that mj wife and iiij&ell 
liad a few words to-day on the liatchkej Qiies- 
t’on, hnt the mattei has now been arranged 

(^Signed) 

Kiaui \ou Bohien 
UNO IIalb^cii. 

* 

* 

Tiiere seems no limit' 
to the spread of the 
strike movement in 
Pans, With reference ^ 

to the new post-office 
which has been erected 
oil the site of the Maison 
Doree, w’e are told that 
even the decorations are 
stiiking 

*** 

** The Admiralty,’* wo ' 

reach “have acquired 
the new steam tiawler 
Nu7}tlio}*pc Hall from 
Buuth’s Dock Company, 

Noith Bhields, and t^vo 
tiMwlera which are now 
under construction in 
other districts. The ' 
purpose of the acquisi- 
tion is not known.” Is 

it, w'e wonder, an at 

tempt at a compromise on the Dread- 
nought question? 

4: 

The Army BiU which provides for the 
billeting of soldier.-* on private house- 
liolders, if it has not been well received 
by all sections of His ILudsty’s subjects, 
has at least enjoyed the marked approval 
of cooks, housemaids, and nui-ses. 

\ 

4s 

The Thames steamboat Otbhon is to 
be sold by the L.O.O. for .£1,000. She 
should now be re-named Gibbon's Decline 

and FalL ^ ^ 

* 

An aeroplane with which the designer 
was experimenting at Wivenhoe sank in 
the river Colne, but was recovered, and 
may shortly be placed on the market as 
a submarine. 

4c 4c 
4c 

The Railway Companies ai*e begin- 
ning to realise that they must leave no 
stone unturned in order to attract the! 


attention of the Public to the advantages 
of their method of locomotion. For 
example, a model of the fiist-class car- 
riage ill a compartnnnt of which Mr 
Biuc.os, an ellerly bank clerk, was 
murdered on July 9, 1801. is to be 
cvhibited at Easton Station. 


A case of great hardship aiising out 
of the liide-boiind administration of our 
prisons has been brought to our notice. 
Among a receiit batch of prisoners was 
one w’ho was wearing a valuable wig. 
The wig teas cropped close by the prison 
barber, and naturalists say it will never 
grow again. A question, we understand, I 
is to be asked on the subject in Parlia- 
ment. 




^ i 






so inueli of musical piodigie^s, and so 
little of artistic i)iodigies?” The 
icason,^ Oliservator, is that the musical 
prodigies make moie noise. 

* 4c 
4* 

“Mr, Almlnon Chaiuis Bwikhium: 
celebrated his se^ enty-second liirthdav 
on the 5th inst.,” we are informed, it 
seems rather hard that in thi-^ > ear of 
public “ anniveivaries ” he should ha^c 
had to do it himself. 

4 

4c 4! 

Tlie past week was a notable one in 
the Ppriot World. At Ardleigb, Essex, 
some burglars who had entered a house 
were frightened away by a talking 
parrot, and at !Norwich a new vicar was 
appointed by means of a |X)11, 

An Anti-Female Suf- 
irage writer points out 
that, wdiile women have 
j many periodicals for < 

^ \ their exclusive use, men 

^ have none. To remedy j 

^ ^ \ this a companion i>ro- 

duction to Mother enuJ \ 
-V Home is about to lie ! 

'y issued, it wall be en- 

O titled Father and the \ 

E) Public Hoiise I 


“Uequacd to purcUase, ] 
jjj# ^ a white elephant, within 

^ > lea&onable ladms of bon- 

^ don, with alout 20 aeies 

Must he (Iitiip, as required 
' for institu ion " 

As a rule w'hite ele- 
t*. phants “ arc cheap to- 

day.” In the language 
of the King they are 
more frequently offered 
than taken. The stipu- 
lation that the one hero 

sought must, so to 

speak, belong to the Landed gentr;^ class 
mav , however, put up the price. 




^ ^ 


MU ur^ars motou-c’vus. 

V For DnuinEs. 

" The Banana’s Kew Footing ” w as the i 
title of a paragraph in The Pall MalO 
Gazette. This looks as if a want is 
going to be supplied, for hitherto anyone 
stepping on a banana has found the 
existing footing most unsatisfactory. 

***46*** 

]\Irs. CiTT, of New York, the President 
of the International Suffrage Alliance, 
has been touring Europe, and was, we 
are told, “lionised in Berlin.” Should 
not the word be “tigerised” V 

i *** 

A visitor to the Esperanto C’oncert 
which was given last week informs us 
that, though he was ignorant of 
Esperanto, he found the aiiistes no 
less intelligible than the average singer 
of English. 

V 

Rays “Observator” in The Ohseriyr:-- 
‘*A boy of twelve has had a picture 
accepted for the exhibition of the Society 
of French Artists. Why do we hear 


“ The tiappiugs and liowdah of then Excel- 
lencies* elephant, which came at the end of the 
procession, also included squathons of the 25tU 
Cavahy and tnuupeteiSj the Inspector-tTcneial 
(J Pohee, the \ ice-president of the Muuicuml 
('omniittee, a mounted battei:> of the Hoy a I 
Field Artilleiy, and a detachment of Punjih 
Light Horse.**— Z>at7.v 

A clear case of overcrowding amd 
cruelty to elejihant. 


The Gods and some ICortals. 

Extract from a letter addressed by 
the President of the Manohebter rnitetl 
F. 0, {Hats offfj^ease) to the Seci'etary 
of the Sheffield Dnitea F. 0. 

“I cannot help but feol that great ijains Icid 
been taken in seeing to the comfort of 1 1 e.j'- 
one, from myself and directors, down to the‘ 
hmnble spectator.** 


m, oxxxvi. 
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SHOUTING FOR A TAX ON NOISE. 

[ifr. licxciM^N has Ijeeii stumping tlie (‘ountry autl breathing revenge 
against those wlio urge the (lo\i*rmneiit to guarantee our na^al s eutity. 
At Wolverhampton he thriateuel them with Bulget leprisals. siigge»tr 


as capable of taking part in sports as men. It ’s part oC our 
Cause, you know. 

L. A. Mamma never played Hockey, did slie ? 

Mabel (shovtlij). No. 

L. A. Ah, I thought not, because I heard her say the other 


ing,mapassi*f5eits*‘lfiiott<,osiibd ed in tone.the" new principle,’’ that , 

“Ho who shouts the loudest pajs most.” Later, at Newcastle, he is that she didn t know hat girls were com g to nowa- 
reported hy 2'he i^tronh’li* to have said: “ .Ve know ivhere weaHh days; they thought 01 nothing but games, and games made 
lies . . . aufl when ihe time comes lound for die Budget I hope the them rude and mannish, and she was suie nice men didn’t 


patriots won't siiueal.”] 

How ever will yon do it, David Lloyd? 

How tell our natures each fiom each and say, 

“ Tins is a patriot : he shall hll my void ; 

And this is not : and so he needn’t pay ” ? 

How will you know just where to gorge? 

1 can’t imagine, Mr. George. 

The simple test of Party scarcely serves, 

For there are Libeials who w^ant a Fleet ; 

Nor can you judge by noise that jars the nerves, 

For there are patriots who restrain their heat, 
Who do not shout till they are sore, 

But, like the parrot, think the more. 

And if you go by noise do you propose 
To plant a taximeter on our tongues ? 

Or, with a wind-gauge lashed beneath our nose, 
Check off the volume issuing from the lungs, 

And charge upon a sliding scale 
From zephyrs up to half-a-gale? 

The principle is hiirly sound, I own, 

If not confined to those who shout for ships ; 

I’d love to sec a Treasury metrophono 
Instantly clapped on any noisy lips ; 

I loathe your kind that talk too loud — 

Even a Little-Navy crowd. 

So, Sir, if you would really have on toast 
The ranter and the roarer ; if your game 
Is ** He who shouts the loudest pays tlie most,” — 
For a beginning I would wish to name 
(Mention a likelier, if you can) 

The rather raucous Rukciman. 0. S. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Little Arthur’s Road to Knowledge. 

{Little Arthur, a<jed 12 ; his sister Maid, aijed 18.) 

Mabel {readinij a letter). Well, I ’m 

Little Atihur. What’s the matter, Mabs? 


like that kind of thing. She said a lot more, but I can’t 
remember it all. 

Mabel. I ’ve often told you, Arthur, that Mamma ’s a little 
old-fashioned in these tilings— and, besides, who cares what 
men think ? 

L. A. But, Mabs, don’t girls want nice men to like them ? 

Mabel. We don’t see why we should go out of our way to 
cringe for their liking. Girls have got their own lives to 
live, and they mean to do it. . ^ 

L. A. I remember Helen Vincent said exactly those words 
not so very long ago. 

Mabel. Yes, 1 know; she was very determined about it. 
We often talked it over together. 

L.A. And now she’s gone and promised to marry Mi\ j 
Knight. I say, Mabs. 

Mabel. Yes, dear. 

L. A. Won’t she have to live Mr. Knight’s life a good deal 
when she ’s married ? Won’t she have to live where he wants 
her to, and do things he asks ? Isn’t that it ? ‘ 

Mabel. Yes ; and that makes it all the more annoying. She ’s 
one of the worst backsliders I ever heard of. 

L. A. Don’t you like men, Mabs ? 

Mabel. Don’t ask silly questions. 

L. A. But you ’ll never' marry one, will you, Mabs ? • 
You ’ll be an old maid all your life, beginning from now, 
won’t you ? 

Mabel. Isn’t it your tea-time? 

L. A. I ’ve had my tea, Mabs. I wish you ’d teR me if i 
you mean to be an old maid. 

Mabel. Why, you silly little boy^ of course I don’t. 

L. A. But then you ’ll have to marry some one, Mabs ; and 
if you marry some one you can’t live your own life, you 
know ; and, oh, Mabs 

Mabel. What’s up now ? * 

L. A. Mabs, you ’ll be a backslider, and I don’t want you 
to be that. Please, please don’t be a backslider. 

Mabel {with dignity). You may be quite sure that I shall 
know how to go straight on. I shall never maiiy anyone 
who won’t agree 

L. A. But that ’s what Helen Vincent said. Do you think 
Mr. Knight agreed to things ? 

Mabel. No, I don’t. Men never do ; and it ’s the fault of 


Mabel. Oh, nothing. Only a letter from Helen Vincent the women, 
to say she’s engaged ; and she’s going to be married in a L. A. Well, perhaps your man won’t agree either. Are 
month ; and it ’s to Ronald Knight ; and he ’s the noblest and you going to write to Helen to teU her what you think of her ? 
best in the world ; and will I be a briilesmaid ? and don’t Mabel No, of course not. 


best in the world ; and will I be a briilesmaid ? and don’t 
I think she ’s a lucky girl ? 

L. A. Oh, Mabs, isn’t that jolly? 

Mabel. Jolly? I don’t see anything particularly jolly 
about it. 

L. jI. Why not, Mabs? 

Mabel. Well, to begin with, there’s our Hockey Team. 


L. A. Well then, are you going to be one of her brides- 
maids? 

Mabel. Yes, I think so. She says (referring to letter) : 
“The bridesmaids’ dresses are going to be dreams, and 
Ronald has made all sorts of gorgeous proposals for the 
bridesmaids’ presents. He ’s really die most ” The rest 


She doesn’t say a word about that ; and how I’m to fill her doesn’t matter. 

place I don’t know. Then you don’t mind so much, after all, Mabs, do 

L. A. I see, Mabs. What a pity she didn t think of that, you ? 


Mabel. Yes, that ’s always the way with these sentimental 
girls. You can never get them to think seriously of impor- 
tant things. 

L. -4. But, Mabs. Political Ct 

Mabel Yes, Arthur ; what is it? ' One of the main objects of th 

L. A. Is Hockey so frightfully important? is, according to The Statesman, “ 

Mabel. Of course it is. We want to show tliat we’re just traditions, and ideals of the Gaol. 


Mabel. There ’s Mamma calling. I must go to her. 
Political Candour. 

One of the main objects of the “AH for Ireland League” 
is, according to The> Statesman, “ the cultivation of language, 

01-1/1 iriAolei +1 -ia 
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MORE PANIC. 

Coincident with the Navy “ scare ” (as 
Germany and the British Radical Press 
call it —each, no doubt, for good reasons 
of itb own) several collatsi*al cases of 
unworthy panic have come under our 
notice. We intend to expose some of 
them, in the hope of shaming those who 
have thus fallen from the high standard 
of bull-dog courage which has made our 
nation what it is. 

A Mr. Jones, who recently bought the 
Villa Maggioie, Nether Tooting, has, in 
a moment of abject pusillanimity, taken 
out a fire insurance policy. Coward ! 

A Mr. Robinson, of Esperanto, Ballum 
Grove, has, in view of the imoertainty of 
our Spring climate, acquired the un- 
manly habit of wearing flaimcl next to 
his contemptible skin. Coward 1 

A Mr. Brown, near whose residence, 
which shall be nameless, a number of 
burglars have lately been plying their 
trade with impunity, has taken the 
un-English precaution of fitting his 
doors and windows with electric alarms, 
(Ward ! 

A Mr. Rmitli, of The Sanctuary, 


Turnham Green, who moves in social i 
circles which have been decimated by 
influenza, ha^ adopted the despicable 
practice of using tobacco as a disin- 
fectant. Coward ! 

A Mr. Tiotter, who has just returned 
from the Malay Peninsula, admits that 
under the enervating influence of a 
tropic d (limate he allowed himself to 
assume a pith helmet by day and mos-' 
: quito curtains by night. Coward I 

I C)\^ing to a paltry fear of collision 
I during a fog off Cshant, a Captain Tom- 
I kyns (the name of whose ship we sup- 
i press for the sake of the other ollicers, 

! whose couinge is not in question) so far’ 
forgot himsell as to run his engines at 
half-speed and sound his siren at fre- 
I quent intervals. Coward ! 

I Both the Manchester United and 
: Bristol City Clul)8, ignoring those splen- 
|did traditions of British gallantry by 
i which the adversary was always invited 
' to attack you unawares, and take every 
other conceivable advantage of you, 

I have put their teams into strict training 
I for the Final of the Cup, and propose to 
employ the maximum permissible niun- 
bor of players. Cowards ! 


Things that might have been put 
differently. 

In its review of Years in the 

Wilderness^ The Scotsman says : — 

*'So lively an aiitlur as the writer oE ‘The 
I>i»iry ol Toby M.P.’ in Punch cannot ]>e dull 
even when talking about hiinself." 

“ Even is a happy touch. 

fashionable Intelligence. 

*‘Mr. J. Heaven, o£ tTerusalem, is ett iiinulu^ 
to make good pn^gress towards recovery.** 

AdcUtUc Adrertib€t\ 


More Commercial Candour* • 
From an advt. lor artificial teeth : 

‘‘ Mr — has fitted many patients n ho lia\ e 
hitherti) failed to obtain wtisfactiou.** --Dundee 
lUpcniwj Telegraph 

It looks as if the juries coatained too 
many dental artists. 

In the two-furlyng lace Wateriioiiso was 
first, doaef» second, and Orahain third, but when 
they met in the quaiter-mile Junes wo »red tlu* 
I>remier marks.** — Manchcater* Ouardtaiu 

We should have been interested to 
hear what Ixappened in the 4 10 yards. 
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for the firet few matches, Huisir having Tlie Spoiiman. 

THE SEASON’S PROSPECTS, ijeeix badly bitten in the thumb by a gj,j 0 again be assumed by 
Dear Mr. Punch, — have just been xabbit. There will be no Canterbury “Wanderer,” who will keep himself au 
studying those articles on “ The Coming week this year, owing to the high- J*a it with the inner council of the Selec- 
Cricket fcteason,” which appear regu- handed action of the Mayor, and all the Committee. In the early part of 
larly at this time of the year in the matches will be played at Gravesend.” season he is expected to refer to 

daily papers. Shades of Gaukrodger! SuRUEr. somebody’s innings as being “like tho 

was there ever such dull reading? You curate’s egg, good in parts.” In this 

weu I espcot) the eort ^ ^ ^ * mafe-be^yall case he may not be available for the rest 

of thing that 18 offered to us. ^ ^ J J / 1 of the su™ 

BLmsHinE. finding a gI-onnd,%ut a few acres have ^ future of the season s pro- 

“Bhmkshirc will have tho same now bleu secured in the neighbomhood f^mm® wiU Tte the mdnsioneveiy 

arduous programme as last year, wiA of Kemington, and hpe all the first-class nf^the Tolonink from’whom *the 

the addition that tho Australians will coimties, the Australians, Northampton- * , -i; -i-™,, wHI Tlii« 

bemetatBlaukton in tlie early part of shire, and the R-ovincial Actors will be 
June. Mr. Robineon will once again met. Mr. RAPiuEr., Sir E. BfeRMON-HoDOE 

assume tho command, and he expects to and Mr. Foank Smith will turn out ^ ^ ^ ^ 

have the sei-vices of all the amateurs and among the amateurs; while Job Ward, Tinnfln^ ihl 

paid players who were available last Aif iLklv and the Mayor of Cambridge ^ 

year. No new talent has been unearthed, are qualifying as jirdessionals. The <^® attention of the 

though a young professional from Blob- whole of the Lancashire eleven have also ^ • mi ^ 

leigh is spoken of as likely to be useful offered their services if required. There . J. lie Leveling ews. 

in the near future. Mi*. Robinson speaks will be no entrance fee at any of the iminense amount of blood 

highly of the prospects of his team, and matches.” 1 ^® infused into the side, the most 

there can be no doubt tliat Blankshire LEia'^STERsmEB 

will take a creditable nkee in the final iJEia.b’im HIRE. “Brixton C.O.,” “Fair Play,” “Z.,” and 

order, if, indeed, the/ do not actually “The team and fixtures will be the “Englishman,” all of whom will point 

win the championship. The Blankton ™ Arthdr out that if only somebody else had been 

Week begins on the 1 st of August.” Hazibrigg will in future play as a pro- selected the result of the Test Matches 
That, I fancy you wiU admit, is a fessionah Me cMIenp from Austi^ might have been different 

perfeedy fair example of ihe sort of There, Mr.Pumh! How much more 

thing which is expected to enliven our h^s been accepted, these will i^^^j-esting that would be ! Yet there 

Easter holiday. Now what can be done be played on the first five days m June.^ jg forecast which I have omitted, 

to alter this distressing state of affairs ? Now, Mi\^ Piincli, you see from this comes under a heading not unknown 

! Well, I have two suggestions to make, how interesting cricket forecasts can be to you, and mentions that once more a 
The first is that, in order to make the made, given the necessary imagination, friendly attempt would be made to get 
forecasts really sensational, truth should But if you still maintain that Truth is a little fun out of a body of good sports- 
be disregarded altogether. There is at of the essence of the matter, then I offer men who uerform a difficult task quite 


least one paper which could do this instead my second suggestion. ^ efficiently. A. A, M. 

without any loss of reputation; which Why bother about the actual cricketers 

indeed might acciuire thus an added who are going to play for the counties ? 

reputation for consistency, in that it For one man who watches them a hun- ROSES FOR SPRING PLANITNG. 

brought its cricket prophecies into line dred wdll read about them. The interest The Maud Allan, — ^Pale flesh colour 
with its others. of the public, so fp as our summer tending to rosy blush ; scanty bloomer, 

1 give two or three examples o£ the game is concerned, lies elsewhere. This, tat perfect form. Fine for exhibition, 

sort of thing I mean. then, Mi\ Punch, is how the ideal article Tlie Winston, — ^Uncertain. Liable to 

Yorkshire. should be written : revert to stock. 

“ The personnel of die Yorksliire team Prospects of the Sr..\&ojf. T/w BaZ/oHP.-^Very graceful contour; 

is likely to be entirely ebansed tliis yea.r. Tlie Westminster Gazette. regies protection. 


sort of thing I mean. then, Mi\ Punch, is how the ideal article 

YoBKSinEE. TJ® '’^tt®n : 

“The personnel of tbe Yorkshire team Prospects of the Se-ISOn. 

is likely to be entirely changed tliis year. The JVestmlnster Gazette, 

In tlie early matches, at any rate, the Mr. P. F. Warxer will once more turn 
sid® wi consist of ten ]^eds amateurs, o^t signed articles in the first person 


pROSPEas OF THE Se.\ 50N. T/ie RaZ/oMP.-^Very graceful conlour ; 

The '[Vestminster Gazette, retires protection, 

tr T> V. ixr Ml Tfte Amur B€nson,~YeTY prolific; 

Mr. P. F. Warner will once more turn flowers fr^y produced throughout the 
out signed articles in the firet potbou season; good in the bud, but flat when 
plural upon the doings of Mr. Noble, 

Mr. Trumper, Mr. Wass, "Mx, Carkebk, The Dc Morgan, — ^Late blooming; elon- 

MOV All* k -mnvrjiTw:. IVAi* UnviaTrT'vT i ... .m. . 


;dl well-known billiard .players and omnax wnen 

I^DISTT, who Will, captain the deven. Mr. Trumper, Mr. Wars, Mr. Carkebk, ^ieDca/oraon-Latebloominif don- 
! Only one county will be met, and Ear- Mr Fry Mr Kermode Mr Benskw Mr -fi^^y^Luoigan, .^eoioonung, eion 

'niCTi- confidently expects tlmt Lis side L^aid Mr^xir ^VaX-lSSudltw 

will come out bottom of the list. A ^ . i, ufte^mOT.— itxceptionaiiy large 

match for the benefit of Lord Hawke will Tlie Daily Telcyrapli. and of ^eat substauce ; shape globnkr. 

beplayedagainsttheAustraliansinJuly." So far as we are informed thei-e will Transformation. Coppery tint, 

K,»r. b. » cWe.,lbi, w »d Hbjor 

“ At tlielssl monieut Mr. E. \V. Dm,, W™i|««.-Poipfe, ttMM md 

has had to resign the captaincy, and Hir ‘ green ; rampant climber, thorny ; grows 

GiLBEitT Parker has been appointed in ^ mi *7 freely on raifings, requires severe cutting, 

his place. All the counties will be met JJaily Mirror, s=========ss5s=3 

twice, and, if necessaiy, three times, All the old words are again available, 

while the Australians will be played on and several promising young ones have “Finishing Governess, 30, or otherwise.”— 
second Thursdays throughout the season, been unearthed. Moreover an entirely P^hton EeraJd, 

An interesting experiment will be made new anecdote of Vio Trouper at Cam- It is generous of her to waive a year 
by the committee, Bl\the keeping wicket bridge will be played off on the public, or two, if desired. 
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Most becoming, Sir! It’s a number H’EIGHT, Sib.” 

m 

“ Wot ’s that a-strikin’, Sib ? 

That’s EIGHT bells, that is, Sib 

yi. - /V r., . 

1 restaurant - 

#* 

'I**.,'!* ” ^ 
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Aha! MoKSiEca Ask-huitI (PrimB Mhit^er mnecs). One vairy 
K t^ ROOM, SaBB. NOMBEB EIGHT— OZZEEVISS NOSSINO ! ! ** 


“That beastly kumbsb aoaik! Oh, ko it isnt, but 

£ BmEYB THAT ItTBElt^ED WAITER XHOW6 SQIIETIIIKC ! ! ” 
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ENGLAND’S BEST (UllLS. 

A Study in thb Fulsome. 

(IV’U/i ^jfo/iiHe attltnoiilethjments to the liadioal 
Pns8.) 

f^oocl, sweet iiiaid, and let who 
can be clever/* was all very well for the 
dowdy damsels of the mid-Victorian era. 
But in our enlightened age girls are 
very properly encouraged to be original. 
If they are dowered with some special 
gift, such as caricaturing or whistling, 
or *'Baloming/* as it is charmingly 
called, they need not feel ashamed of it 
as of an attribute disgraceful in their 
sex. Indeed, as that stalwart organ of 
democracy, The Daily Ohmiiele^ truly 
puts it, ''without a certain cleverness 
and sparkle, even beauty cannot make 
its owner a success in society.** Wealth 
is of coui'se indispensable, though there 
have been instances in recent years <if 
young girls with pi*aetieally no fortunes 
making brilliant matches. But it is 
dangerous to build upon the unsubstan- 
tial foundation of the exceptional. The 
3'OUDg girl is in fashion, to quote agaiu 
from ourstalwait Ihidical contemporary, 
but it is significant that of the beauties 
specially singled out for appreciative 
notice in its pages there is hardly one 
who is not directly connected with “ our 
old nobility.** 

Wise inothem— and modern mothers 
are seldom wanting in astuteness— do not 
keep their young “fiapper** daughters 
buried in the schoolroom until the day 
of presentation. They prepai'e them for 
their complete emancipation by a series 
of preliminary canters. Thus they take 
them to dine at the Fitz or the Tarlton 
while the hair that is hanging down 
their back is still their own. Once a 
month at least- in the best houses the 
“ flapper ** is taken behind the scenes at 
the Tav., or on the top of a motor bus, 
or, when they are running, on a penny 
steamer, so as to gain that wider view of 
I life so indispensable to the up-to-<late 
' ehltelaine. The modern girl who counts 
i is invaiiably a mistress of a rich and 
copious vocaliulary, and to their com- 
mand of dang no less than to their looks 
must be attributed the immense popu- 
larity of Lady Sheila Swilly, Lady 
Usquebaugh’s high-spirited daughter, 
and <jf Miss Marigo Smirnoff, one of the 
most gifted Levantine dehulantea of the 
season. The upbringing of Lady Sanih 
Boodle has been wholly unconventional, 
and as her parents spend most of their 
time in balloons, she is looking forward 
to her first season with all the fougue de 
di;G-hiiit ane. Until she was sixteen 
Lady Sarah was allowed to read nothing 
but The Spotiintj Times and The Statist 
This led, not unnaturally, to a violent 
reaction, and Lady Sandi is now a 


devoted student of MAE'rERLiNCK, Mr. 
W. B. Yeats, and Fiona Macleod. 
Happily this development has not im- 
paired her healthy enjoyment of bridge. 
Last year she won £300 at this winsome 
pastime, and one of the finest pla^^ers at 
the Portland is rumoured to have said 
that if she gave her whole time to it 
she might win three times that amount. 
So far, however, Lady Sarah, with a 
restraint that does her infinite credit, 
has never played for more than ten 
hours at a stretch. 

One may fitly conclude this group of 
winsome English girls by the mention 
of two beautiful cousins, Lady Phoebe i 
Bunting and Miss Miriam Belshazzar. | 
By an extraordinary coincidence they' 
are both third cousins once removed of 
Daphne, Lady Saxtliorpe, whose coster 
impersonations were so marked a feature 
of her late husband’s tenure of office as 
Governor of Hong Kong. Lady Phoebe, 
strange to say, never learned her 
alphabet until she was nearly fifteen, 
while her cousin had mastered the 
intricacies of compound interest almost 
before she could walk. Lady Phoebe is 
a winsome blonde, wliile Miss Belshazzar 
is a svelte brunette whose superb Semitic 
profile recalls the delicious proboscis of 
her illustrious grandfather, Sir Joshua 
Schnabelheimer. 

{Xot to le contlmied,) 


APRIL IN "THE STREET.” 

April of the shining tresses, 

Tearful mouth, and laughing eyes ! 
Where the budding wildernesses 
W’ait tlie swallow’s glad surprise. 
Where the slender 
Larch’s temler 
Green is new and neat, 

Most folk set you ; 

Yet I ’vc met you 
In Throgmorton Street ! 

When the City pigeon’s cooing 
Takes a soft domestic note, 

When the daffodil is doing 
Duty in the broker’s coat, 

When through highway, 

Court and byway. 

Gusts and sunshine range, 

And the racing 
Clouds are chasing 
Over the Exchange ; 

What if lates be flat or firmer, 

What if prices fill or back, 

If I hear your sunny murmur 
Of a four days’ Easter slack, 

Of absconding, 

Vagabonding 

From the Street’s grim aisle, 

While its chill stones, 
Mammon’s millstones, 

Cease to grind awhile 1 


BLACKMAIL. 

The eminent West End physician felt 
my pulse with his right hand, pushed a 
thermometer as far down the basement 
of my tongue as he decently could with 
his left, and went out ot the room. He 
returned in two minutes, look out the 
thermometer and examined it, 

“ Hx ! Influenza ! ” lie said. " Tliroe 
Jays in bed — tiiis prescription” (he took 
one, ready written, from a pile on his 
table) — “ that will be two guineas.” 

“No!” I Said. “Not influenza, but 
a cold — a common cold in the head, and 
yon hnow itJ^ 

“ Hush ! ” he implored ; and his face 
paled. He went swiftly and silently 
across the room and locked the door. 

“ So you know all,” he said. 

"I do; you mav therefore tell me 
everything,” I replied. Briefly, the 
story he told me was as follows : 

Twenty years ago this great doctor 
was a young and stiuggliug practitioner 
in Tooting. One day there came to 
consult him a man ot unusually pros- 
perous appearance suffering from a heavy 
cold. The young doctor, in the moment’s 
excitement, made a mistake and diag- 
nosed the case as influenza; and the 
patient was so charmed that he shook 
the young man warmly by the hand and 
went lujme to bed, where the doctor 
visited him each day for a week, run- 
! ning up a very useful liitle bill. 

I Not to be outdone, the patient’s 
friends, when they in their turn 
fell victims to catarrh, called in the 
same young doctor to ascertain whether 
they too weie not distinguished by 
influenza. Having put his hand by 
accident to the plough, our friend 
refused to look back, and pui*sued the 
downward path of worldly success, 
i Thei’eafter he never diagnosed a cold 
in the head as anything but influenza. 
He quickly made a reputation as a young 
man who knew a b.id thing when he saw 
it; and his progress to Hirley Street 
I was accomplished as easily as the descent 
of A vein us. 

“I have told you all this,” he con- 
cluded, “becau-e you had guessed it 
already. It remains merely to add that I 
place implicit confidence in your secrecy, 
and to repeat that my fee is two 
guineas.” 

“Your confidence,” I said, “is not 
misplaced. It remains merely to add that 
my fee for discretion is five guineas, 
and I will therefore trouble you for the 
difference.” 

1 have had a very good winter season. 


From the window of a restauixint off 
the Strand : — 

“ Chickens cooked or uncooked.” 

How do you uncook a chicken ? 
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THE 1N.SURANCE QUEETKjN. 

Ir is the duty of every man to insure 
Lis liie,” pronounced Patty. 

J had an uncle once,” said Dibchiok. 

iShe smiled. 

“ Don't you believe me? " he asked. 

** Oh yes, I daresay you had a dozen.” 

“No, only two. Ihey were twins/’ 
lie added with, a sigh. 

“But what’s that got to do with in- 
buring your li(e ? ” 

“You see,” he explained, “one of 
them was an African bibhop. I forget 
wliat the other took up. 1 fancy he 
eventually became a gentleman jockey. 
But the point is that my uncle Aithur 
was a bishop. In fact, they said that 
with any luck he might have been an 
archbishop ; but unfortunately ” 

“ Still, 1 don’t quite see ” 

He waved his hand. “Wait a mo- 
ment. I ’m just coming to it. What I 
was going to say, when yoxi interrupted 
me ” 

“ I like that,” said Patty. 

“Well, when I inter lupted jou, then. 
What I was about to observe when T 
interrupted you was that my uncle 
Arthur felt very strongly on the subject 
of insurance agents. Ho u^ed to main- 
tain that there was only one effectual 
way of dealing with them. When they 
called and suggested \our insuring in 
their office, you should always begin by 
pmducing tbe whisky.” 

“ But I couldn’t very well do that, 
could I?” 

“ No, I suppose not. He was speak- 
ing more from a bishop’s point of view, 
as it were. Well, after that, the next 
thing to do, said my uncle Ai’thur, was 
to mix them a liberal dose, and then, 
holding the glass in 3 our hand, say, 
‘ Would you mind letting me have a 
probpectus ? ’ Then they gave you the 
I>rospectu'=5, and you gave them the 
whisky, and — ^well, then they went 
away and tried to forget you.’^ 

“ I should have thought giving them 
whisky would have been the very way 
to make them call again.” 

“Oh, no, not at all. Directly you 
Lad given it to them, you murmured, 
‘ Excuse me,’ and rang the bell. Then 
they would think you were in a great 
hurry, and would drink it off quickly, 
before they realised what they were 
doing. That was the essential part of 
the treatment. My uncle Arthur said 
that you should never give them time 
to sip a little, and then leave the rest, 
or pour it into a flower-pot when they 
tlioiu>ht you weren’t looking. You see, 
it wasn’t the ordinaiy whisky ; you got 
it at the giocer’s.” 

“ I don’t think your uncle can have 
been a very nice man,” said Patty. 

“There 3'ou are wrong,” answered 
Dibchick ; “ he was one of the best of 
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A LONG FAREWELL. 

She {ejTu^aely}. “How nur it is xo iia^e mei' "iou alms wikr ail iiiLSD yeabs, devii 
0am AIN ButtLINGTON.” 

lie, ** Major now! That ^as icn \lvk.s ago, \ou know.” 

She {Ml more effvAireltf), **How riMn fliks * Wlii, » oN«,R\RXjmoNS and good-bye, 

I HOPS IOC/’LL be a txDNEBAL WHUS KENT WE MEET.” 


bishops. But I admit he wanted know- 
ing-” 

“ Then you don’t agree with me about 
insuring ? ” 

“Ocrtainly, I agree with 3*011. But 
personally, so far as I am concerned — 
well, I shall probably never leave a 
widow now. <)ncc ” Ho paused. 

“Yes?” 

“I remember I was quite young at 
the time, She was older, alxjut thirty, 
I think, a ratli«>r musbive blomlo. Jt 
hurt fi ightfully.” 

“Ah!” 

“ I couLl never eat aiu thing when she 
dropped in fo tea.” lie stopped and! 
gazed absently into the distance. ' 


“ Was that all ? ” asked ratt3\ 

“All!” 

“ Didn’t you do anything ? ” 

“No; you see, I was only twelve at 
the time. As my fatlu r told me, it was 
a hopeless case. She wouldn’t have 
undeiNtood, probably, even if I had said 
anything, and in those da3s I was 
bingulatly 6enhiti\e to ridicule. But ; 
1 lia\e always felt that she vras the only 
wid<w 1 should over have really cared 
to laive.” 

“ Wo seem to have inthcr wandered 
from oiir orig’nal conversation,” said 
Patty. 

“Have wo? Wdl, to continue, my 
uuele Arthur ” 
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THE SPKINOS OF YESTER-CENTURY. 

Spuing, whea the first budb of the crocus waken/ 
Dusting with gold the carpet of the glade, 

Say, inay I hope that these remarks be taken 
In the same friendly spirit they are made? 

Gentle I wrote yon, once beloved thesis 
Of adolescence and its callow pen ; 

My dear, I sometimes think you Ve gone to pieces 
Confoundedly since then ! 

Those were the days nhen you were always good for 
A sonnet’s impulse ; yours the usual shrine 

At which 1 wooed the guinea which has stood for 
The laurel wreath in any rlijunes of mine. 

You tuned my heart to your brown lark’s elation 
’Mid white clouds piping, lost in breezy blue ; 

Now I might starve for all the inspiration 
I seem to get from you * 

Mutely I wander where my early hymn rose 
When tender catkins do a tail unfold, 

All unaffected by the budding primrose 
Raising her head above the chilly mould ; 

^ Delayed in publication. 


Loud whoops the blizzard,® biting, song-benumbing, 
Blasting pale blossoms eie they know the sun ; 

Not thus you heralded the cuckoo’s coming 
When I was twenty-one ! 

Madam, I charge you, ere these antic actions 
Tarnish the memory of your former gold, 

That you produce at least a few attractions 
For which I loved you in those days of old ; 

Keep your aEBLaius (it was ne’er a deep kind), 

Your woodland walks — ^keep these for younger legs, 
But give me your asparagus — the cheap kind, 

Give me your plovers’ eggs ! 

2 Ur, Punch cannot hold himself lesponsible for the weather forecasts 
of his contrlbiitois. 


“ Advertisei wishes to hear of a bright, cheerful family w ith Suffragette 
interests, residing in a fairly quiet district, whore a lady, recovering 
from a nervous breakdown, coiild be received, and where one of the 
members, a hiight strong character, would bo willing to devote her 
iuteiest and influence in helping the lady to recovery.” — Voic» for 
Women 

The name of one bright, strong character leaps to the I 
mind, but we should hardly have thought she was the best 
companion for a lady recovering from a ner\'’cni3 breakdown. 






THE PLEASUEES OP ANTICIPATION. 

Jodi. Boii, flo the Bidget Dog) “0000 DOO' (WONDEB WHEREABOUTS HE’K OOISO Til BITE ME." 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

E\tr*vlted from the Dury op Toby, M.P. 

House of (Jommoiis^ ’Monday, April 3. 
— John Burns moved becond reading of 
Iloubing and Town Planning Bill. In 
course of S]ieech stronely denounced the 
insalubrity and general undesirability of 
what he called Back-to-baek houses. 
Reference fluttered hon. Members behav 
GtVigway. Earlier in day, quebliou 
arising about noble lords lending Air. 
Du Cros spare motor cars for Party 
purpose's in Parliainentaiy elections^ 
A'noRNc\-6ENT>R.VL suggested that suit- 
able time for legi&laiion on subject 
would be when whole matter of lolatu ns 
of two Houses comes up for considera- 
tion. 

“And when may that be?” blandly 
asked Wotcbton, ever on alert in search 
of useful information. i 

“It does not rest with me to flx the 
day,” said Rohson, with a sigh in his 
soft voice. “ If it did I should certainly 
make the date an early one.” 

Thoughts thus attuned to the subject, 
Brunner at first imagined that wlieu 
; President of Local Government Board 
1 talkfd of Back-to-back houses he had in 
mind the two Houses of Parliament, 
aepaiMted as they are by a comdor. 
LuP'roN, who, with intention of kt-epmg 
a closer eye on his late friend John (now 
Right Honourable), shifted his position 
fiom usual seat below Gangway on Minis- 
teri.d side to Front Bench below Gangway 
opposite, knew better. Long connection 
with Leeds made him familiar with tins 
honnly form of stiTicturo and its con- 
veniences. In Back-to-back houses it is 
the custom of an aftei noon for the lady on 
the third storey— usually w.th her cap 
awiy — to lean out of window and enter 
into conveisation with lady in window 
opposite, whose proximity is happily so 
close that one almost could, sometimes 
nearly does, emphasise remarks by 
tugging at the other’s towzled hair. 

Mr, Lupton proceeded to adapt the 
pleasing custom to habits of House of 
Coimnon«?. Leaning out of what repre- 
sented his window on the second floor 
back oppo'^ite Treasury Bench, he offered 
a few observations personal to President 
OF Local Government Bovrd and his 
views on House BilL J, B,, always 
ready for a fight, sharply responded. 
Air. Lupion, with true Back-to-back- 
liousc reailiness, “let him have it” in 
reply. 

Situation growing exciting when 
Speaker interposed with remark ; “ The 
hon. Member must not carry on a con- 
versation with the right hon. gentleman. 
This is a debate, not a conversaztoneJ^ 

Whereupon Mr. Lupton withdrew and 
shut down his window with a bang. 

Business done, — ^Housing and Town 






BilUj “What A nur iunny thing?" 

Mamma , “Tucr’ts a oIork. * 

Mhj, “Ye«!, 1 I IN SLE 1T*S A SI UK, BIT >M!Ai ’s ill VI ON lllE TOP OF IT? 


Planning Bill read a becond time and 
referred to Committee of whole House. 

Tuesday , — ^In a seides of thirtet'ii con- 
secutive questions addressed to President 
or Board of Tilvde, (\iptain Ckatg told 
touching, though intricate, story of an 
Ii-ibh lilebiKiy. As far as can be inade 
out from the medley of interrogations, 
there is moored off Ball> quint in Point, 
County Down, a lifebuoy, officially named 
Stumgford Lough buoy, because it i^ far 
out ot sight of iStrangford. It was the 
original intention of Irish Lights Com- 
mLssionei-s to moor it about a mile and 
a half from the bar mouth. Someone, 
probably connected with the Land 
League, having placed it at the distance 
named, it still bears the name of 
Btrangford. 


A peculiarity about this buoy is that 
at approach of night it regularly goes 
out. It appears that the Irish Lights 
Commisbioners, accompanied by some 
members of the Elder Brethren,” spend 
most of their spare time in putting forth 
from Bdllyquiiitin Point, making for the 
buoy, and taking it away to be repaired. 
The arduousm^s of this labour, long 
endure<l, liub so worked upon the mind 
and bo<ly of Vibcount Monck, ono of the 
Oomniissioners, that he has rctiro<l from 
the Board. Captain Orvio sees oppor-* 
tunity of “apptrinting some repre-»euta- 
tivo of the Board of Trade to fill the 
vacancy who will be responsible to Par- 
liament in regard to questions affecting 
the administmtion of the Board.” 

Meanwhile he sternly demands that 
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PRLsiMJiroiBovRDorTniDnsliaU* state “but first of aU ^ve souietliuig to room, I reminded bim, with its bistre 
Snumberofeommiinications received drink. Have a bottle of IVettierwissle, bangings and copper-coloured dado, 
m*ominending the liisb Lights CW 1804 , tint formerly reposal in the cellars and— 

jSssionerstofemovetheso^aUedStrang- of Prince McTTUnwH. Do' Help me ‘ Mommg-room? he abnost seamed, 
ford Txiigh Buoy, County Down, so far out mth it. I’m sick of these priceless “It’s m the mornmg-^m that she 
out as six-and-a-halE miles from the bar vintages. You smoke? always gets at me. And I d rather have 

mouth and give the names o£ those ten- “ But of course,” I rephed ; and he , the Inspector for company any day than 
dering the recommendation, and also pushed over to me a silver box, an ^lyMontpensier. Do you like widows, 
their reason.” exquisite example of Brv Trovmo he broke o£E thoughtfully, almost wist- 

Hope'l have made the matter clear. Cm ini’s lepoussd woik, which had fully. “ She’s quite joung, and her face 
WiKsioN as a rule always ready to foimerly held the scented gloves of Le has the warm ivory tints tMt Dv 
face Uie music. Notable that be shrank Grand Monarque. It now contained a Viuci loved to paint. H you icowZd take 

from this encounter Put forward tie huge loipedo-shaped black cigar. her off my lands But of course you 

hapless Parlianientarj’ Secretary. House “ You know,” he continued dejectedly, 'c^ouldn t. You know how she goes on. 
has not for lon^ time 'witnessed moie lighting himself a cigarette set with * I said. ielime. 
pathetic scene than Tennant trying to seed pearls, and flinging it into the fire ‘ Calls about eleven m the monimg--- 
tackle Lit usuoY Craig. Air of depression after a single pull at it, “I’m about done nerveinsfuhoi the wine of life— dressed 
luoic eloquent than speech ; which was up, I am. It ’s <juite time I had a rest, in one of Paquorth s latest creations, 


fortunate, as he * 
once or twdee threat • 
ened to break down. 

BimnesB done . — 
In Committee on 
Army Annual BiU. 

Wednesday . — 
House adjourns for 
Easter recess. 


ONE OF THE OYER- 
EMPLOYED. 

IVjc Tvere sitting 
together in a large 
room hung with 
Titians and Botti- 
celli‘s, each worth 
a Kiiig’b ransom. 

A man-servant 
came in noiselessly, 
took from a scuttle, 
that had once been 
the Buck Prince’s 
tilting-helmet, some 
perfumed cedar- 




WiUMr LyfHT 


perfumed cedar- Countryman (fa Ihiioi ) Think I bun i 

log? that bad formed r 

part of an Em- • A,., yes, oi a.ra,n 

i peror's bedstead, - 


— — — dove grey, tiimmed 

with eimine, and 
Ulljl old kce that Mary 
111 Queen of Soots 
llj wore on her wed- 
ding-day. Walks 
up and down like 
a cat on hot bricks, 
and finally Inirsts 
into tears and asks 
me to lend her a 
million or two on 
rotten security to 
save Cortel^on Car- 
staiis — chap with 
a face like one of 
Tintoretto’s angels, 
you know — from 
ruin. Refuses to 
enter into details, 

and No, I 

can’t stand it ! ” 
“But the Prin- 
cess.” I said, 
“surely her visits ^ 
compensate for a 

Think I bum well, Doctor The more I EVTb the less I good deal?” 






Tou SEr, EMttYnilNG TOtJ E\T FLIES TO YOIR 


“ The Princess? ” 

I he shouted. “ Do 
-you mean the 


put them on the fire, and withdrew. As I can’t stand the strain of it much longer, greeiveyed one whose set of sables 
he did so I was amazed to see my host The excitement of it aU is killing me. ran well into four figures 9 That 
dash across tlie carpet — it had been the Look here, you envy me my old masters, minx ? What do you think of her 
praying-rug of a Shah— and deliver a my porphyry staircase and all that ; but latest ? Comes and threatens to make 
flying kick at the door, what do you think of a fellow going into disclosures tliat will plunge Europe in 

“Never mind,” he said, mirsing his his drawing-room and finding an Under- war, and play old Harry with my 
toe, “I’ll get him next time. I hate Secretary of State lying on the hearth- Bulgaiian loan, unless I recover the 
him and his perfectly-tmined manner rug, strangled with a diamond necklace crown jewels she pawned in Paris last 
He’s one of ’em — ^lie ’s in the conspiracy that formerly clasped the neck of a spring.” 

against mo — showing in all sorts of Begum? That’s what happened to me “You certainly seem to be mixed 
impossible people, at all hours, da\ and yesterday. And if I go into my library up in a good * many big affairs,” I 
night. what do f find? A Russian Grand mused. 

My host, T now noted, had a face Duke, as likely as not, stabbed to the “Mixed up I I'm mixed up all 
almost coarse in its expression of heart with a ruby-hilted yataghan that right 1” he retorted savagely. “There’s 
strength and virility. Tliis, together once glittered in the belt of the Great the telephone bell now,” He took up 
with the magnetic, compelling quality Mogul — toujours le grand hue. Why, the receiver wearily. “Yes. All right, 
of his glance, which suggested latent I’m afraid to go to my dressing-room Allright. Yos. Yes,I’mtheFeuilleton 
power and ruthless wiU, made me feel to-night. There ’s sure to be something Millionaire. Who are you? Wbat^ 

at home with him at once; for 1 knew behind the wardrobe, or hanging from Mary what? OKI ring off, ling off ” 

him for an old acquaintance, a peg. Oh, the things that go on in But I wish the alarum clock had given 

“I wanted to talk to you,” he went this house!” He shuddered. me time to finish Prince MDrTERiiUCii’s 

on, biting off lus words like ginger-nuts ; “ But you have your cheerful morning- hock. 
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I THE TWO FRIENDS. 

AriKR Mr. IIilvirh Belloc. 

TWO men walked along the road 
together. They walked because they 
were poor, and they kept company 
because they were friends. It wjis an 
ordinary English road, bordered by 
hedges, and Ctsar V legionaries had not 
pas&ed that way for many years. Koine 
people say that C ts\r’s legionaries have 
never marched on that road at all, which 
is a very stiange thing. 

One of these men was named Deux 
Bocks ; he was a Gaul of cheerful tem- 
perament and active tongue. Also his 
nose was of the colour of carmine — ^not 
lake or red ochre, but carmine. One 
cannot mistake a nose of that kind. Eis 
companion was a Teuton, and ho was 
called Wiedersehen — Alf Wiedersehen. 

Now Deux Bocks the Cliecrful was 
strange in his manner of walking He 
went from side to side and often lirushed 
the hedges wdth his coat-slee\ e. (There 
were hedges on both sides of this road.) 
When he had thus brushed a hedge he 
would turn to his companion and smile, 
and say nothing. Then he would walk 
obliquely to the other side of the road, 
and do the same thing again. 0 tsar’s 
legionaries never walked in this way. 
Alf Wiedersehen was not like Deux 
Bocks, and he was dressed in a more 
fashionable style. He wore a black 
morning coat, for one thing; a silk 
cummerbund cLisped his ample waist, 
and on his head was a deerstalker hat, 
the flaps of which were tied up with 
ribbon ns the weather was sultry. Be- 
cause of his habit of dr*essing in the 
height of fashion he had often been 
mistaken for an insurance agent, but he 
was nothing of the kind. He was a 
quantity surveyor. 

Neither of the men was in a hurry, 
though the road was very long and the * 
cl.iylight was failing. As it grew darker j 
Deuv Bocks scraped the hedge more 
frequently. Once by mistake he missed 
it and struck a gate vliieli led into a 
field. It was a turnip field, and in it 
were growing many turnips — hundreds j 
of thousands of them, perhapb. The gate 
wasnewly dressed withStockholm tar, and 
Deuv Bocks leant against the topiuo^l 
bur — there weie five in all — and huinmed 
an old Basque villaiielle. When he had 
done ibis he looked stiaight beloie him, 
but siw* nothing except llie turnips. 

^ Wiedersehen had been busy all this 
time. He held a notebook in one hand — 
the left —and with the other drew a pen 
fi*om his pocket. Then he said “ Potz- 
tausend ” three times, and frowned, for 
it was a fountain pen. Then he recol- 
lected the pencil whicli was behind his 
ear and made shift with that. Tu the dark- 
ness he drew a plan of the countryside ; ’ 


lA if. ’ 
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HEAPING COALS OF FIRE. 

Motoriii (to PJC\ who has heenuorhing a 7notor-tmp), ‘‘ Can I Bn or AXi ’ 


it was not a complete plan because he 
j could not see very far; but it satisfied 
Wiedersehen, and he said “Hoch^” 
three times. 

A cyclist came along the rotid, steer- 
ing carefully betw ec»n the hedges. When 
[he reached the two friencLs he dis- 
mounted. This cyclist was an athlete 
and wore a dark grey kei‘sey. On the 
liandle of his bicycle hung a paper 
lantern, and a bunch of feins was lied 
to the mudguard. 

He approached Wiedersehen and ad- 
dressed him. Seen any of the ‘ Poly ’ 
boys?’^ be asked abmptly. 

The man of fashion returned no 
answer to this athlete, for he knew no 
more English than did Otsau’h legion- 
aries (this affair, you must know, temk 
place in England). Instead, he noted 
in his plan the sleeping accommodation 
afforded by a disused pound that stood 
^ close at hand. 


1 “ Funfzig ^ he said, as ho folded the 

paper ; then he added, “ Vorwarts ! 

I The athlete mounted his velocipede 
and lode off. As he turned the comer 
he shouted one vord to Wiedertoohen; 
one English word — Eats ! ” 

Deux Bocks Avas the next to sptak. 

** Je suis sec comme un pois^on! 
lie said, llien he added “Helas ! '' and 
* shook his head; for the turnii>s dis- 
heartened him. 

After a while the two friends 
continued on their way to the next 
town, and spent the night in an ale- 
hoiifco. 

In the parlour-bar stood two men, 
dressed in uniform. They were Teiri- 
toiials, and were dressed quite unlike 
C,« sir’s legionaries. Nevertheless tliey 
were sociable fellows— one was taller 
than the other — and they drank lx>itied 
beer until the clock struck eleven. Then 
they left. 
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HOW TO BE A RAY OF SUNSHINE 

Xo. 1. — I AM POPLLVU AT TDC Po'^F- 
OfFK'IL 

IX) you sell stamps, pleass ? 

What sort do you keep V 

Please be civil to me. Don’t you 
stock a line of elevenpeiin 5 ''-lialfpenny 
ones? 

Very well, then I suppose I must put 
up with inferior goods, as usual. Show 
me the fivepennies. 

Won’t do; perfect eyesores. Any- 
thing at three-pence ? 

How dare you show me a soiled slieet? 
Now, now, now, don’t thumb it about 
like that. No, decidedly not. . . . Let 
me sec those red ones over there . . . 
really ? That ’s very reasonable. 

Yes, I like them. In fact, I ’ll have 
that one. 

Oil, dear no. Kindly give me the 
one 1 wisli for. Take this back. I 
! aidced for that <me — ^the centre one. 
j Now wrap it up. 

* No, I have no smaller change. 

No. 11. — Why my Bank iooks forw-UU) 

70 SEEING ME. 

Uood morning. 

Why am 1 kept waiting ? 

Are you aware I liave a good deal of 
money at this bank, and that unless you 
arc prompt and obsequioiis I can cause 
you trouble and official displeasure? 

AH right, thou I w’ill do my very 
utmost to get you dismissed. Now to 
pass to the business of the day. What 
is my balance ? 

Add it up again. 

Oh, you never make mistakes ? Well 
then, 1 want fifteen pounds ten and the 
Manager ; the fifteen pounds ten is for 
me, and the Manager is for you. All 
siher, please; and 1 can wait indefi- 
nitely. Offer me a seat. 

No. IIL— Why they Appreciate ilu ap 
THE Office. 

What do you mean by “ late ” ? 

Very well, then, I apologise. I know 
my time is not my own, but I think it 
unreasonable that I should be criticised 
for keeping an appointment with my 
doctor. 

I gather it would be superfluous to 
refer you to the doctor, because if you 
don’t believe me you ’ll think me capable 
of going to a doctor who tells lies. 
However, I don’t suppose the question 
is as important as all that. Punish me 
in the extreme penalty, only don’t nag; 
my head aches. 

I don’t remember the papers you 
mean. 

Ob, those ? Well, I don’t know where 
thesR^re. I didn’t liave them. 

No, I did wot. 

Well, perhaps I believe I do remem- 


ber. . . . Youmeaniheday I upsetthej 
ink over the letter book ? I must have 
mislaid them on ^ my way back from 
Somerset House — ^in the train perhaps. 
The Lost Property Office might know. 

I’m really exceedingly sorry. ... Is 
there any need to take on so? . . . I 
think you’re exceedingly unkind and 
unjust. . , . Boo-hoo! 

No. IV. — Why I am Person v Giuta at 
THE Great Southern Hotel. 

Take my bag. 

No, not a room. I only want after- 
noon tea in the drawing-room. 

You are thoughtful, but I prefer to run 
the risk of ordinaiy hotel thefts rather 
than leave my things in the cloak-room. 

Surely this is not the passenger-lift ! 
Isn’t it for the coal or the hoots or the 
hotel staff? 

Then I will go in it on suffemnee. 

Tea for one, please -Indo-China blend , 
cream, bread -and -butter, sandwiches 
and every species of cake and pastry 
one is allowed. I take it the shilling is 
inclusive. 

Don’t loiter round me, I never give 
gratuities. 

Pens, ink, paper, envelopes and tele- 
gram forms, please . . . Thank you. 

Bradshaw and A, B, (7., please . . . 
Thank you . . . 

Ash-tray and matches, please . . . 
Hurry up . . . Thank you . , . 

Do you mind closing that window? 
There ’s a draught . . . Would you be 
so kind as to get me a fire-screen ? . . . 
Do you happen to have a theatre list? 
... I’m much obliged. 

Your horrible tea has made me feel 
bilious ; bring me a glass of water . . . 
Where are the periodicals kept? . . . 
Then bring me them ... 

I shall play the piano; go right away. 

. . . How dare you? You are not' the 
Manager, you are much too badly 
dressed — be off . . . You bore me. 
Shoo! , . . 

You need not use coercion, I shall go 
with much greater pleasure than I came. 

No. V. — ^WhY I GJ5T so M.VNY BrTDUE 
Invitations. 

Oh, yes, by all means let us play for 
nominal stake's; but I think it un- 
steadies the game a little, don^t you ? 

Go .original spades? -All my calls 
arc original, Madam. I abhor pla- 
giarism. ... No, I am delightfully 
unconventional. 

Do you? Personally I discard from 
clubs, they are so inartistic. 

No, not the eleven rule, but I find the 
rule of three invaluable. ... Oh! by 
aE means we will play according to 
common sense. 

Did I misdeal? I am sorry. Not 
very clean cards though, are they ? I 
expect they stick every now and then. 


Why mayn’t I sort out the suits face 
downwards on the table ? Does it hurt 
anyone? 

A penny for your thoughts, partner. 
Oh, my declaration, is it? Well, I’m 
sure I don’t know what to g^ my hand 
is a perfect rummage-sale. What infer- 
nal luck I do get. Hullo ! I seem to 
have five suits. Oh I half a tick. That ’s 
all right. Now then, my declaration, is 
it? ... I don’t know. . . . I’m ashamed 
to make anj-thing trumps, ... No 
trumps ! 

Don’t look like that, partner. Merry 
and bright, please. 

Five tricks against us, and doubled ? 
A hundred and twenty ? Tut-tut. 
Never mind, better luck next time. 
Bruce and the spider, eh, partner ? 

I can’t think why some people lose 
their tempers over a paltry game of 
cards. 

BEHIND THE SCENES. 

Editor, And so you want to be a sub- 
editor ? 

Aspirant, Yes. 

E What qualifications do you think 
you have? 

A. Well, for one thing, I mther fancy 
myself at headings — titles for articles, 
you know. 

E. Yes, I know. Let me have a 
specimen of your skill. Suppose, for 
example, that a factory was burned down 
at Balham, what would you say? 

A, I should call that “Big Balham 
Conflagration,” I think. 

E, Not in my paper. 

A, Not ? 

E, No, there are no conflagrations at 
Balham in my paper. Conflagrations 
are all at Canonbury or Cricklewood, 
Clapham or Camden Town. Balham 
has Big Blazes, a peculiarity it shares 
with Battersea, Bermondsey and Bow. 

A, I see, I see. 

j E, Well, if you see, what would you 
say of a fire at Kennington ? 

A, I should say “Conflagration,” but 
I should spell it with a K. 

E. No, that wouldn’t* do. It would 
be all right if the fire were not fatal, but 
with any loss of life the title would look 
flippant, in bad taste. It ’s too risky. 
Try again. 

A. Well — well — I should say — I 
really don’t know. 

E. I will tell you. “ Serious Fire at j 
Kennington.” j 

A. But that ’s — ^that ’s ' | 

E, Not clever? No, it isn’t appar- | 
ently. But cleverness consists not only 
in being clever, but in knowing when 
not to be clever. As there is no good'] 
adjective to accompany a fire in Kon-I 
nington, Kensington, or Kilburn, wo 
merely state the fact simply and truth- 
fully. 


Atril 14 , 1909 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 



-4. I see; but it ’s rather perplexing. 

E, Tooting now— a fire at Tooting — 
liow would you announce that ? 

A, Tooting in Flames.” 

B. Not had ; but “ Terrible Fire at 
Tooting” is better. Similarly, ** Dread- 
ful Fire at Dartford ” (or the Docks) ; 
“Horrible Fire at Hampstead” (or Horn- 
sey), unless, of course, a number of 

I persons were killed, in which case 
“Holocaust at Hampstead ” (or Hornsey) 
comes very pat. 

A. I see. 

B. But let us turn to other subjects 
less fiery. How would you describe an 
unexpected eclipse of the sun ? 

-1. “ Solar Solecism ? ” j 

B. No, that would be tco learned. Out j 
of every ten men in the street, three 
know nothing of the meaning of sole- 
cism. They only know Solly J oel. Try 
again. 

al. “ When it was Dark?” 

B "RpttAT 

A. “Strike of the Sun?” 

B. Much better. Now supposing that 
the famous Isle of Man novelist met with 
an accident? 

A. “ Hall Caine half disabled,” 

B. Excellent. We will find you a 
post. 


AMERICA AND THE MASTERS. ! 

Calght by our representative at the 
Savoy Hotel, Mr. Cyeos K Ctwiner, the 
famous millionaire collector of Chicago, 
willingly consented to discuss the re- 
moval of the 60 per cent, tariff on all 
works of art imported into the Unite<l 
States. 

“It will,” he said, “make a groat 
difference to me. In fact, that is why 
I am visiting Europe. Now that one 
can freely take hack whate\ er one buj s 
I mean to buy in earnest. I mean to 
make this effete island and that old 
hack number of a Continent contribute 
the best theie is to my walls. 

“Ihn a hit of a poet in m> way,” 
he went on. “I’ve made my money 
out of pork, and artists paint their 
pictures with hog&’ bristles, 1 'in told. 
Do you see? My idea is that a man 
who has made his money out of pig’s 
flesh can’t spend that money more 
poeticallv than on the products of pig’s 
hair. That’s why I’m out for old 
masters. 

“Now they teU me there’s a house 
here in London allied Artford House, 
or something like that, that’s full of Old 
Masters. Well, I’m here to buy it. 


I ’m here, too, to do a deal over your | 
National Qallcrj, if you’ve got enough | 
b usiness en terprise to consider it ’I’hen 
I shall go o\er to Paris, where I’m told 
there’s a unique called the ‘Venus of 
Miio.’ That’s my programme, young 
I man. But I wouldn’t have thought 
twice about it as long as the 60 per 
cent, tariff was on.” 

Our American correspondent tele- ! 
graphs that the consternation which was 
expected to reign at Coromaker’s great 
fine ait store in Pittsburg is quite 
absent. “Yes,” said Mr. Coromaker, 
when asked his opiivon, “ the lifting of 
the impost will no doubt tend to cause 
many of our connoisseurs and collectors 
to go to Europe direct lor their pictures; 
hut that will not injure our business. 
We were prepared for it, and have now 
a number of agents in London and on 
the Continent whom we shall keep 
bupplied with excellent works of the 
Parbizon school. Ihe only difference; 
will he that these pictures will now 
cross the Atlantic twice, instead of never 
liaving travelled at all; but a corre- 
sponding rise in price will recoup us 
for the outward journey, and of^ course 
the journey hack is the connoisseur’s 
‘affair.” 
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two countries, have had no effect in mitigating Irish animosity 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. to BiitUh rule. Mr. O’Bricit’b book is a compendious 

„ ,, c.ji XT j <-.7 7 . i contribution to knowledge of the machinery by which that 

(Bij Mr. Pimch a Staff of Learned CleiU.) ^ administered. 

The fawt thing to notice about GVp(/o)’j/ (Hcikcmann) — — — — — 7. ... • . 

is tliat Vnele Oregory himself, the central character who gives The Meamre of out 1 outh Dpt & discussion of 

liifn name to tlie story, has been dead six months before it the standard^ to be required oc lerntonais, hut a rather 
opens. Tills, however, does not prevent his being the pessimistic view of the romantic temperament. For some 
strongest and, in a sense, mo^t vital figure in the book, reason or other Alice Herbfrt has liandicapped her hero 
Bo lily Uncle Orajovij sleeps with his fathers; spiritually his with an Eurasian origin and an alcoholic lather, but as no 
monstious pei*sonality lives on, dominating and crushing all attempt is made during the rest of the b^k to insist on the 
who are brought wiihin its influence, even as his Benefactions doctrine of heredity, I can only regard these part iculais as 
dominate the neighbourhood in which he moved. Tt is the incidental. Francis Beidey falls in love with a I'eautiful 
history of the last and greatest of these Benefactions, the but terribly matter-of-fact girl at home, and after being 
colossal Trust lelt by Oreyoj'i/ ficw'Zei/ to be administered by repulsed as insufiGiciently wealthy, experien^s a course of 
his unhappy heirs, that has given George S.\ndemak the amorous adventures, some rather sordid and discreditable, 
theme for a very unusual and entertaining story. Of plot in and then, having formed the acquaintance of two “ fathers” 
the ordinary sense there is none — ^nothing hut the overpow'er- who conduct an East-End mission, becomes violently not to 
ing inemorv of Greoforw, and its effect upon the group of say hysterically — religious. Finally lie is bequeathed two 

very human sur-, hundred pounds a 


vivors who ha\e to 
straggle wdth it. 
And all the time 
the Mighty Dead 
himself was in 
reality only —but to 
tell that would be 
to rob a fascinating 
l>ook of half its 
charm. George 
Sandevan is the 
master (or should 
it be mistress? — 
one suspects these 
literary Georges) of 
a peasant and dis- 
tiuguialied style ; 
his studies are 
touched-in with a 
dry humour that 
has rewarded me 
for not skipping a 
single page. Even 
the somewhat 
diawm out exor- 
dium, the long 



A LITTLE SUPPER PARTY AT THE BORGIAS’. 
[With ajpologies to Mr. John Collier.] 


hundred pounds a 
year, which he 
promises to devote 
to the service of 
the Church, but 
thoughtlessly (after 
a good dinner) pro- 
poses to his flist 
love, and ends as a 
hen - pecked bus 
band. To tell the 
truth, I found 
Francis Beidey too 
much of a wobbler 
to be very interest- 
ing, and the only 
really exciting 
thing about -him 
was that he was 
in the “Treasure” 
Office. I have 
asked a number of 
Civil Service clerks, 
and they have never 
even heard of this 
Department; but I 
suspect it to be the 


Gregorian chant (if you will forgive me !j which introduces i place where they bring the buried ingots and Roman coins 
US to the deceased philanthropist, is worth reading ; and, that are unearthed from time to time. If so, it was far too 
once this is past, my attention was held delightedly to e^‘’ery heady a vocation for Mr, Bewley, He ought to have been in 
word iu an exceedingly clever piece of work, the final sur- something more tranquillising, like the Board of Agriculture 
prise of which is reserved for exactly the last line but one. or the War Office. 


With the possible exception of the mystery of the robbery 
of the Crown Jewels, Dublin CVistle hides no secrets from 
Mr. Barry O'Buibk. He knows it from its roof-tree to its 
spacious cellai'S, which once held a fine assortment of claret. 
In Diihlm Oastle and the Irish People (Kegan Paul) he tells 
its story in detail. Very instructive it is, on the whole pain- 
ful, in no wise creditable to the predominant ptmfcner of the 
Union. The only Secretary to the LoRtv-LiEUTEKAKr wdiom 
Irishmen hold in reverence is Thomas Drummond, author of the 
immortal, illuminating aphorism, “Prt>perty has its duties 
as well as its rights.” Dm mmond lias long been buried, and 
there is no harm in praising a dead Englishman, albeit for a 
time he dominated Irish affairs from Dublin Castle. The real 
truth underlying Irish discontent is that, whether the iiand 
of the British Uovermnent strokes or strikes, it is an alien 
hand. It follows that the enormous sacrifices of party 
interc'^ts and national resources, made since Mr, Gladstone forty 
years ago attempted to grasp the nettle of the relations of the 


The title of The Canon's Dilemma (Fisher Unwin) is taken 
from the first of a collection of short stories for which, apr 
parently, Mr. Victor L. Whitechurch wishes a longer lile 
than is accorded to the contents of popular magazines. Per- 
sonally I am not assured that they are worth it. When I 
read of the canon, on the first page, that, “ discarding his 
clerical frock coat and collar, he would put on a rough blue 
guernsey and sea boots instead,” I felt that his dilemma 
might present interesting possibilities. But *I was dis- 
appointed, for the real dilemma was not that one at all, but 
another far less exciting than any which might be expected 
to arise from a canon wearing waders round his neck. The 
stories are nearly all about parsons of some grade or another, 
and 1 am inclined to judge from the inherent improbability 
of most of the situations that parsons are the least likely of ; 
aR readers to be attracted to them. Perhaps in remote' 
country parishes, where the improbable is regarded as liable i 
to happen, there may be a chance for the book* I wish it luck. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Tin: KrNG op the BEU.u^s became 


so\enty-foiir last week. lie is really 
old enougli now to know better. 


A small man lias written to The Daily 
Mail t() suggest tlie formation of a 
regiment ot Territorials coinpobcd of 
‘ citizens from five feet to five feet four 


** 

* 


lincbcb ill height. If only Linu: Tick 
1 would consent to act a«i honorary colonel 
I of such a body, siiccebs i\ould be assured. 
Tlie carelessness with \\hiclL Acts of, ^ ^ 

rarliament are drawn is notorious. Tlie * 

new Children's Act contains no pro-' The heading in The Ea^press, 
vision to prevent children being left by , “ CoMPLli^ou\ Fimk For lb pis w,” has, 
their mothei*s in a horse-trough lined we hetir, caused considerable indignation 


with mats and hay outside a public- 
house, and advantage is now being 
taken of this lack of foresight at 

Waltham Cross. 

* * 

French Naval Crisis. | 

Poor Gunnery. | 

Bad Matcriil. i 
No Ammunition. 

“ Ah," sighed the 
Little Englander as he 
read the above head- 
lines, “if only tee had 
a navy like that! . . . 

Never mind, we must 
persevere." 

***** 

Mr. Lewis IIarcoirt 
having apologised to 
the House of Commons 
for a “ stupid blunder," 
it is being asked why 
other Ministers do not 
act likewise. Of course 
the tune of the House is 
limited. 

* * 

* 

It is rumoured that 
one of the Candidates 
for the Stratford-on 
Avon division is of the 
opinion that Shak- 
SPE mil's plays were 
written by Bacon, and 
he is tenrified lest 
heckler shall ask 
question on the subject, 

*** 

Mr. Geuald LawriN’C and Miss 
Fay Davis are trying the experiment 
of giving SnvKsPEARE without sceneiy. 
If it should he a success we would 
suggest that at their next conference 
the Independent Labour Party might 
try the effect of performing without 
scenes. 

‘Amused Actor” writes to draw 
; attention to one more instance of the 
impracticability of Socialist proposals, 
Mr. Philip Snowden’s suggestion for the 
, Budget, seriously put forward in The 
Clarion, is “A super-tax of 3r7. in 
the pound on incomes of £5,000 a 
year." Our Correspondent points out 
that no super is in receipt of an 
1 income approaching anywheie near 
that figure. 


among the young ladies concerned, who 
declare angrily that they are not 
Classical Dancers. 


Do 


Slioek Absorbers?" 



" " ' H R 

MR }»rNCH\S aPEt'IAL M0T04N0AUS. 
Vr.-FOR Bic, CUmi HtMui.s 


If they like to steal my sermons,”; 
said the llcv. B. M. Kuson in his mani- 
festo to biu-glars, “they can." The 
Public may laugh, but wo can assure 
them that* a great many sermons are 
stolen. 

Methuselah, the oldest tortoise at the 
Zoo, Las now' reached his 250th year. 
Considerable interest attaches to the 
only living contemporary of Charles II. 
* * 

* * 

Sunderland is getting quite a repu- 
tation for tragedies. The other day it 
was a murder, and now it is reported 
that last week burglars broke into the 
offices of Messrs, John Eule, secured^ a 
safe weighing 3 cwt., removed it to the 
opposite side of the river, burst it open 
and found it empty. 


yc»ii wear 

asks a *ix‘rtiuent adverti'^oraent in a 

certain half-penny newspaper which is 

sometimes called yellow. 

* * 

* 

In spite o£ a desperate attempt to 
revive the waning popularity of hot 
cross buns this jear by a statement 
to the effect that tliey contain a large 
quantity of alcohol the sales on Good 
Friday 'were, we hear, no larger than 
usual, and the bakers are at a loss to 
know what to do to stem the growing 
irreligion of the masses. 

* 

Earthenware jars and 
glass bottles of curious 
design have been dis- 
covered in the course of 
excavations at Ihimpton 
Court. This looks as if 
the trippers of tlie past 
had a sense of tidiness, 
unknown to our age, in 
the matter of picnic 
debris. 

*** 

Books, a contempo- 
rary informs us, have 
deserted their ancient 
nesting place in Gniy’s 
Inn Gardens. It is un- 
generously suggested 
that they could not stand 
the competition of the 
local lawyers. 

*** 

The National Sea 
Fiblieries Protection 
Association is to start a 
campaign with a view 
to popularise fish. The 
situation is rather a 
piquant one in \iewoE 
tliG fact that the fish 
themselves are, wc are 
informed, strongly op- 
posed to popularity. 

* * 

* 

It is possible that fcSalisbury Plain will 
be thrown open to aerial navigators for 
experiments. At present the authorities 
are said to lie boggling at the expense 
of covering such a vast area with 
mattresses. 

V 

A lady writes to ask us whether we 
think the Bath Pageant will be fit for 
her daughter to see. 


The Editor of Punch extremely re- 
grets the paragraph relating to Mr. 
8wiKni RNE which appeared on this page 
in the issue of last week. Owing to the 
Easter holidays the number went to 
press much earlier than usual, and long 
before the sad news of Mr. RwiNuutKE's 
death was made known. 


VOL. oxxxvi. 


r 



[AraiL 21, 1909. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


IN MEMORIAM. 

§ifgctnoii Clearies Sfotatbumc. 

Born* 3807. Dim April lOrii, 3909. 

Wnvr of the niijht ? For now liis day is (lone, 

And he, the herald of the red sunrise, 

Leaves us in shadow even as when the sun 
Sinks from the sombre skies. 

High peer of Shellet, with the chosen few 
He shared the secrets of Apollo’s lyre, 

Xor less from Dionysian altars drew 
The god’s authentic fire. 

Last of our land’s gi-eat singers, dowered at birth 
With music’s passion, swift and sweet and strong, 
Who taught in heavenly numbers, new to earth, 

The wizardry of song — 

His spirit, fashioned after Freedom’s mould, 
Impatient of the bonds that mortals bear, 

Achieves a franchise large and uncontrolled, 

Rapt through the void of air. 

IVLat of the night ? ” For him no night can be ; 
The night is ours, left songless and forlorn ; 

Yet o’er the darkness, where he wanders free, 

Behold, a star is born ! 0. S. 


HOME FISHERY FOR CITY CLERKS. 

[Tills article seems to us in close accord with a certain class of fishing 
chronicle favoured by a contemporaiy, an eminent Sporting Weekly.] 

That the British sportsman of humble means can possess a 
fimt-class fishery within the bosom of his family and ten 
miles of Charing Cross is a fact not generally known. That ; 
sucli nevertheless is the case we will proceed to demonstrate. ; 

The fishery in question is situated at the house bearing 
the title “stone,” which is tlie latter half of the name 
“ Elphinstone ” shared by two houses in Mount Sion Avenue, 
West Dulwich, the word being inscribed across the joint. 
The garden, which extends for a distance of forty-seven 
yards behind the house, contains the fishery referred to. 
This consists of a cemented basin four feet two inches in 
diameter and twenty-seven inches deep in the middle. The : 
basin formerly liad two cracks in it, A and B, which were 
stopped with red lead putty applied with the tin-opener. 
The pool is fed by a pipe the origin of whose supply is un- 
known, and in time of drought is replenished from the 
sctiUery tap by means of a rubber hose. This water has a 
bracing effect on the fishery and acts like a tonic. 

In May of last year two trout (Salma ferox), weighing 
respectively 1 lb. 2 ozs., and 10| ozs., were purchased at a 
restaurant in Old Coventry Street. They were named Charles 
and Jane for convenience of reference and were conveyed 
to “ Elphinstone ” in a bait-can electric tram. Both fish 
arrived faint, but appeared to revive when introduced to their 
new quarters. Next morning, however, the fish Jane was 
discovered to be in a defunct condition, and was accordingly 
buried with regret near the roots of an indiaruhber plant 
which had been bedded out after wintering in a pot on the 
dining-room table. It may be observed however that fresh 
fish is not a form of nourishment readily assimilated by 
indiarubber plants that liave passed their prime. 

What follows is the Diary of the “ Elphinstone ” fishery, 
and though the season came to a premature conclusion it 
will be seen that excellent sport was enjoyed. It should be 
added that tbo natural food resources of the fishery were 


supplemented by judicious allowances of Tidd’s Fario Feed, 
a savoury compound, price £ld 10s. Od. a ton, very nutritious, 
and much relished by Charles. 

Diary, 

June 3. — Began fishing at 3.15 with a 0 0 Sneck Limerick 
Hook dressed as a Greenwell’s Glory. At the first cast 
Charles came brightly to the hook. He fought strongly, and 
it was nearly two minutes before the net could be got under 
him. During the following half-hour caught Charles five 
times, when the fish unaccountably went off feed. (Yofe. — 
This has proved to be a record bag for the fishery.) 

June 5. — Got Charles twice before tea on a Greenwell’s 
Glory. The water fishes excellently. (Note. — Gi-eenwell’s 
Glory is gi*eatly under-rated, in fact, when tied "with gold 
ribbing, it proved to be Charles’s favourite fly.) 

June 0. — Did not fish this day. 

June 7. — The fish puzzles me. Began fishing at 340. 
Charles saw mo, but after tea he was caught twice. The 
second time he made no fight, but came to the net like a log, 
and then suddenly turned and bit me savagely on the thumb. 
(Note. — Too much care cannot be exercised in handling large 
trout.) 

June 8 and 9. — These days I did not fish. 

June 10 and 11. — Caught Charles once on each of these 
days. He appears to be getting listless, but continues to fish 
fairly web. 

June 12. — Charles saw me. 

June 17. — ^Have fished carefully these last three days, hut 
Charles will not rise. Cannot make out what is wrong. 
Have sent for patterns of patent Varox flies. 

June 19. — A disappointing day. Fished with the patent 
flies; no result. Then changed my clothes, whereupon 
Charles rose at the Varox, but I missed him. He splashed 
about all over the pool like a mad thing. Cannot under- 
stand the fish. ^ The Varox patent flies are beautifully tied 
and very expensive. 

June SO.-^-Have been fishing every day, but had no rise ; 
greatly perplexed. 

July 2. — Have solved mystery. Chaides feeds at night 
Happened to go into garden after supper and found Charles 
rising. He saw me and stopped. Felt embarrassed. Will 
try to-morrow. 

J idy 3. — ^A memorable night. Approached pool at 10.30 p.Af. 
with White Moth fished dry. Got into Cnarles instantly, 
who made a great fight. Caught him twice again before 
leaving him at 3.15 a. 3X. It is certain that I have a magni- 
ficent bit of fishing all to myself. (Note. —The White Moth 
is a fly that is too infrequently used. There is no more 
deadly lure when fished dry after nightfall.) 

July 4. — ^This day has been disastrous. Tried Charles 
again after supper. He rose cautiously to my sixth cast, and 
was hooked. He fought a little, and tlien let me reel him in ; 
but just as I was stooping to put the net under liim he made 
a rush and came right out of the water at me. I fell back, 
and in saving myself unfortunately broke my rod and the 
hook got embedded in the lobe of my left ear. Charles, 
after throwing about in a threatening manner, got back into 
the pool unassisted. (Note. — ^It is impossible to pull a fish- 
hook out of the lobe of the ear by force. It must be cut 
out, and even if the sufferer can refer to the files of ITie 
Family Doeioi% the operation, when attempted within the 
home circle, is apt to lead to marital estrangement.) 

July 18. — As I observed Charles to be feeding again, 
telephoned Pilquart of the Flyfishers’ Club to come for an 
afternoon’s sport to-morrow. 

J uhj 19. — Strange matters. Pilquart came and lunched. 
He likes my “ Weedy Whiffs.” As he had brought waders 
xmder a misapprehension and seemed a litde depressed, I 
promised him a Weedy Whiff for every time he landed 







Aran. 21, 1909.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



Charles. I put him right and left him. When I returned 
an hour later I found him 1;^ ing on the grass smoking. lie 
astonished me by telling me that I owed him a shilling box 
o£ Weedy Whiffs, and invited me to try to win them back. 
I went on casting steadily until tea-time without getting a 
rise, although Pilquart encouraged me and gave me much 
advice. After tea Pilquart took his rod, but, to my astonish- 
ment, instead of fishing, began to put up his tackle and gave 
me to understand that he was going home to fish his bath, as 
he had reason to know he should find as good fish there as at 
the Elphinstone fishery.’* It then transpired that Charles 
was gone and that Pilquart had discovered the fact early in 
the afternoon. 

(Note . — ^In order to have uninterrupted enjojunent of a 
fisnery it is advisable to fix barbed wire along the top of the 
fence when there is a boy living next-door.) 


TO A CUCKOO, HEARD ON THE LINKS, 
Bohemian spirit ! unencumbered by Penates, 

And sole jierformer of the woodland band 
Whose contributions I can recognise with great ease, 
Let others count you shifting as the sand, 

But surely underneath that bosom black-barrcd 
There lurks a sentiment that I (the hack-bard) 

Can fuUy comprehend. So, cuckoo, hero ’s my hand. 

Not for the sake of ease you flit about the copses 
And bid your partner to an alien care 


Entrust the incubation of her popsy-wopsies, 

Planting tlie eggy mites at unaware ; 

But art, the voice of art, is over calling. 

How could Cauiso sing with infants squalling? 

To fetter genius is to drive it to despair. 

Should I not also turn my heartstrings to macadam? 

I too deposit, whereso’er I could, 

A host of unmelodious babies (if I had *em) 

Or in the kindly shelter of some wood 
(With robins), or whatever creche was going, 

Soon as I felt the inspiration flowing, 

The bubbling in my brain-pan ? Yes, by J ove, I should. 

’Tis therefore that I sometimes wonder when I hear you 
Fulfil the valley with that vagrant noise, 

Now by the holm-oak yonder, now beside this near yew 
(Unhampered as you are by household ploys), 

Why you have never hit on something neater, 

Some outburst less monotonous of metre, 

Less easy to be aped by unregenerate boys. 

Is it perliaps that, like that other star, the throstle, 
Simply to prove your throat can stand the strain 
You too keep on, the Spring’s repetitive apostle, 

Piping your paean till it haunts the brain ? 

I cannot say. But what I find so sad is 
One never knows if you or if the caddies 
Are making all tliat rumpus. There it goes again ! 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

Some Sprixo Scbject^^. 

Park Lane, 
Dfare^t DAPins’E, — Do you pit- If you 
don't, by all means keep on don’ting, for 
puzzles have a fatal fascination, and lots 
of people wish they M never begun to 
love them. You’ve heard, of course, of the 
De Lacy - Vandeleur - wedding fiasco ? 
Poor dear A'^eronica in her bridal gown, 
with her maids and her pages and her 
parents and her best enemies and every- 
thing that is hers, waiting at St. Agatha’s 
forhalf-an-hour,and Piggy proving a non- 
starter ! Some of the dailies have built 
up wonderful, fearful stories on it, but 
not one of them touches the spot. The 
true inwardness of the affair, my dear, 
is pinzJcif, no less 1 For a week Piggy 
had been putting together ono of the 
big, diffy ones, and when the wedding 
morning came they couldn’t get him 
away from it. Ilis best man argued 
with him, and even tried force, but it 
was no good. “I won’t be married,” 
screamed Piggy, till I ’ve polished off 
this blank jpuzzle ! ” 

And by the time he has polished off 
the blanlc puzzle, and comes out among 
his kind again, he ’ll find himself treated 
to the cut direct and the cut with cir- 
cumstance wherever he goes, and per- 
liaps thrashed by one of the Vandeleurs. 
Moral — Don’t pnz! 

Josiah’s back again from vSan Banga- 
dor safe and sound and horribly glad to 
be at home. He has an idea that he ’s 
very much altered by what he went 
through there ; but it ’s only a pleasant 
delusion on liis part. As a matter of 
fact, he ’s more like himself than ever ! 
He has some fearful friends in tow that 
he knew out there— a planter-man and 
his wife; simple ojad impossible 

people, my dear! The wife wears silk 
and satin frocks first thing in the morn- 
ing, and chirps out, “ Beg y’ pardon ? ” 
whenever one speaks to her. The man 
, does such weird things with his knife 
and fork at feeding time that Xorty 
said to me one evening, “Is that your 
oioi idea, Blanche, to have a conjurer to 
amuse us at dinner ? ” Also, the wretch 
makes puns, it you please ! When he 
let one off the other day and seemed to 
think I would laugh at it, I said, “ Oh, 
that’s a pnn, is it? What deliciously 
moss-grown old things they are ! The 
ehhjnons mad long irliiskcrs of conversa- 
tion, don’t you think?” He hasn’t 
made any since. 

I've done my level to be civil to 
them, said how interesting it must be to 
be a planter, and watch the things grow- 
ing and pick them when they ’re done 

(enough, and what a wonderful arrange- 
ment it is of wliat-d’you-call-it that the 
leaves of the plant should make tea, 


the berries coffee, and another part sugar 
— and all that sort of thing, you know. 
And as if that weren’t enough, I find 
Josiah expects me — me, you know— 
mijbelf — ^yonr own Blanche, to tsxke this 
tea-and-coffee woman about and show 
her London ! I Meaning the Tower, the 
Monument, the British Museum, and all 
those other chambers of horrors ! As if 
they had anything to do with London. 

Oh, my dearest ! such a funny little 
something happened j ust after Josiah’s 
return. I ’d got a bit careless, I sup- 
pose, in leaving things about while I 
was on my own, and one day I found 
him looking at a certain little miniature 
of an eye that someone gave me as an 
Eabiev off eying -a dark eye, never mind 
ichose, with a look of mischief in it and 
a setting of brilliants. “ Whatever ’s 
this ? ” said the Head of the Firm in a 
queer voice. I felt it was a case for 
“tie Vdudace, de Vaiidaee, et encore de 
VaiidaceP “Why, you silly man,” I 
said, “don’t you know your own eye 
when you see it?” “Mine.' ” he said. 
“IT^eyes are lights “That ’sail you 
know! AVhen you’re animated and 
excited your eyes look quite dark. I 
snap-shotted you once when they looked 
dark, and this was done from it.” 

And (oh, ees hommes I ees liommes !) 
he actually took it aU in, and was quite 
flattered, and has given me a new long 
chain of brilliants to hang the miniature 
on ! There are some people, you see, 
who in an emergency can not only take 
the bull by the horns, but ride off in 
triumph on the animal’s back. 

Did 1 tell yon of Norty’s new depar- 
ture? — “Straight Talks on the Enor- 
mities of Society — ^By one who knows It 
from the Inside,” He says there’s 
money in scolding us and abusing us, and 
why shouldn’t we make it ourselves ? — 
especially as we know the most clout 
ourselves and therefore are best able to 
do the scolding. He gives his Talks 
every AVednesday afternoon at the Fitz, 
tickets a guinea each, and the room 
is always packed. He gives it us 
right and left, and we enjoy it 
immensely. The last “Straight Talk” 
was about our custom of organising 
dances in aid of charities. Oh, he was 
down on us, and we did laugh! He 
said, among other things, that getting 
up dances for charity was not only 
letting your left hand know what your 
right hand does, but letting loth your 
feet know as well! He was very hard 
on us women another time about our 
way of criticising each other and sus- 
pecting the genuineness of each other’s 
complexions and hair, and he said we 
ought not only to live and let live, but 
dye and let dye. 

The next “Straight Talk” is to be 
on “Money Marriages.” He’s not a 
bit afraid of people saying, “ You ’re 


another ! ” He says those who ’ve made 
them are most qualified to speak about 
them. The codness of the boy, you 
know I 

Everyone who ’s been round tbe 
studios is raving about Major’s portrait 
of Sibyl St. James. Profile, of course. 
Bosh says she ’s “ profile et pretty well 
nihil,” meaning, you know, that she ’s 
only a profile. And certainly she’s 
sacrificed everything to that profile of 
hers. She doesn’t give dinners or 
suppers or go to them. Et pourquol ? 
Because the profile mustn’t be seen eat- 
ing ! She hasn’t any friends. It isn’t 
that people won't know her ; they can't. 
How can one be pally with a profile, or 
make a confidant of it, or talk scandal 
with it, or do anything but just look at 
it? AVe were talking about Sibyl at 
AVee-AVee’s tbe other night, and Bosh 
said people told a story of her husband 
meeting her suddenly round a corner 
one day and not recognising her, be- 
cause he’d never seen her front face 
before. Ever thine, Blanche. 


THE PORTERESQUE. 

[“ During Uie hearing of a motor-car case at 
Bournemouth a witness, described as a porter, 
said : ‘ I saw a motor-car coming towards me 
with marvellous rapidity, and if I had not 
possessed great a^ity and youthfulness I 
should have been killed. I afterwards looked 
round at the driver’s face, which was scintil- 
lating with vicious grins The driver also 
made some insipid remarks, and the car was 
travelling with the silence and swiftness of a 
shi'apnel shell.* ” — 'Morning Leader,'] 

In the interests of the colour of life it 
is to be hoped that the Bournemouth 
porter will set a fashion — ^more than 
that, inaugurate a tradition. How much 
more entertaining would the daily rou- 
tine become if all public servants talked 
like tliis ! Not only porters, but com- 
missionaires and boy-messengers, and 
policemen and postmen too. Perhaps 
Mr. RuNCiM.Uir will smile upon the scheme 
and arrange for lecturers in the Porter- 
esque to visit the schools. Then some ‘ 
such results as these might follow : — 

In directing an old lady from the 
country who had asked the way to the 
Bank, a constable stationed yesterday at 
Trafalgar Sqriare replied thus: “Dear 
Madam, tbe jouraey is not only simple 
but of engrossing interest. The first 
step is to leave the august spot on which 
we now stand, overshadowed as it is 
by tbe lithic semblance, poised ’twixt 
heaven and earth (like Mahomet’s cofiSn), 
of Lord Nelson and Bronte, the hero of 
a hundred fights and the terror of the 
sea, and mount one of those Maiiretanias 
of the London streets known as a motor- 
bus ^ bound in an easterly direction. 
Passing through the crowded and ani- 
mated Strand, you will enter the City 
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ot tlie Temple, tlie abode of Law, and 
tlien traversing Fleet Btieet and cliinb- 
iii" tbe Hill of Lu(3gate, be under the 
facade ot Sir CHiii&TOi*HcuWitLN\s mighty 
lane, now the lunching resort of the 
wholcbale drapery tiade ...” 

Or again, at Chaiing Ciosb Station, 
a porter wheeling a tiuck may thus 
chattel . Your consideration I ciave 
to allow this not inconsiderable vehicle 
to pass This way, lady, lor tbe train 
wbicb in course of time will take itb 
departure fiom this platform on itb 
perilous and protracted journey with tbe 
nominal intent of reaching the ancient 
seaport oi Dover (one of tlie (hnque 
Torts) at 5.3. At w bat hour, however, 
itb happy arrival will actually occur 
one hesitates to hazard. Conjecture’s 
fires pale before such a problem. This 
way, lady, this wa} 

A hotel porter, having been inadver- 
tently mistaken for the boots by a shoit- 
sighted guest, would leply to a request 
about calling him in the morning in the 
following terms: “Incuiious stranger, 
w'liy this sad confusion of functions? 
Dost thou truly believe this uniform to 
be attuned to the ignoble duty of foot- 
wear-cleaning? Or is tby mistake due 
to myopia, astigmatism, or incipient 
cataract ? Discuss, infatuated stranger, 
for, as thou art aware, the ball of lepartee 
cannot be kept up without constant 
repercussion.” 

Once more, if the Porteresque diction 
becomes general, w^e can easily imagine 
a caddie, on being asked by a beginner 
w hat is the best club to use for a long 
approach shot, lapsing into poetry as 
follow’s . — 

Fair Sir, although the lie be grassy 
I cannot recommend the brassy. 

Again, undoubted risks environ 
Your handling of the deck or iron, 

For on each side, I grieve to state, 
Pot-bunkers simply pullulate. 

To use a baffy or a spoon 
Were unpropitious and jejune. 

In fine, my deft elimination 
lias clarified the situation ; | 

And, to conclude this talky-talky, j 
J ust take your mashie and" play pawky.” i 


A Maratiion Becord in Churcli 
Services. 

After a seivhe of about five yeais tbe Rev 
Tho^ Egeit )u 'VYiltoii Rudd has intimated las 
inteuliou to resign the cuiacy o£ Nortbenden 
PiUibh Churcb ” — MivicheHter Kvemmj 'Sens, 


« The Vacancy at Stratford-on-Avon.’’ 

As this headline Las gh^en rise to a 
good deal of misapprehension and not 
a few false hopes, it is as well to state 
that the most illustrious living resident 
has no intention of removing elsewhoie. 





















Dentist * Now, wuAT Cis I i)0 for \oh ?” 

Patient (tinose heart has faded her at the last hioment,^ “ Oh * a* my iiitii aru w umiY 
iU right, thanks. Er— WII iT I REVIU t VMi* I OR WM lO \''K U \Ul MOH l» -I U— I \U1 lO 
PI VY 0011 UIIH ME— FB- SOME TIME THIS RIMMIP 


Tell me not in mournful numbers.” j 

A correspondent writes ; — The daily * 
papers in their obituary notices of the * 
lainous actress, Madame Modtc^k v, state 
that on one occasion in liOndon she 
recited the multiplication tible in Polish, 
her native tongue, wdth such hari owing 
effect as to reduce her audience to tears. 

I see nothing remaikable in this. A/// 
own little (jlrl, aged five and a half, to 
w'hom 1 teach mathematics, daily causes 
mo to weep copiously in geometrical I 
progression with some siudi effort as the 1 
following — * Twice one is thret', twice | 
two is seven, twice three is fourteen ’ ; 
and so on.” I 


His Second Time on Earth. 

Bif’Eleefor out to daiifjliier 

the idiief jiff HITS In the hjlitK And look, 
there ’s Hunnable. 

Ilhjh Ir^ihool Jktwihter. Oh, yes; the 
man wdio tried to cross the Alps some 
yeais ago. 

“ 1 lu* summons luul l»'ou Issued 1 1 tbe wrong 
iiuu . . Tluuclwd ivideutlv been a iiiiv-up 
(>l iuime'=», the drivei and the imnei at the 
engine lieing iiepbeu*? ami beanng the same 
name.' ~ I he I rrme ih raid. 

We have always notited that confusion 
is apt to be ctiused by a man’s being his 
own gieat-uude. 
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thousand miles from the Pont NeufJ remarkable in that, because, of course, 
SOME NEW HEAD-LINES. when an Englisli “ mees ” came in with, kailors are, as a general rule, a parti- 
[UV/t io aZZ WrtiZ her papa, a hrown-faced Colonel from cnlarly ingiatiating body of men. Well, 

0/ Fashion] India’s coral strand. Pretty she was, all I wanted at the time was a tweed 

So Spring, the sweet Spring, is here, undeniably, but, if you believe me, she suit Six months afterwards we found 

and most of us are naturally giving was wearing one of those hats Tve all that I owed him seventy-eight pounds, 

anxious thought to the subject of our thought so becoming in the spring of He was quite as much surprised about 

“top-dressing” — as a witty young 1907!!! You never saw anything more it as I was.” 


Marquis of agricultural tastes once called countrified or ridiculous, more— in a “You must have been, a juggins,” 
his hat in my presence. Having just word — ^hopelessly middle-class. said Bob. 

returned from naughty, enticing, dc- Two nice-looking, well-groomed “ No, I think not. You see, when he 
lightful Paris, where I made my annual English hoys were standing near me. had once got my measurements, he 
tour of themu(/a.vi)iA<Zc» 5 mofZes,Iamnow “ Hulloa ! " ‘ said one, “what a pretty contracted a habit of sending things 
in a position to indicate precisely what girl!” “Awfully fetching hat — what?.” round on trial, as it were ; and of course, 
surprises Dame Fashion has in store for growled the other. And one gaby went when a man has actually gone to the 
you. The “cartwheel” has gone— off, no doubt to manoeuvre for an intro- trouble of making a thing for jou, it 
trundled into the limbo of forgotten duction, while the other sighed a big seems rather— er— rather a reflection on 
things; tlio busby we can suitably re- sigh. And I daresay I did too, to think liim to send it back again.' I’ve got 
linquish to those dear Territorials, now that tliese great, irrational creatures have lots of his garments by me still. I 
that they arc preparing in grim earnest votes, while we pioneers of taste and remember his speciality was overcoats 
to frighten the wicked invader from our fashion, wJio put our heads fearlessly and kilts.” 

poor, peaceful shores ; and the beehive, into beehives at the word given, have “ Have you lived much in Scotland ? ” 
symbol of industry and perseverance, none. asked Patty. 

is, appropriately enough, to be the wear But revenons & nos nioutons, as a “ No, that ’s just the point. T explained 
ptir e^cAlcnce of those who are making humorous Frenchman said to me once to him that I didn’t leaUy noed^ kilts, 
another attempt this year to take when the telephone bell had oilled him because the only place T went to in the j 
advantage of the season’s influence upon momentarily from the dinner-table. The vacation was the Channel Islands. But 
“ a young man’s fency.” Fntre nous, a “w’ater-bult” should be built of chip, in he said yon never knew when they 
balmy smile’ goes best with this really one of the latest art-shades— a “ garden- might come in useful. When I took my 
“dossy” e7?apmif, and the coiffure, being seat” green or “lR)iled gooseberry” degree, I gave them to my scout. He 
completely hidden, may be worn neijlujee, grey. Trimmed with ^ duck-weed or vas a man with several small daughters, 
or bo left at home altogether. water-cress, and conveying a pleasantly who had once played inside right lor 

But a greater surprise awaits you in cooling suggestion of water on the brain, Oxford City. So naturally he was very 
the “bani thatch.” This sensational nothing certainly could look better in glad of them.” 

design is in the form of any other the languid heat of the dog days. “Did all his daughters play inside 

thatched covering of an empty top-loft, — right together?” asked Bob. 

and can be worn “ fore-and-aft,” as our ICIL “No, he was alone there. They never 

gallant tars phrase it, when beating up ivll-Io- joined him. I should have made that 

against those boisterous winds that “Speaking of clothes,” began Dib- clearer. It was before he had acquired 


days. “Did all his daughters play inside 

z right together?” asked Bob. 

liilVl V»CLU MV WMAJlIk JlMX V-U.lIL\A-Chi.Vj 4AO MUJ. 1^ I I *1*^ “ No, he was alone there. They never 

gallant tars phrase it, when beating up ivll-Io- joined him. I should have made that 

against those boisterous winds that “ Speaking of clothes,” began Dib- clearer. It was before he had acquired 
come “before the swallows dare;” or chick, “I remember, years and years any daughters to speak of.” 

“broailsido on” in the wet, when the ago, when I was an undergraduate at “ Were they all daughters ? ” inquired 

eaves carry the rain clear of the shoulders. Oxford ” Patty. 

The jokel laugh, which is something “It’s no good your attempting the * “I believe there was a boy here and 
between a Swiss yodel and a contralto patriarchal with us,” interrupted Patty, there ; but it was tlie girls he w^as 
cliuckle, can be practised for use with “ because you can’t be so very old, now. really wrapt up in.” 
this. What do you think, Bob?” “I thought it was the kilts,” said 

And now, lo<jking ahead into those “ I don’t think,” said Bob calmly, “ I Bob. 
days “with roses red incarnadine,” when know.” Dibchick leant back in his chair and 

the daily papers tell us that “yesterday Dibchick regarded him- with an air of blew rings of cigarette smoke. Patty 
was the hottest 10th of dune for ninety- approval. “ You will end as a legis- watched him respectfully, 
one years,” what do you say, my lady lator, Bob,” “ You ’re rather good at those things,” 

fair, to the “water-butt” hat? Isn’t the “Rot,” said Bob; “I know you’re she said. 

idea arresting ? But, to let you into a thirty-five. It isn’t a thing that wants “ Oh, I don’t know,” he answered 

secret, this is an adaptation of the “wine- thinking about.” modestly ; “ the plain, straightforward 

cask” straw with which the hatters “There you are wrong. Of all the article is easy enough, but I seem to 
mailo an abortive attempt last season to seventy ages of man, thirty-five is the have lost the knack of breaking them 
oust the “boater” for men— a hat, by one that affords food for the most from leg.” 

the way, which has nothing but cheap- serious reflection. At thirty-five a man Bob got up.* “I vote we leave him, 

ness and comfort to recommend it. Bo has lost the first blush, of voiith, Patty. Let ’s go and play croquet.” 

great, liowevcr, is the obstinate prejudice while ” “But I should like to have under- 

of the “lords of creation” against any- Patty turned again to Bob. “Do you stood about the kilts,” said Patty, 
thing really striking and conspicuous believe he has ever blushed ? ” “Why should scout have been so* 

that not even in Paris, diat city of iZdu- “No,” said Bob. “If he had, he glad of them?” 

, eurs, would any male creature muster wouldn’t mention it.” “ To tell the truth,” said Dibchick, 

^ up sufficient courage to don it. ^ “To return to our original topic,” “he wasn’t— at first; at least, not so 
A I must tell you a stoiy, which said Dibchick. “ Speaking of clothes, I much. His original idea — a poor one — i 
goes to show that some of these strange remember, when I was at the Varsity, a was that his wife might woi'k them into} 
creatures positively admire dowdiness in friend of mine introduced me, as a great a tea-cosy or a bed-quilt or something i 

us. I was at a smart afternoon reception favour, to his tailor, a very pleasant of tliat kind. But being a woman of! 

the other day, in a Faubourg not a fellow. Not that there Is anything {social ambitions, she thought it wouljjlj 


ihed?” “Why should Hs scout have been so* 

‘If he had, he glad of them?” 

“To tell the truth,” said Dibchick, 
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Ibe c/iic if lie wore them on Saturday 
afternoons, when he played golf. As it 
turned out, she l^as quite right; they 
gave the family quite a social lift, besides 
enabling him to develop a much freer 
swing.” 

“ Come along, Patty,” said Bob scorn- 
fully. “ If you listen much longer he 11 
give you a sunstroke.” 

*‘I certainly have rather a giddy 
sensation,” she said. 

Solitude by the Sea. 

** 12,000 People go to BLicKPooL Alone.” 

Headline from Sunday Chronkle"* 

^ The Friend, a Bloemfontein paper not 
given to frivolity, has found a new name 
for the Member for King’s Lynn, It is 
Mr. Helloc Bellairs. It might have been 
worse. They might have called him 
Mr. Hollaiis Belloc. 

From tho ** Corribpondenze ” colimin 
(agony) in Lit Tribiina : — 

‘^Wednesdvy, Received yesteuUy evening. 
What a night ! now* I wept ! What words 
you writed me ! If you saw me, how you should 
Iiavo takod pity upon me ! ... Be quiet, my 
love. I write. Be quiet.” 


“ PREPARE TO SHED THEM KOW.” 

The saddest thing I ever saw ? he 
said. Well, I don’t know that I can 
remember cpiite the saddest, at lliis 
moment, but one of the Stiddest \vas a 
row of railway trucks on the line some- 
where near Redruth, on the %vay to 
Penzance. Wo had left London lull of 
anticipation of onr holiday — in Ihoroiigli 
holiday mood— tlic sky seemed for the 
moment to have no clouds in it — and 
then biiddenly we came upon this pathetic 
sight, a row of dispirited tiucks in a 
biding, on each of which was painted the 
bitter words: “This truck not to go 
east of Truro.” Kow think of that! 
Think of wliat it mubt mean tx> an 
adventurous ambitious truck to have its 
wings thus clipped by some unimagina- 
tive jackanapes of a traffic superin- 
lendiiut! Our hearts bled for them. 
I am fairly phlegmatic myself, but I 
could not bear to look at them; and 
when my wife saw how small they were, 
she completely brake down. You know 
women, sir, you know their tender ways. 

The fact that the trucks were so small 
certainly made it worse. One pictuied 


the new ones full of freshness, unaware 
of the cruel legend on their sides, 
running up to Truio so gaily and confi- 
dently, all expectant of their long and 
delightful journey to the east, and then 
being pulled up sharp and sent back 
again without a word of explanation. 
Kocast of Truro for than! For them 
the dull west. Dull indeed. For what has 
life, to offer west of Trura when you may 
not go cabt ? 

One thought of the young ones foicod 
to listen to tho talk of largo trucks who 
had been to Plymouth and Exeter and 
Lomlon even. Could there be a hauler 
fate tlnm that— to have to hear of the 
promised laud knowing you maj never 
enter it? We w'^ondered if one of them 
ha<l ever managed to break away and 
run the blockade of Truro station. But 
I fear not ; man, and es^ ocially official 
man, is too sharp, too t> rannical. 

'j’he inciilent entirely spoiled our holi- 
day. My wife moped sill the time, and 
tliough she was as brave as sbe could l)e 
she did not deceive me— 1 knew where 
her thoughts were. How could I fail to, 
when mine were there too? 

Poor little trucks. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[Aphil 21, 1909. 



TO SPRING. 

[llie weatlier in TiOS \n|?£>les, wliere these liueo come fiom, seems to 
liuve caused dissatisfactioa ] 

BEiALHiED montli, whose advent is connected 
With poets, onions, eggs, and early peas, 

With fragile blossoms blooming undetected, 

And fleecy lambs a-scamper on the leas ; 

When April smiles, and all the world seems young, 

And girk are ironing tlieir linen bonnets, 

And Smith, my neighbour, who composes sonnets, 
Caulks his dismantled lung, 

And plays the living deuce with SHtKhPC vac’s native tongue, 

I too rejoice, although belated blizzards 
Retard the genial glow of actual Spring ; 

Although the feathered choirs, with frappes gizzards 
Still feel an inability to sing. 

For either deep inside or down below 
In leaf and blade the vital sap is humming, 

And blustering Boreas bellows : “Spring is coming!’* 
1 Although it doesn’t show, 

And should have properly occurred a montli ago. 

0 blessed Spring ! whose penetrating breezes, 

Fvom amorous Arctic regions lightly rolled, 

Inspire the shy and shivering swain to wlieeze his 
Absurd request that Chloe won’t be cold ; 


I too upon the bosom of some fair ! 

Would lay the tribute of a brief devotion. 

If I could find some satisfactory lotion 
For carpeting the bare 

Spots on a toil-worn crust with ornamental hair. 

im 

Well, thou hast other and less meretricious 
Pleasures, 0 Spring, that Time has not effaced ; 

Those lambkins I referred to — how delicious . 

Mint sauce and young green peas will make them 
taste ! 

The vernal wind that sweeps my very soul 
Hints at the salmon-steak, the shy champignon ; 

And think of those fat squabs that gurgle in yon 
Dovecote — en casserole ! 

Or served as pigeon pie, or simply roasted whole ! j 

Then welcome, piimrose-girdled Primavera, 

Goddess (atchoo 1) of sunshine and desire ; 

I know thou ’rt come, although I have to wear a 
Thick waistcoat still, and sit beside the fire ; 

For I beheld xipooi to-day’s menu 
“Spring chicken,’ “Brussels sprouts” and “new 
potatoes ; ” 

And “ Ah ! ” I cried, “a man who loves his plate owes 
_ A deal, 0 Spring, to you, 

Whether it ’s nice and fine, or sleet obscures the view ” * 

Algol. 
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BACK TO THE LAND. 


Boy. “PLEASE, SIU, MAY I BE TB.VINED FOR THE MEUl’HANT .'iEUVICE ? ** 

PitraiDBST ov TUB BiuoD cir 'J'auiE. •• PARENTS IN THE WoUKlIUL'SHy ” 

Bov (eheer/ully). “NO. SIR." 

P. B. T. “ WELL BUN ALONG AND COMMIT A CRIME, OR EL^E WE CAN'T DO .VNVTHING FOR YuC.” 

[Apnrt from tliose traininpf-bliijM whirh arc either iiiilubtrial or ret iriiatop’_'«clu> >1'! ami a biuglc hliip tor worUioas’ Ijoyi* th" (iovern- 
ment does nothing by way of education f jr our Merchant Service. All other training shi^is, such ua the Mercni% of which Mr. t . H I' rv has 
m*ently taken over the control, are dependent for support on voluntary eontrilmt ions. Yet more than half a century has |)ass*d suuv a 
Itoyal (Commission recommended the eaconragement of training-ships, and more than a year sin(*e a Coiiini’ttee appointed by the uoaru of 
Trade suggested capitation grants by the State for the instruction of Iwiys wishing to join the Merchant Na\y ; hut lotlimg scorns to have 
been done. Meanwhile this Service, from which we are Huppos.nl to draw our Naval Uest'rve, is largely niaiim‘d by aliens.] 
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“JUDGING CHARACTER BY CORRESPONDENCE”: OR, THE WINSTON TOUCH. 

Our artist has curiously few opportunities of attending Cabinet Councils, but, after a o^rejul study of Mb Winskin 

(‘HURCIIILL’S letter to nis CuNSTITUUNTS about the “8** (DREiDNOUGIITS) QUESTION, IN AMIIHI HE LIOHT-IIEABTEDLY CASriGilES EVERY 
AXIOM AND ARGUMENT OF HIS DEAR C<)LLK4GUES, HE FEELS SURE THAT THE ABOVE CAN BE NO INACCURATE REPRESENTATION OF 'WHAT UhVALLr 
0<\’URS WHEN THE CABINET MEETS IN COUNCII, 


THE POETRY OP “BRADSHA^W” 
ANNOTATED. 

l£n the manner of the Higher Critiyi'^m 
of Poetry "] 

Passengers commencing a long dis- 
tance journey on a Saturday or Sunday, 
when the destination will not be reached 
till the following day, are recommended 
to consult the detailed tables covering 
the whole of the Route, as the Train 
service on Sundays often differs from 
that on Week Days.” 

Tlie above selection opens with a most 
complex mixture of metres and with a 
very large proportion of unaccented 
syllables. These devices are employed 
to give a ^ ivid impression of the speed 
anil confusion incidental to tlie begin- 
ning of a long railway journey. 

The pai-agraph starts with a dactyl ; 
this is followed by an amphibrach, and 
this by an iambus ; three trochees are 
next used, and then another dactyl. On 
a cursory reading these opening phmses 
might be considered a mere jumble; 
but what to the uninitiated seems to be 
a jumble is to the truly poetic mind a 
fine example of forceful heterogeneity 


of rliythm. Contmst, for example, the 
quick movement expressed in the word 
Saturday (the busy day) with the slower 
movement denoted by the word t^unday 
(the day of quiet). But even Hudday 
does not suggest such peacefulness as 
Sabbath would have done. The secular 
word Sunday is very appropi’iately used 
hero as the employment of laboiu* is 
entailed. 

In the phrase long dhtanee jounioy 
we have an excellent e.\auiplc of the 
wonderful effect of onomatopa'ia, '^J'he 
idea of a long distance journey is indi- 
cated wry forcibly by the sound, for 

the words move slow ” on account of 
the accumulation of consonants —eleven 
consonants to eight vowels. Note also 
the careful choice of the long w<jrd 
dedhiafhn used in connection with a 
long distance journey, and, in contrast 
with this, note the sharp sound in 
reached and the shortne.^ of the word, 
suggesting the sudden stopping of the 
tiuin. 

Througliout the paragraph one cannot 
fail to hear the short sharp sounds of 
the engine expressed by the sounds e/i 
and j (reae?ied, journey), as well as the 
large number of sibilants, as in passen- 


gers, commencing, di^)tance, Saturday, | 
Sunday, destination, etc., etc. | 

P^uUoicing day. By the second day ■ 
the rhytlimical motion has produced a 
somnolent effect ; this is finely expressed 
by the use of the liquid ? and the lulhi- 
by sound of the word day, 
lierom mended to consult . The time 

now (luickens at the hopeful outlook 
expressed in this phiuse ; but when one 
comes to “the detailed tabhs” one is 
compelled by the accumulation of similar 
eonsonanls I two d^s, two /’s. and two Ts) 
to read the won Is slowly an<l so feel the 
labour of consulting tiiuo - tables in | 
detail. ; 

To prevent monotony the rhytlun 1ms | 
been varied ; but now the poet returns | 
exactly to the metre used in the opening | 
sentence, ^liis is very skilfully Avorkeil 
in, and without careful perusal one would 
be at a loss to understand why the wortls 
rorering the ivholc of the route proilueo 
upon the reader such a remarkable 
effect. 'Hie repetition is of the* very j 
essence of the poetry of motion. Em- 
ploying the usual diim and di to express 
a long and a short syllable respectively, 
wc find that coir ring the irluia of the 
mute and Passengers ctmmcncing a long 
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. . . are both of the form dinn dl di di 
dim di di dim. 

It is quite impossible to point out all 
the beauties of this exquisite poem, but 
we caanot leave the subject without a 
reference to two or three other points of 
interest. 

It will be noticed tliat ihnne, the 
raoat humble of tlie expedients employed 
for the creation of musical beauty, is 
almost discarded by the author, as it is 
by many other great poets, but that of 
the mere refined and subtle aid of 
assonance he gives us a fine example in 
the words journey and service, and of 
alliteration in the words detailed, tahlcs, 

train, dayh, etc. And what 

glorious music in the succession 
of a’s in these same four words ! 

In some portions of this selec- 
tion tlie author must certainly 
rank with the greatest masteisoE 
our noble language. Compare, 
for example, the phrase, “To 
be reached till the following 
day,” with Tennyson’s “That he 
shoutb with his sister at play.” 

And, again, compare “Often 
diffei-s from that on week days ” ||jj| 

with the line of SiivKSPEm:, m 

“ Oaoler, look to him— tell not t mi 

me of (mercy),” or the lute \Wii 

Laureate’s “Guinevere and in Affi 

her his one dedigUt ).” 


A Delicate Way of Putting It. 

hbr general fatuousness the 
holiday i>anegyvi&t is hard to 
heat, especially when he breaks 
loose — often, too, iu verse— -in the 
albums where the proprietors of 
provincial hostelries and lodg- f 
ing-hoiises are wont to fish for ^ 

the eulogies of their guests, We ® 
would forbear to indicate exactly 
whore iu the W’est Country a 
]>articular Golden Treasiii-y of 
Cockney wit and sentiment was 
to be found this Eastertide, for 

fear of giving a bad advertise 

ment to a not very high-class cuii#iiie 
and somewhat indifferent sleeping ac- 
commodation ; but after wading through 
pages in which the virtues of “mine 
hostess ” were painted couleur de rose it 
was not a little refreshing to come across 
the following terse comment, which we 
think deserves a wider publicity : — 

Quoth the Ilaveu ” 

And the landlady, ”who apparently is not 
very well versed in American literature, 
is still in the dark as to its meaning and 
api)lication.^ 

From answers to a Literature paper: — 

“ Congreve, o£ the school of immoral drama, 

I RO won the respect of Dante that the latter came 
’ across to England to visit him.” 


in the manners of the time; but Miss 
AT THE PLAY. Suzanne Sheldon’s Mrs. Candour was 

The School roii Scandal. a delightfully robust performance, and 

The public is greatly indebted to Mr. her own spontaneous humour was a 
Thee, and he, in turn, to Mr. Percy very attractive enlargement xipon Shebi- 
Macquoid, for a revival most exquisite in dan’s wut. 

every detail of scenery and costume. Mr. Tree as Sir Peter was admirable, 
The company, too, was a veritable galaxy more especially in his confidential solilo- 
of stars, though the magnitude of some quies and Mr. Basil Gill, if he bore 
of them seemed to be unfavourably no facial resemblance to the idealJosep/?, 
affected by an atmosphere to which they acted wuth greater subtlety than one 
could not perfectly accommodate them- might have expected. Mr. Lionel Brough 
selves. Mr. Ix)raine, in pai*ticular, while was a masterly Moses, and Mr. Henry 
he did sufficient justice to the breeziness Neville gave the right measure of 
and generous honhennie of Charles Sur- rotundity to his intei-pretation of Sir 
face, had leallj'’ stepped into the picture Oliver. Mr. Edward Terry", as Crabtree, 
— — — provided what I suppose was a 
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CoKCCRSING ‘*TuE LiTTLE FRENCH UlLLINEB.” 

Sir Peter Teazle . . . Mr. Tree. 

Charles Surface . . . Mr. Loraine. 

straight out of the twentieth century, 
and might have been mistaken for S&. I 
SEYiiouR Hicks an nature!, with a touch ! 
of Sir Charles Wyndham thrown in.! 
Miss Marie Lohr, again, whose fresh 
young beauty does not in the least lend 
itself to the paint and powder and 
patches of the period, was never quite 
at her chaiming best, even in Lady 
Teadc's earlier and more playfid scenes, 
^and for the Third Act she wanted 
'experience. I venture to plead wdth 
those wlio have the care of Miss Loiir’s 
career that they will not try to force her 
flower-like gifts, and put burdens upon 
her w'liich her youth, with all its clever- 
ness and adaptability, is unable to bear. 

Of the women, Miss Ellis Jeffreys, as 
Lady Sneeru:eU,^SLS far the best equipped 


proper relief to the general 
atmosphere of refined artifici- 
ality; and Mr. Henry Esmond, 
wrho made an amiisiug dandy, 
was, I am glad to say, less restive 
than usual. Finally, Miss Dag- 
mar Wjehe looked extremely 

L pretty in the rather thankless 
part of Maria. 

I Never was a more charming 
picture than the minuet in the 
First Act, and, indeed, the whole 
performance was delightful. Pos- 
J sibly the stickler for pure 

^ comedy might cavil just a little 

BJ' at the way in which the Screen 

V Scene was allowed to drift peii- 
f lously near to farce. 

I half hope tliat this revi\’al 
will do something to restore the 
vogue of soliloquy ; not, of 
course, of the kind employed for 
the chronicling of facts or as a 
device for the evasion of other 
and siiperable difficulties! but 
the permissible sort, in which the 
actors take the audience into 
their confidence. I like to think 
tliat they recognise that I am 
there and worth talking to. 

0. S. 

A New Becord. 

[Ko more costly arrayed bride lias 

ever entered the church (St. Paul’s, Knights- 
bridge).”— JDai/?/ Chronicle.'} 

How curiously impatient of delays 
Are our young couples in these hustling 
clays ! 

At least, to judge from journalistic 
headings, 

They start their married life with 
“diamond” weddings. 


“ Tliere will be no Shakespeare festival at 
His Majesty’s Theatre owing to the marked 
success of his revival of ‘The School for 
Scandal,* the run of which he does not care to * 
temporarily break.” 

This paragraph appears all by itself 
jin The Standard, and leaves us uncertain 
whether “ he ” refers to Shakespeare or 
' His Majesty. 
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TO A BISON. 

7*cadmg a receiit article in “ The Ttmes^^ on Ms preBercatlon.'\ 

Chevtcre, regards 1 What though river and prairie 
Know not to-day the stampede of your horde, 

See not the maelstrom of heads huge and hairy, 

Hear not the thunder of hoof upon sward ? 

What though the plough breaks the trails where your 
following 

Millions once surged like the flow of the tide, 

And o’er your picturesque places of wallowing 
Golden as sunrise the wheat stretches wide ? 

For there ’s romance in your veriest mention ; 

Camp-fires at nightfall and mountings at mom, 
Wigwam and wax-path again claim attention, 
Hair-breadth escapes from your perilous horn ! 

Yes, when we read of you, boyhood comes back again, 
(Shade of Maote Reid and of BALT^rrins too !) 

And we ’re repelling a Rod-skin attack again, 

Strewing the lawn with belligerent Sioux ! 

Or, on our mustangs (the fire-breathing devils) 

Madly we gallop with never a pull, 

Close with your mob on the alkali levels 
(Sometimes the garden), and drop the big bull! 

Back to the wnggons (the tool-shed or rockery), 

Loose in the saddle to breakfast we ride, 

Naught of contemptible cruet and crockery ^ 

Needs the proved plainsman when pemmican ’s fried ! 

Will you once more in Saskatchewan’s regions 
Thrive, as we hope, just as hardy and tough 


As when the red man of old saw your legions 
Blacken the jdains from some prominent bluff? 

Will the bronzed cow-puncher hear, when the twittering 
Quail greet the morning, your truculent moo 
Boom down the canon where snow-peaks are glittering, 
Scaling aloft to the fathomless blue ? 

Only your Totem can tell ; so at present 
Just let us wish you the peace of the hills, 

Salt-lick and wallow, and pasturage pleasant, 

Safe from the bullets of “ Buffalo Bills ” ; 

Few, half domestic — the blood ’s not degenerate— 

Long may you rule your park-ranges at ease, 

And here ’s regards to you, creature, at any rate, 

Since your mere mention brings dreams such as these ! 


From the Supplement to The MioolmutrcBs we extract 
the following questions set by the Board of Education in an 
English Language Paper in the Preliminary Examination for 
the certificate : 

"A traveller in Africa saw two animals nbicli he took to l)e young 
lions running towaicls him Ilis negro servants ran away in fright, 
while he shot both the auitnalb — a feat with which he was pleaMcd | 
Immediately aftornards, however, a white man came out of the neigh- 
bouring wood and remonstrated w ith him, explaining that the animals 
were not lions but dogs brought at great expense from England. The 
traveller was nnich tiliashed and axtologised for his mistake. 

Tell tlie above stoiy again in your own words so as to make it as 
vivid and intercbtiag as you can Make the two men talk to each 
other.” 

We smcerely trust that no young girl among the candidates 
was capable of so much as imagining the probable language 
of the owner of the dogs. 
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boards induced him to abandon pugilism 
for liiblrionics. But to this day lie 
prefers a 'strong, repellent, aggressive 
part to one of a paciiisl character. 

Mr. 1U\ Dix Oorm was within an ace 
of becoming an archbishop — if he had 
adhered to his original intention t>f 
entering the Cliurch. But on its being 
pointed out to him that his name would 
be worth a fortune in musical comedy, 
to say nothing of Ill's golden voice and 
pricele'=?s deportment, he reconsidered 
his verdict. Yet to this day his ascetic 
features and rapt gaze often cause him 
to be mistaken for an archdeacon. 


FRANCHISE FETTLEMENTS. 

Tim “ W Oman’s Freedom League Fancy 
Fair” has offered a prize for the best 
Suffragette blouse for practical wear, 
and Mr. Punch' a modiste has entered the 
competition with the following design 
for a complete costume: — 

Beehive hat in purple green and 
white straw, with long plume standing 
erect in front to tickle the constable’s 
cheeks and reduce him to a state of I 
hysterical coUapse. Sterner measures ! 
indicated by 14-inch hat-pins, which ! 
are also specially designed to keep the 
headgear straight in the subsequent | 
I rongh-an<l-tumhle, and ensure a more ; 
I dignified snapshot of the Cause in i 
Action " for the various Press cameras. I 
^ Blouse made of specially prepared | 
oiled silk guaranteed to slip through! 
the arms of tlie law. Cuffs and revers 
daintily edged with harhed wire in the 
latest shades, waistband and shoulder- 
straps to matcli. All fasteniifgs made 
■ doubly secure by pins, the points un- 
covered to taste. The hlouso should be 
made without a yoke, which must not 
be worn under any circumstances. 

Skirt of stout grey gaberdine, war- 
ranted not to tear or catch on the tops 
of iron palings round public men’s 
front gardens and statues. This gar- 
ment, which is close and clinging, isj 
provided with a patch pocket large; 
enough to hold megaphone and dog-l 
whip. 

Chiffon boa two yards long, conceal- 
ing along its length a slender steel 
chain with padlock attached. 

Footwear, stout nature-form shoes with 
broad welts and spiked soles. 

Hose, blue. 

The Birmingham Daily Post reports 
the refloating, at Port Said, of a damaged 
steamer belonging to the “ Societa Vene 
Ziana (sic) di Navigazione a Vapore.” 

** What news on the Ri Alto ? ” 

Our Pampered Poultry. 

“ Convertible Carriage, for one to lay and 
ono to sit.’’ 

Advt. in Sheffield DaUy IndependentP 


iia 



According to The Maneheater Evening 
Chronicle the Bishop of Manchester has 
made the suggestion that ‘‘ all purt^eyors 
of injurioxis and immoral literatxire 
should he shut up in a library of whole- 
some literature till they were repentant.” 
Surely the Right Rev. Prelate exag- 
gerates the painfahiess of this form of 
purgator}-. 

From The S^portsmaiis notice of the 
narrow Sports; — 

“Quarter-mile (Ing), O, F. Royle, 4 min. 
571 secs.” 

It seems to have been quite a “ big ” 
quarter-mile. 


Hunting Hotes. 

Buns with the Balhit lloumh. 

From a catidogue : — 

“Bay mare, 15-1, soniul. Only r«ason for 
S(41ing, <‘lo'se of rabbit season.” 

Hilitary Tactics. 

From a ‘^peecdi at a meeting of Postal 
Clerks 

“ Having once raised tbe siege tliey were not 
going to give up Tintil it had fallen.” 

“ Italian is tlio easiest language in wliVh to 
Ring, because it contains the fewest vowels and 
<;onstniants.”-“ ScribnePs Magazine. 

Diphthongs are its only other weak point. 
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it. The Baroness has a friendly way with her, the sort of 

OUR BOOKI WG-OFFICE. that Tiuckkray had, and Trollope and our own beloved 

, ^ , T j m T \ DuMairier. If she wants to make you love her characters 

(By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned LlerIxS.) manages to do it. They are all real people, and they 

There is something rather melodramatic about the oondi- talk and act as such. Still, Tommy KJngsmead having in 
lions of the agreement between the two rivals which gives Chapter I. started to walk from tlie station and not having 
its name to llr. Rii>c,\\ell Cvllim’s novel, The Compact met with or been overtaken by any vehicle on his way, ought 

(Oitu^MAN AND Hata.), but it is difficult to conceive anything not to have been allowed to arrive at the courtyard in a cart 

too lueiodnunatic for the country and the time in which the in Chapter II. 

i storv is placed. As Mr. Cn.Li m suggests in a useful “ Intio- *1 , i c vf mi 7 


scarcely 




land was a paradise for freelaooters. He reproduces this novel, at any rate, cames conviction in every detail. Mr. ' 
atmosphere of lawlessness, with cross wind-currents of Onions does not introduM us to the daily with the circulation 
politiral scheming— BisMUtcK and Ccoii. Rhodes, Gudstone, of two millions, but to the companion magazines which thrive , 

Lord Dekby, and W. E. Fokster aU on its powere of ^vertisement ; to 

contributing; and this makes his — — | Sundays, The Boys Billion, 

hook so exceptionally readable that . . . g Chiyihe^ Match Tricks, and the 

I am quite willing to accept the rest of them. Sunny Sundays did 

stagy situations wliich are intro- 11 lAi || IT 

du^ to round up the facts for Hi r - editor hit upon the brilliant idea 

popular consumption. iTil( I’velostmv 111 ]/// of including each week a, scan- 

^ 1 I V c Ill/ 1 1 m dalous article fron> some other 

A piirty tale for sartin sure ' H O ■ O ■ O ' f I paper and commenting sori-owfuUy . 

Have Edcn Phillpi^tj^ took and f/ upon its more lurid improprieties 

—under the heciding ‘‘Groans from 

Along o’ they on Dartymoor, ^ Gomorrah.” headers of The Boys' 

And Hltchinw be zellin’ it. iSBk invited to become 

Cei\ledTheThrecBivthevs,zoit\)e, wm United Band of 

For such it ’s most of it about, ^ I wM Uiljioiiaires, which involved prac- 

But crowds o’ volk besides them j j I ^^Hh^Brd’^ 

Keeps poppin' in and peerin’ out. ' ^ |[ | j dumb-bell, and devotin^on^ew 

He ’ve done en all zo large as day ; 7JJ7. ! || II JIIImIIw \ known. Though many 

Not mommets made 0’ bits an’ 1 1 joined, it was believed th^ the 

After the hookem-suivey \vay variahly saluted his friends with 

Of some o’ these here writin’ the gi'ip* ^^GMyikes and 

But human bcin’b, gay and glum, called Israels.” For 

Ploddin’ and highty, false and ^ fu^her^ information about^ these 

Some as I ’d lack at sight, and some lllllllllluj ^'^fer you to Little Devil Dovht, 

I ’d stand a pint 0’ licj^uor to. mllK Mr.^ONiONS has written his best 

Tommy Klngsmead, Earl of that ’ reticent ^humour and 

ilk, liavS been compelled by poverty UNFORTCNATE COINCIDENCE. feeling for character which make 

to sell Kingsmead, the home of — it excellent reading. 


Lord Derby, and W. E. Forster aU - 
contributing ; and this makes his 
book so exceptionally readable that 
I am quite willing to accept the 
stagy situations which are intro- 
duced to round \\p the facts for 
[)opular consumption. 

A piirty tale for sartin sure 
Have Eden Phillpi>tj>i took and 
writ 

Along 0’ they on Dartymoor, 

And Hltchinw be zellin’ it. 
Chilled 2 Vie Three Brothers, zoitbe, 
For such it ’s most of it about, 
But crowds 0’ volk besides them 
three 

Keeps poppin' in and peerin’ out. 

He ’ ve done en all zo large as day ; 
Not mommets made 0’ bits an’ 
sertips 

After the hookem-snivey \vay 
Of some o’ these here -writin’ 
chaps, 

But human bein’b, gay and glum, 
Ploddin’ and flighty, false and 
true — 

Some as I ’d lack at bight, and some 
I ’d stand a pint 0’ liquor to. 




Tommy Kingsmead, Earl of that I told with a reticeat humour and 

ilk, liavS been compelled by poverty UNFORTCNATE COINCIDENCE. feeling for character which make 

to sell Kingsmead, the home of — it excellent reading. 

his fathers, to old Batli-Tuh Lansing ^ manufacturer. Mr. 

Lansing is rich, for there is something about his bath-tubs When a gentleman sues for a lady’s band, it is not usual, 
which makes them indispensable to every properly regu- I believe, for him to inform his beloved that, though he 
lated household. He is a kind, unassuming, uneducated adores her, he rather prefers the society of a male friend, 
old genfleman with a kind old wife to match him, and he has Nor is it usual, I fancy, for the lady to accept him on such 
an Oxford son, handsome as Apollo and a friend of Tommy terms; or to answer, like the heroine in Mr. John Barnett’s 
Kingsmead. Also he has a daughter Ine^, less agreeable, new novel, O/ie^’iton (Smith, Elder), “ I used to fancy 

because she is more of a snob than her parents or her Greek that the second place was ‘impossible to me. But it isn’t — 
god of a brother, Tommy, being a good little chap, comes to it isn’t! I’m really very proud to take it.” However 
stay with this family in his own ancestral mansion in order that may be, if the heroine does not mind playing second 
to give them a lift with the stiff idiots who compose society fiddle, I see no particular cause for the reader" to cavil at 
round about Kingsmead. Tliis is the basis of tlie story the improbability of an uncommonly well-written novel, 
which the Baroness VON IIurricN tells in (HrioniN- The best of the book is the everyday life in a City office, 

k>n). In an amusing preface she apologises for various with all its petty meannesses, its jealousies, rivalries, 
chronological inconsistencies which may trouble those who and hopeless outlook : that at least rings true in. ev^ 
have read her earlier work and who now read this book. note. For the rest, the gentleman whose friendship 
Some of her chaiactem will be found to have grown up ranked higher than the love of the lady does hbt move j 
too soon in Kingsmead, particularly Pam, whom we all me. He is a kind of inferior Steerforth, and of such persons 
remember. Well,! own I don’t mind much, for I tlioroughly one may easily have more than enough, in real life and int 
enjoyed the reading of her new book, and I heartily recommend fiction. 
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The recent undoubted improvement! 
in the quality of the British Army isi 


I much satisfaction to those concerned Tlie Express gives us particulara of a 
and full advantage is being taken of it. “ strange monster " which has been seen 
*** haunting the shores of lonely lochs in 

In connection with the movement in , the Isle of Harris. It is described ai 


now explained. There are, it is said, j favour of holding special Sunday having short and thick legs, a square 
twenty-two German privates in our Services for Sportstnen there will, we and somewhat long head, and pendulous 
I^nd Forces. It is wonderful what a hear, shortly be issued a list of revised ears. This looks rather as if a British 
little stiffening like that will do. expressions to be used by golfers on Dachshund has been evolved at last. 

the Sabbath, such as “There now!” 

Mr. Asquith, in his Glasgow speech, “ Bother ! ” “ Tut ! ” and “ Dear me ! ** — Mr. Wihston CstiRcniLL has introduced 
referred to “ those who framed the Navy the last-mentioned words to be used a Bill to prohibit gambling on loss by 
Estimates.” We are astonished to only in bad crises, and great care to maritime perils. The pity is that lie 
hear that anyone thought them worth be taken over their enunciation. [should not be in favour of minimising 

framing. — — ■ — - — — — — |Our maritime perils by the 

*** 

Mr. Maurice Hewlett, in 
a letter read at a Liberal 
meeting, condemned “ the 
monstrous war scare.” Little 
Novels of Italy may yet be 


followed by Novels of Little 
England. 

Now that the beatification 
of Joan of Arc is complete 
it has been suggested that 
she shall be known in future 

as LArc en del. 

* ♦ 

Ml-. Jim Patten, tlie 
Chicago wheat gambler, has 
been obliged to engage a 
bodyguard, as so many 
persons have threatened to 
step on his corns. 

We have long susi^ected 
it ; now we are sure of it. 
The Daily Chronicle has a 
humourist on its staff. The 
result of the East Edin- 
burgh Election, when the 
Ijibeiul vote was reduced by 
3,716, was announced in a 
headline as : — 

Triumph of Free Trade 
Candidate. 

V 

Bathing dresses, we are 
told, are now being made 
from blotting-paper. The 



“MEET ME AT 415 UNOEB THE CLOCK." 

Sicvtue-Daubent hopes to secure the coveted ] 


— our maritime perils by the 
development of a strong 
Navy. 

“Artist with airbrush de- 
sires commissions,” says an 
advertisement. Here, surely 
is the man to paint Mr. 
Wilbur Wright’s portrait? 

♦ * 

. * 

It is not, we believe, gene- 
rally known that the Poet 
Ijaureate is an expert skater. 
Such, however, is the fact, 
and we understand that his 
next volume will contain the 
following words by way of 
preface: — ^“Tliis is my new 
book of poems, but I skate 
very nicely.” 

♦ ♦ 

The recent imposing pro- 
cession of Suffragettes 
through the heart of London 
is bearing fruit. For ex- 
Feathered Life is not 
an organ which in the past 
has distinguished itself by 
its championship of the fair 
sex, but in its current 
number it acknowledges 
handsomely that “women 
possess many characteristics 
tliat fit them remarkably 
well for looking after 
poultry.” 

From an account of a 
cricket match in The Ijdccs- 


Af filiph OUnHE-iJAUBENY HWBS TO SECUBE THE OOVBTED HONOUR OF TTlfltoh in TVifi 7v»>V/>5- 

a<l\Tintageot suen (»stum^ exhibiting “the pioturb of the ieae.“ To this end he has introduced fncfcet maten m ine im^iccs 

consists, we imderstana, in ^ working clock into his large painting, “Br the Ashes of our ter Daily Slercury . 

the fact that, as soon as you [Fathers.” “Victor 2nd: K Carter b 

S tout of your depth, the Moseley 7, F. Wildmau b aup- 

otting-paper sucks up the water, Kensington Gardens are to have a portmg tlie Goverument and the Opposition.” 

*♦* rain-shelter, the use of which will be If you try that double game you’re 

It is rumoured that a startling restricted to children. Adults who fre- bound to be bowled out before long. 

development of the idea of presenting quent the Gardens will do well to cawy 

Shakspeabe’s plays witlwut semery a sn^ pinafore and a sua-Wet,wHcli ..Howerer, duties must lie attended to. and 
may be expected shortly. A number of can be hastily ctonnea m the event of a a School Board election before «s it be- 
our leading Classical Dancers are said to shower. hoves every well-intended Alythonian to Imve 

be considering the production of As his lambs trimmed and his loins girded.”— ^ 

You Like It without costumes. At a vestry meeting at Brushford, Alyth Guardian. 

%♦ Somerset, the churchwardens were autho- “Lambs” would appear to be Alythonian ^ 

“ Great actors and, for the matter of rised to remonstrate with a parishioner for “ mutton chop whiskers.” 

that, great actresses,” said Mr. David who had made it a practice to walk out — 

BELAS00,the other day, “may be plain of church just before the rector began More Commercial Candour, 
in looks.” Weunderstand that this per- his sermon. We trust that such acts of "Wanted; Cuslomors for our deadly cheap 
mission of the great playwright has given cowardice among worshippers are rare. Gramaphone.”— ilfodraa Mail, 


m.oxxxn. 


a 
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THE DETACHMENT OF PRENDERBY. 

The Navy Questiost Again. 

“ Well,” I said — for I liad luade my peace witli Prenderby 
— “ you *re to have your eight Dreadnoughts after all.” 

“ Who told you so ? ” lie asked. 

“ A little bird put it into a paper the other Sunday,” I said. 

“1 like to hear these things direct from headquarters,” 
said Prenderby, “and I hear nothing. Asgrira may be 
wanting to save his own face ; but in the meantime what 
about the speaking countenance of your little bird ? From th e 
PREMiER’slast Scotch speech I gathered that he thought it wilful 
waste to build more Dreadnoughts when you never could tell 
but what at any moment somebody might invent a Dread- 
nothing-not-emi’a-Drcadnought, and leave us choked up with 
a lot of hulks only fit for scrapping.” 

“But,” I protested, “wasn’t something of the same kind 
said at Cardiff by Lord Rosebery? and you wouldn’t call him 
a Little-fleeter. He told us that before he joined the popular 
clamour for more ships he would want to know what was 
going on in the brooding brain of our Naval Constructor.” 

“I was there myself,” said Prenderby; “and I make 
allowances for his lordship. He had to talk from a landing 
half-way up a staircase, and this was uncomfortable. Besides, 
he was speaking in praise of a great past-master of the 
art of Naval Construction, and one of Lis successors, Sir 
Philip Watts, was present to do honour to the memory of his 
old teacher. I have never yet, in a long acquaintance, 
dissected Sir Philip’s brooding brain, but I am ceitain of one 
thing that is always going on inside it. I know that he 
knows that in every ship he turns out there is the seed of 
obsolescence. Being an honest man, he doesn’t plant it there 
on purpose; but all the'saine his occupation would be gone 
without it. Even if, in a moment of pardonable pride, he so 
far forgot himself as to address the latest of his monstrous 
inventions as follows: — *0 InsuperaWe, live forever!* it 
would be his business to start brooding again at once with 
the idea of making it obsolete as soon as might be.” 

“But supposing,” I suggested, “that he already sees his 
by brooding for another paltry eighteen months or so, 
to invent a type that will reduce all previous types to the 
relative fighting capacity of a trim-built wherrv^', would you 
have the Government goon building four extra Dreadnoughts^ 
well knowing that they would be obsolete by 1914 ? ” 

“Oblige me,” said Preuderby, “ by confining your atten- 
tion to the year 1912. We are strong enough to-day (as the 
Radicals assure us), and we might, if certain things happened 
and other things didn’t, be strong enough in 1914; but 
kindly fix your brooding eye on the danger zone of 1912. 
If in that year we are beaten by Germany ” 

“ Would it not,” I inteiTupted, “ be more discreet to speak 
of tlie forces of ‘The Empress of the North,’ as in An 
Englishman's Home ? ” 

“Never allude to that play again in my presence, if you 
please,’’ said Prenderby. “The lack of decency and 
patriotism shown by those responsible for the exposure of 
our soiled linen on a Berlin stage fills me with unspeakable 
shame and disgust. But to resume. If in 1912 we are 
beaten by Germany (and please don’t call me a coward 
because I happen to have a little imagination) will you 
derive any solace from the reflection that both sides were 
fighting with obsolete ships, and that we failed because, 
in our wisdom and foresight, we refused to build enough of 
them?” 

“But the Government,” I urged, “are building one 
quartet ; it is only the other quartet that tliey are doubtful 
about.” 

“But why build any at all, if their probable obsolescence 
is the objection ? And how should the second four be more 
tainted in this respect than the first ? ” 


“ Can’t you understand,” I said rather petulantly, “ that it 
is waste of good money to build superfluous Dreadnoughts 
when the Government have got wind ‘of something better 
that will revolutionise naval warfare in 1914 ? ” 

“ That,” said Prenderby bitterly, “ should make a noble 
spectacle for our invaders in 1912. Fi^ty 'pfennigs entrance 
to see the British Super-'Dreadnought (1914 pattern) on the 
stocks. By the way, I rather wonder that some of those Radic^ 
papers which have been sniffing at the nation’s ‘ cowardice ’ 
in the present Navy ‘scare’ should tolerate this idea of 
designing a Super-Dreadnought. Does it not argue panic? 
Is it quite consonant with the spirit of Nelson’s day that 
they should cravenly desire to bei»t the enemy’s ships in 
the matter of quality, if not of quantity?” 

“I take it,” I said, “that you persist in your unreason; 
that you go one better than Wordsworth’s stubborn little 
maid in ‘ We are Seven ’ 9 ” 

“ I am for the whole eight unconditionally, if that is what 
your humour means. I should think very little of the 
captain of a Varsity boat if, on the day of the race, he were to 
say, ‘ We shall start with four men, anyhow ; and pick up 
the other four at Hammersmith, if we find that we 
want 'em.'* 

“ You remind me,” I said, “ of the Westminster cartoon 
— the ‘Unionist parrot’ that keeps on screaming 'Dread- 
noughts I ' ” 

“lam no Unionist,” said Prenderby, always irritated by any 
suggestion that his views have a party bias ; “ and, besides, 
the Unionists haven’t got a parrot of their own, unless they 
Lave taken over the only established parrot, the one belonging 
to the other side — ^I mean the bird that persisted in saying 
‘Your food will cost you more.’ By the way, the bird was 
right. Our food is costing us more. Possibly that was 
why the Free Fooders got rid of their parrot, lest he 
should go on adding to the many truths that are uttex'ed by 
inadvertence.” 

“Talking of food,” I said, “ did you read Lord Milner’s 
speech at Nottingham and his defence of a Preferential 
policy?” 

“I never read party speeches on such economic questions, 
as I desire to preserve an open mind. My studies in Prefer- 
ence and Tariff Reform have only extended over four or five 
years, and my judgment is therefore still unformed. But 
that part of his speech which dealt with purely patriotic 
themes seemed to me to rank among the great utterances of 
the hour. 

“ Lord Milner ^ows in mental breadth. There was a tkne 
when I thought him narrowed by personal prejudice, and too 
bitter about tbo Boers. But his outlook has widened, I 
should have little fear for the construction of the next 
Gfovemment if it might include another Milner or two.” 

“Well, my Westminster Gazette doesn’t seem to think 
much of him,” I said. 

“ I am aware of that,” said Prenderby. “ I observed its 
comments on the patriotic portion of his speech, and I found 
them petty and partisan — unworthy of a great paper. It 
looks as if the Government, of which the Westminster is 
the evening mouthpiece, cannot pardon Lord Milner for 
having been publicly censured by them. We forgive those 
who have wronged us, not those whom we have wronged.” 

“ But you forgave me the other week,” I said. 

“Because it was I who was wronged,” said he. 

And on this conciliatory note we parted, 0. S, 


Oriental Operations, 

Oil lias been discovered in Egypt, and we understand that, 
in view of the greater profits likely to be derived from this 
venture, several of our Semitic speculators are selling out 
their stock of Balm in Gilead, 
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THE BUILDERS. 

I. 

Mrs. Thrush. What do you think of 
that hawthorn? 

Mr. Thrush. Oh, no, my dear, no; 
much too isolated, it would attract atten- 
tion at once. I can see the boys on a 
Sunday afternoon. “Hallo, thei'e's a 
tree that ’s bound to have a nest in it.” 
And then where are you? You know 
what boys are on a Sunday afternoon ? 
You remember that from last year, when 
we lost the finest clutch of eggs in the 
county, 

Mrs. Thrush. Stop, stop, dear, I can’t 
bear it. Why do you remind me of it ? 
And as for Sunday afternoons they 
never ought to have been invented. 

Mr llmish. There, there, composeyour- 
self, my pretty. What other suggestions 
have you ? 

Mrs. Thrush. One of the laurels, then, 
in the shrubbery at the Great House. 

Mr. Thrush. Much better. But the 
trouble there is the cat, 

Mrs. Thrush. Oh dear, I wish you ’d 
find a place for me ; I assure you (blush- 
ing) it ’s time. 

Mr. Thrush. Well, my notion, as I 


have said all along, is that there ’& 
nothing to beat the very middle of a 
big bramble. 1 don’t mind whether it ’& 
in the hedge or vhetber it’s on the 
common. But it must be the very 
middle. It doesn’t matter very much 
then whether it b seen or not, because no 
one can reach it. 

Thrush. Very well then, be it 
so; but do hurry with the ])nilding, 
there ’s a dear. 

n. 

Mr. TreO’Crceiter. I ’ve had the most 
extraordinary luck. Listen. You know 
that farmhouse by the pond. Well, 
there’s a cow-shed with a door that 
won’t shut, and even if it would it’s 
got a hole in it, and in the I'oof, at the 
very top, there’s a hollow. It’s the 
most ]>erfect place >ou ever saw, be- 
cause, even if the fanner twigged us, 
he couldn’t get at the nest without 
pulling off a lot of tiles. Du you see ? 

Tree-Creeper. It sounds porfwt 
Mr. Tree-Creeper. Yes, but it’s no use 
waiting here. We must collar it at once. 
There were a lot of prying birds all 
about when I was there, and 1 noticed 
a particularly nosy flj^catcher watching 
me all the time. Come along quick; 


and j oil’d better biing apiece of hay ! 
with >ou to look like business. * 

III. j 

Mr. Well, dailing, what shall 

it be this j ear— one of those boxes at 
“ TheFirs,” or the letter-box at “Meadow 
View,” where the open -air journalist 
li\es, or shall we build for ourselves 
like honest wrens? 

Mrs. irivu. 1 leave it to you, deaiest. 
.Tnst as you wish 

Mr. Wreti. No, I u ant your help. I’ll 
just gi\e you the pi os and cons. 

Mrs. Wren. Yes, dear, do; you’re so 
clear-headed. 

i1/r. listen then. IE we use 
the nest box there’s nothing to do, no 
fag of bnilding, but no iui\e to put up 
with visitors jx'eping in e\ery(layand 
pawing the eggs or the kids about. If 
we use the letter-box we shall have to 
line it, and there will be some of the 
same human fussiness to endure; but, on 
the other hand, we shall become famous ; 
— we shall get into the papers. Don’t 
you see thelaeading, “ Bemarkable Nest 
in Surrey ” ? And then it will go on, “ A 
pair of wrens have chosen a strange 
al>ode in which to rear their little fluffy 
brood—** and so forth. 
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Mrs. Wren, That ’s rather delightful, 
all the same. 

Mr, TVren. Finally, there is the nest 
which we build ourselves, running just 
the ordinary risks of boys and orni- 
thologists, but feeling at any rate that 
we are independent. "What do you 
say ? 

Mrs, Wren, Well, dearest, I think I 
say the last. 

Mr, Wren, flood. Rpokcn like a 
brave hen. Then let 's look about for 
a site at once. 

IV. 

Mr. Sivalloic. I’ve looked at every 
house with decent eaves in the whole 
place until I ’m ready to diop. 

Mrs, ijicalloLc, What do you tliink 
about it ? 

Mr, Siciilloic. Well, it’s a puzzle. 
There *s the Manor House : I began with 
that. There is good holding there, but 
the pond is a long way off, and carrying 
nuid so far would be a fearful grind. 
None the less it’s a well-built house, 
and I feel sure we shouldn’t be dis- 
turbed. 

Mrs. Sicallow, What about the people? 

Mr, Swallow. How funny you are 
about the people always ! Never mind. 
All I can find out is that there’s the 
' sqxiire and his wife and a companion. 

Mrs. Swallow, No children ? 

Mr, Swallow, None. 

Mrs. Swallow. Then I don’t care for 
the Manor House. Tell me of another. 

Mr, Swallow, This is the merest senti- 
ment ; but no matter. The Vicarage 
next. 

Mrs. Swallow. Any children there ? 

Mr. Swallow. No, but it ’s much nearer 
the pond. 

Mrs. Swallow. And the next ? 

Mr, Sicallow. The farmhouse, A 
beautiful place wdlli a pond at j^our very 
door. Everything you require, and lots 
of company. Good sheltered eaves, too. 

Mrs. Swallow. Any children? 

Mr, Swallow. Yes, one little girl. 

Mrs. Sioallow, Isn't there any house 
with babies? 

Mr, Swalloio, Only one that could 
possibly be any use to us ; but it ’s a 
miserably poor place. No style. 

Mrs. SiCiilloii\ How many babies? 

Mr. Sicalloic. Twins, just born, and 
others of one and two and three. 

Mrs. Sioallow. We ’ll build there. 

Mr. Swallow. They ’ll make a hoirible 
row aU night. 

Mrs. Swallow. We'll build there. 

."i ' ■' ,, sss 

A Chinese Plot. 

“J. L., Successor to A. Katayama, has 
opened x)Ieasdnt' 

^ Dektal Parlours. 

Special Prices to Missionaries.” 

The Chhiese lUusiraUd Neits. 
We think tlie bland innocuous air of 
this is a little overdone. * 


A TRIFLE OFF. 

‘‘Hallo,” said Miss Middleton, as we 
met suddenly in the Park, “how are 
you ? ” 8he held out her hand. 

“ Very pale,” I answered, as I grasped 
her wrist; “very pale and thin.” I 
took out my watch. “ Will you say 
‘ Go ! ’ when you’re iea<ly ? ” 

“I don’t know what the game is, but 
I 'm always ready. Go ! ” 

. Ten, eleven, twelve,” I finished 
up. “ Now, in the same time mine docs 
thirteen and a touch.” I put my watch 
back and let go of her wrist. “ That 
shows you.” 

Miss Middleton looked anxiously at 
me. “ Aren’t you very well ? ” she asked. 

“ Of course I ’in not,” I said peevishly. 

“ That ’s what I ’ve been trying to ex- 
plain all this time. I ’m very ill. My 
pulse is — ^well, you saw just now. I ’ve 
no business to be in London at all. I 
ought really to be at Brighton, lapping . 
up ozone.” 

“ Oh, what ’s the matter ? ” 

“ Influenza,” I muttered gloomily. 

“ Oh, I ’m so sorry. Have you taken 
anything for it?” 

1 turned excitedly to her. 

“Have I tak I say, you aren’t 

tn iog to be brisk, aie you ? You know 
nobody appreciates biisk humour or 
intellectual badinage more than I do — 
when I ’in feeling well. But there are 
limes, and this is one of them — ^there are 
emphatically times ” 

“What have I done?” cried Miss 
Middleton in dismay. “ I simply 
said ” ^ 

“ You simply said, had I taken any- 
thing for it ? Have you ever had 
influenza ? ” 

“ I expect so.” 

“If you can’t remember it better 
than that, you haven’t. Well, anyhow, 
there are two ways of taking it ; one is 
lying down, and the other is sitting up. 

I took mine sitting up.” 

“ What does that mean ? ” 

“Why, that I went home and fought 
it, Madam. Wrestled with it. Drowned 
it. Great Barlow, the things I drowned 
it with 1 ” 

“ Tell me,” said Miss Middleton. 

“I can only remember some of them. 
One’s memory goes with influenza, and 
they mixed the things up so. Let us 
bit down here for a little while.” 

We took two green chairs, and 11 
leaned hack and closed my eyes. 

“ There was somebody’s Lung lotion,” 
I began dreamily, “ very thick and 
black and beastly, and somebody’s Tonic 
Port, very thin and red and beastly, and 
they came together every three hours. 
And there was somebody’s Eucalyptus 
on a lump of sugar, and somebody’s 
lozenges, and somebody’s jujubes. And 
a cough mixture. And a gargle. And 


iheie was something to bathe the eyes 
with. And there was a wash for giving 
the coats of spaniels a glossy appear- 
ance, and a spray for removing green- 
fly from rose-trees . . And I drank 

them all.” 

There was an impressive stillness 
after this. Ihen said Miss Middleton : 

“ You don’t look very — er — glossy. 
Can’t you get the money back ? ” 

“ I don’t feel very glo-sy,” I said. 

There was another impressive silence. 

I began to fumble in my waistcoat 
pocket. 

“ This is really my gargling time,” I 
began, “ but I have here a tablet which 
is said to be equally efficacious. You 
will forgive me for not offering one to 
you,” I went on as I held it between 
my finger and thumb, “ but this is the 
last.” 

“ What a curious thing,” raid Miss’ 
Middleton. “ It looks just like the tip 
.of a billiard cue.” 

“ Hang it, it is the top of a billiard 
cne,” I said, as I looked at Jt more closely. 

“ Thank j'ou.” I threw it away in dis- 
gust. “But it would probably have 
done me a lot of good,” I added. “ The 
great thing with influenza is to keep on. 
On and on until you gradually wear it 
away. Have you a teaspoon with you ?” 

“There!” cried Miss Middleton. “All 
the time I was putting on iny hat I kept 
saying to myself, Now don’t forget 
a teaspoon this time. And I knew I 
should.” 

“Very brisk,” I said appreciatively. 
“Very brisk and airy. But I really 
want a tablespoon too.” 

I took a bottle out of my coat pocket. 

“We’re right out of tablespoons,” 
said Miss Middleton. “ To tell you the 
truth, Sir, there ’s really no demand for 
them nowadays.” 

“There is a demand,” I said crossly. 
“I’ve got to take a teaspoonful of this 
in a tablcspoonful of water. Here ’s.the 
water,” I added, as I took out a flask 
from another pocket. 

“ You ’d bettor drink from the bottle, 
and I ’ll say ‘ Woa 1 ’ when I think 
you’ve had a teaspoon’s worth. And 
you can have as much water as you like 
afterwards ... Woa! Better?” 

“Much. That’s done me a lot of 
good. By Horsley ! ” I cried, “ I feel a 
new man. I ’m ready for anything.” 

“ You wouldn’t like to take me back 
this afternoon and play a little cricket 
with me, and stay to dinner, I sup- 
pose ? ” 

“Like it?” I shouted. “I should 
love it.” I jumped up and began to 
make drives with iny umbrella. “ There 
you are —four all the way. And there ’s 
my cover shof. And there ” 

I suddenly felt very hot and unhappy. 
I sat down again and shut my eyes. 
“ It ’e no good,” I said. 
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‘‘I'm so sorry. But you’ll he liuite 
I wdl boon, won’t YOU V Promise.” I 
“I’m all right,” T said grumpily. 

I “As a matter oE fact I was plajiiig 
I cricket only last night.” 

I “A dream?” said llibb Middleton. 

“ 1)0 tell me. I love dreaiub.” 

“I went on to bowl. It’s a funny 
thing — 1 ’a e dreamed about c*rick(‘t cry 
night for tlie last week, but last night 
was) the first time I’ve been on to 
bowl.” 

“ They say dreams go by contraries,” 
said Miss Middleton, “ but it ibii’t true.” 

“I went on first cbangc,” I said, 
ignoring her. “ Jove, T remember every 
I detail ot it — ^it was a soaking wet wicket, 
t no sawdust, and I hadn’t any spikes. 
My first ball was a wide. Off my second 
he Avas caught at cover.” 

“Hooray!” 

i “Tom were looking on — in fact you 
* were the only one. I’d been fielding 
next to you in the deep, and, when I 
took that wicket I thought, ‘ Now she ’ll 
admit thart I can bowl.’ Then I sent 
down another wide, and then the man 
gave an easy chance to cover, wdiich was 
i missed. I don’t know if you know that 
ball of mine which swerves across and 

simply makes you send up a skier ” 

“ Yes, yes,” said Miss Middleton 
eagerly. “ Was I still there ? ” 
j “Well, then I bowled another wdde, 
and our captain said, * My dear old fool. 
Really!’ And I said, ‘Hang it, ivho 
conld, in this mud?’ — and I bowled 
another wide. And then I yorked liim 
clean. And I looked round and you 
weren’t there, and you hadn’t seen me 
1 take either wicket ! ” 

“Oh, I xcas a beast!” said Miss 
Midddleton remorsefully. “I’m so 
sorry. I expect I simply had to go. 
Mother wanted me, or something.” 

' “Well, there it was; I nearly cried. 
And I woke up, feeling ever so much 
woi’se. But now I ’ve told you all about 
it I feel better. Two wickets in m,v 
first over, and a cliance. Don’t forget.’ 
i “It w'as splendid. Ob, are you 


going?” 
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TAidy (after deehrhuj, as dummy, a spuihuj uu-trumper . ‘‘ Yuc m>\’i mind me 


j “ 1 must go,” I said. “ It ’s lime for 
I my Tonic Port. It ’s too big a b./ttle to j 
carry about. Good-bye.” ; 

j “ Good-bye ! Remember you ’ve pro- 
mised to get quite well soon.” 
“Righto.” 

T moved off ; and then a suclden 
thought occiured to me, and I went 
back. 

t “I say,” I began excitedly. “You 
] know you said I didn’t look very glossy ? ” 
i “Yes.” 

j “Well, I know wdiy it is. That 
biianiel stuff was meant to be taken 
externally I Good Sir Frederick, it may 
have made all the difference ! ” 

And 1 hurried off again to trv. 

A. A. M. 


“BROADENING THE BASIS.” 

[‘‘A man sliuixld be tawd acvording to his 
ckuMcter.”] 

We suggest a tariff to the Oii.\nci.llor 
01 iiii: Excukqieu, — 

Billiardb - Tax of Id, on every coin- 
})leted game of 100 up. 

AuuiUiir lieciter’s Licence or l)ispeusa- 
tiun (liable to endorsement)— il5. 
Invitations to bridge parties —To bear 
Gd, contract stamp. 

Letters of Marque fur Church bazaars 
(to be oi>eu to Government inspection; 
—5 per cent, on gross takings. 

Tickets for glove lights and music-balls 
— 2 per cent, (to be raised to 10 per 
cent, in the ease of music-halls when 
chvssic dances are perfonuedk 
Land Tax on football grounds —10^*. 
per acre ; and one halfpenny eutiunce- 
tax for League matches. 

Import duties on Polish wrestlers, Ameri- 
can boxers, Chiueac conjurers and 
f{c‘otch variety artistes— J per cent, 
on fust year’s salary. 


Answers in anagram, triolet and jaggle 
competitions— W. embossed stamp (in- 
capable of being removed by office 
boyk Competition judges to caiTy 
r> 5 {. game licence and register their 
finger-print«i at Peotland Y'ard. 
vSpeeclies (Pdrluimentary, complimentary, 
etc.) — ‘Is. an hour within the Loudon 
radius (taximeter compulsory k 
Duties on food - 
Tinned meat— See Dog-licences. 

I Turtle soup, caviare, ploveis’ eggs, early 
peas and all delicacies — Ad valorem 
r> per cent. 

Railway liuns, potted lobster and ice- 
cream to be chargeable under the 
death duties. 

City Dinners— Girth tiiv fur corporations 
and liv'crymen (sliding scale). 


“ The Transvaal team for the match against 
the We-itoru Prmiu'O ttwlay \m 11 not, it is 
stated, bo chosen until to-mornw morning “ 
Jfand IkiUy MuH 

After thi.s it was not surjirising that 
Western Province won. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Oh, Little Arthuh’s UoiD to Knowledge. 

(Liltle Arthur, a<jed 12 ; Mamma, aijed 41 .) 

TAltle ArOiur. Mamma, why are you giving a dinner-party 
to-morrow ? 

Mamma. Oil, one must show a certain amount of hospi- 
tality, you know, Arthur. People show us hospitality, and 
^ye mustn^t be hack waul in making a return. Besides, we 
like to have our friends round us occasionally, just for the 
pleasure of meeting them. 

L. A. Yes, Mamma, I see. But are tliey all friends ? 

Mamma. Of course they are. Why do you ask ? 

L. *1. Oh^ I don*t know, Mamma ; hut when you told Papa 

that Mr. an<l Mis. Tad worthy were coming he said T 

don’t like to say what he said, but you know, Mamma. 

Mamma. No, I don’t think he said that, Arthur. 

L. A. Said what, Mamma ? 

Mamma. What you said he said. 

L. A. But I didn’t say it, Mamma. 

Mamma. Well, never mind. Your father may have been 
hasty, or probably you mibuntlerstood him. 

L. A. No, Mamma, 1 lieax-d him quite plainly, and I ’m 
sure Papa wasn’t at all pleased. I know quite well when 
Papa isn’t pleiised. 

Mamma. Well, we won’t discuss that any more. 

L. A. No, Mamma. But wlien you and Papa give a dinner 
party, don’t both of you send the invitations ? I ^ve seen the 
cards, and they say, and Mvs. Elton request.” That 
ipeans both of you. doesn’t it? 

Mamma. Yen. .What then? 

L. A. But if Papa invited Mr, and Mrs. Tadw'orthy, why 
was he so angry when you told him they were coming ? 

Mamma. I ve told you not to discuss tliat any more. 

L. A. No, Mamma, I won’t discuss it because I know he 
}ras I only want to know why he was angry. Aren’t 

Mr, and Mrs, Tad worthy friends of Papa ? 

Mamma. Well, perhaps not friends exactly— ‘ business 
acquaintances” would be the better term. 

L. A. 1 see, Mamma ; but they can’t be business acquaint- 
ances oi yours. Mamma, can they, because you’ve no busi* 
ness, have you ^ Are tliey friends of yourSj Mamma ? 

Mamma. Yes, of course, in a way tliey are. 

L. A. But is that quite right, Mamma ? 

Mamma. Is what quite right ? 

L. A. Is it quite right for you to have friends \vho are not 
friends of Papa ? I thought 

^ Mamma. Weren’t you to go out with Mabel this morn- 
ing? 

L. A. Yes, Mamma, hut not for another quarter of an 
hour, bhe s to call out when she ’s ready. Mamma I 

Mamma. Yes, dear. 

i* Ought you to have fi*icnds who are not Papa’s 

friends? ^ 

Mamma. Well, they ’re not really friends in that way. We 
know one another, and they ’re very honourable people who 
have made their way by their own exertions, and I’m sure 
we ought to respect them for it. 

10 r«i. 

Mamim. I ’ve told you before you inustu’t fake evei^diing 
lather says quite literally. He likes Ms joke some- 

L. A 1m, Maninia, and I like Papa’s jokes too when I 
understand them ; but when you told him about the Tad- 
wortliys he only said one word, you know, and it wasn’t a 

Jaa^a? But I say. Mamma. 

Mauma. Well, what is it now ? 


L. A. You said just now that all the people who were 
coming to tlie dinner were your friends. I 

Mamma. ‘Did I say that ? 

L. A. Yes, Mamma, you said that, and I think you meant 
it. 

Manma. Why shouldn’t I ? I mean, of course I did. 

L. A. And then, Mamma, you told me the Tadwortbys 
were not friends of Papa’s, and you went on to say they weie 
not really friends of yours, hut tliey were very honourable 
people. But if they’re not friends why did you invite 
them ? 

Mamma. You’re too young to understand these things, as 
I ’ve often told you. 

L. A. Yes, Mamma, I ’m afraid I am ; but you and Papa 
always tell me to speak up freely and not to mind asking 
questions. 

Mamma. Yes, yes, I know ; but sometimes you ask a great 
many. 

L. A. Yes, Mamma ; but if they ’re not friends, you know, 
the dinner-party won’t be as pleasant as it ought to be, will } 
it? You won’t like it as much as you would if the Tad- 
worthys were* not there, will you? And, perhaps, the 
Tadworthys won’t like it either, and then 

2Iamina, There ’s Mabel calling you. Pun quick and get 
your bat on. 

BEAUTY IN BUSINESS. 

[From tlie records of the “Social Oiicle,^’ a club founded in Hamp- | 
stead over three years ago for the purpose of briagiiig lonely, eligible 
Tjondoners together, it appears that, while millionaires and Government 
officials witli the certainty of pensions stand high on the list of men 
whom women want to marry, poets are the least popular.} 

0 BARD, do you sigh for a face that is fair. 

And are you so sombre and doleful 
Because you are filled with desire for a pair 
Of eyes that are azure and soulful? 

It Beauty ’s your quarry away with your verse ! 

By poetry hope not to win her, 

The lady wdll think of the state of your purse 
And what you can give her for dinner. 

Then seek not to soar on poetical wings — 

Your genuine Beauty refuses 
Chill teetotal draughts from Castalian springs 
And grass from the mount of the Muses. 

She wants to be lodged in an elegant way, 

She means to he suitably boardtd — i 

In. short, you will find her, I’m sorry to say, 
Commercially minded and sordid. " i 

No doubt she will smile at your figures and tropes, 

^ At your flowers all a-blowing and growing, I 

But do not on that base extravagant hopes — | 

^ ^ She knows that her teeth are worth showing. i 
Tlie questions that really concern her will be : 

Pray, how, when, and whence will the tin come? 

She won’t miss her motors and sables, not she ! 

For a paltry poetical income. 

Then dip not your pen in Pierian ink ; 

Keep all your available vigour 
For companies, comers— whatever you think 
Will swell up your pile a bit bigger. 

Or, if this be too much for the brains you possess, 

Poor poet, pray turn your attention 
To Government billets. The girl may say “ Yes ” 

If you offer a passable pension. 


The Journalistic Touch. 

Tlie presents numbered about 100, and were numerous and costly.” 
'—Lf^wienam Boron/gh News. 
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WORLD SNIPLETS, 

\8cl8Sored and pasted in imitation of “ The 
World's Press ” column in ** The Daily Mail."'} 

N.B. — Ordinary papers have to take 
their tarn in a workWide cycle, but 
a certain few, which represent the llower 
of journalism and are distinguished by 
an asterisk (such as The Times and The 
Weelxly Dispatch), have the right to a 
quotation from every issue. 

Semper eadem« 

^‘Fashions change, but every attempt 
to provide a substitute convinces us thiat 
trousers have come to stay.” 

The Louisiana Tailor and Mis fitter, 

A Question of Sex. 

** The next twenty-four hours should 
solve the 'riddle of Prince or Princess, 
if all goes well” (Our Own Corre- 
spondent at the Hague, April 17). 

The Observer* 

Lay on, Macduff. 

It is now a recognised axiom that the 
more laying hens you keep the more 
eggs you get.” 

The ICamschatka Poidiry Gazette, 
Tho Unknown Future. 

“ What is going to happen ? What 
new form of taxation does Mr. lioyd- 
George propose to levy? . . , The 
answer to these questions is that eveiy- 
thing depends on the Chancellor’s 
anxiously av\aited statement next week.” 

The Weekly Dispatch,* 

Fxperientia docet. 

“ One of the secrets of success in bee- 
keeping, as in other things, lies in ex- 
peiience.” — The St, Ives A'mateur 
Apiarist, 

Epigrammatic. 

“ When people sit them down to write 

Elaborate and lengthy letters 1 

Intended to shed useful light | 

Upon the theories of their betters, j 
Twould be advisable that they ! 

Tlie details of the theme should master, I 
And know the future, not to-day 1 

It is that warns us ot disaster. 

E’en those who in Uoyd George’s foot- 
steps tread 

Might with distinct ad\antnge look 
ahead.”— World* 

Back to tke Land. 

It only needs a permanent rise in the 
price of cereals to place the position of 
the British farmer upon a more secure 
footing,’’ — Wheat and Wisdom, 



*‘Ti*ue to its principles,” says the 
Viennese Fremdenblatt, “Austria-Hun- 
gary will abstain from any interference 
in the present Turkish crisis.” We 
trust that every care will he taken in 
the nursing of these principles, which are 
still in long-dothes, having only been 
born since the last Turkish crisis, of 
which the fullest advantage was taken. 


M,A,P. on Count Zeppelin : 

“ Tie fought in the FrancoGeiman Wai% in 
which he greatly distingaished himself by 
several conspicuous acts of biavery.^ , , . 
vSeveii years later found him in America offer- 
ing himself as a volunteer for the Civil War.” 

Another eight years or so and there he 
was in the Crimea with Eaglan. What 
a man ! 


Abdul to be Damned ? 

“ There are rumours afloat that there 
is to be a change of Sultans. That is a 
grave step, which it is for the Turks 
themselves to decide.” — The Times,* 


“ A pig weighing 80 stones, or 64:01b , has 
been sold in Bishop’s Btortford Maiket for 
AlO 58 .”— Daily Neics, 

If an option is permitted, we prefer 
“80 stones,” as being more sensational. 


Two laiis of ground for sale, with tomb- 
stone; also gas cooker "^Edinburgh Evening 
Neics, 

This is not the place for us to discuss 
the merits of cremation. 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 

The aunouucement tliat Signor 
OvRiK)’s sovereignty is to be clialleiiged 
by a new tenor of the name of Carvsa, 
and the fact tliat Signor Taaiini aspires 
to the laurels ot the late Signor Tamagno, 
are by no means the most remarkable 
instances of romantic coincidence in the 
annals of musical noinenclaUire. 

Tims intense interest is excited by the 
impending arrival of Madame Blara Outt; 
a vocalist of such Patagonian proportions 
that, in the words of Keai'=^, 

““ By liei ill stature the tall Amazon 
Had stood a pygQiy's gi*o\v th ” 

Madame Cutt, who is mamed to that 
extraordinarily handsome and gifted 
tenor, Mr. Cummerley Bundford, is the 
happy mother ^ of a delightful little 
daughter, who is humorously known in 
the profession as the “ Cuttlet.” 

Great and ebullient interest has been 
excited by the imminent advent of the 
far-famed Italian ^rlma dowua, Madame 
Tetraichini. This w^Onderful young artist 
has never visited England before, but 
her name has long been a household 


word in the Argentine and at the Anti- 
podes. Her voice, which has been aptly 
compared to a blend of gold and velvet, 
has never been subjected to the strain of 
Wagnerian lyric drama and, having been 
devoted exclusively to the interpretation 
of the standard Italian operas, retains a 
girlish freshness more suggestive of 
eighteen than Madame’s real age, which 
is officially stated to be twenty-eight. 

Amongst the most richly endowed 
debutantes of the season is Miss Southern 
Crossley, an Antipodean contralto whose 
organ has the luscious richness of a 
Carlsbad plum combined with the trans- 
lucent purity of rock crystal. 

The multiplication of new orchestras 
goes on with xmabated vigour. Only 
the other day Mr. Beecham, after 
severing his connection with the new 
Symphony orchestra, founded a fresh 
band of his own. Within the last few 
weeks, however, further organizations 
have sprung into vigorous life. Fore- 
most in power and influence amongst 
these is the Vickers and Maximphony 
Orchestra, which has been founded at 
Barrow, and has already attained a high 


level of efficiency. Next we have to notice 
the G. R. Simsphony Orchestra, a body 
of players who in volume of cheveluro 
and geneial capillary attraction leave 
little to be desired. 

Considerable anxietyhas been aroused 
amongot chamber music players by the 
announcement that an ingenious gentle- 
man named M1LI.S has invented an 
instrument, operated by electricity, 
which combines the tones of ilie finest 
string quartet. As the leader of the 
Bohemian Quartet, in an interview at 
Prague, puts it, windmills, though ob- 
solete,* are an ornament to the land- 
scape, but striog Mills are an intolerable 
innovation which cannot be permitted, 

“ There is a time in the earJy part of each 
year when the Ihonght conies that warm coats 
should be donned and petr 1 tanks filled to 
take the highioad and byroad, hither bound 
matteis little, so we may be braced by running 
briskly up the lifts of the way, and blown 
through and through with fresh air as the 
easing levels seemingly roll back beneath the 
til e^ css wheels of the car .” — The Morning Post. 

Very pretty and all that, but we still 
think that tireless wheels are a 
mistake. 
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ESSENCE OF PARUAWIENT. j 

Extracted trov thc Diary of Toby, MP. i 

House of Commons, Monday, Ayrll 19. 
— ^Admiral vSMira-DomnEN never so sur- 
prised in his life. You might, as he 
said, have knocked him down with a 
marlingspike. The other day, being at 
home with Iriends and neighbours at 
Beikhampstead, he merely rein^iked 
that it would be a good thing if the late ! 
Phemieu were dug out of his grave and 
hanged on the gallows tree. Has an idea 
that something of the kind ims once 
done. Ch \rli:s I.— or was it Cromwell ? 
— ^was treated in that way. When he 
comes to think of it, couldn’t have been 
Charles I., as he earlier lost his head. 
In such circumstances there were diffi- 
culties ill way of subsequent proceed- 
ings; so it must have been Cromwell. 
Anyhow, it was a person moving in a 
certain lespectable walk of life. 

Now heie’s the House of Commons 
reassembling after Easter recess, and 
inst^^ad of stiaightway going for the 
Government in the matter of those four 
extra DveadnougliiSj or on any other of 
the dozen grounds upon which theymight 
be attacked, it turns upon him (the Ad- 
miral), and wants to know what the 
First Lord of me AmiiRALTy proposes to 
do in the matter? 

Only six questions on the paper. 



Fancy Picture or Mr. M-nz-s’ Lady Friends ' 

“Is the right hoii. gentleman awaie that tlie 
lady fiiends of Mr Menzies aie very meek and 
mild — (laughter) — and of a very well-behaved 
disposition?” (loud laughter )—J/r Watt. 


tliirty-thi<'e and a 
tliiid per cent, aie 
devoted to this 
affciir. Worst of it 
is, it is not only the 
Radicals who affect 
to be shocked. That 
the Admiral could 
stand. But Arihur 
Lle, lising fiom 
Front Opposition 
Bench, wants to 
know whether con- 
duct of this kind is 
becoming in an in- 
dividual who enjoys 
a pension. 

Here’s a pretty- 
go! Admiral, called 
upon for explana- 
tions by FiRsr Lord, 
bad explained it was 
allajoke. Or, as he 
piecisely put it, it 
was “ in the nature 
of a metaphorical 
expression.” Had 
he suspected for one 
moment that it 
would ha\e at- 
tracted this embar- 
lassing amount of 
public attention he 
would never have 
cast his ideas of 
current events into 



Tie 0 all am Admiral mho iost ms head. 

(This being “ iu the natuie o£ a metaplioiical expicssion ”) 

Ml McKenna does his best for that nautical oiatoi Admnal 
Smith-Doiiien. 


that particular form of expression. 
Undertakes to refrain from further 
flashes of humour, and the House reluc- 
tantly lets him go with his pension. 

Business done. — ^Lulu brings in Bill 
for electoral reform of City of London. 

In absence of Prince x^.RrHUR, Bvnblry 
intimates that City of London doesn’t 
want to be refonned. Very well satis- 
fied with its present representation and 
the methods of securing it. As for 
the Bill he, as becomes a neighbour, 
dropping into the French of Stiatford- 
atte-Bow, scornfully dismisses it as “ a 
reesliofay of one brought in last year.” 

Tuesday . — ^Little been heard of late of 
Alpheus Cixophas. Time was when his 
figure, standing well out on floor of 
House so that it might be seen of men, 
was a familiar adornment of the nightly 
scene. Somehow, for one of those subtle 
reasons which make study of life here ever 
fresh in interest, Alpheus has not caught 
on witli the present House. Failure not 
due to lack of effort to resume and main- 
tain former position. From the outset 
he was coldly received ; seriously 
thought of changing his first^ Christian 
name to Omega, by way of intimating 
conviction that all was up. 

To every honest citizen there comes a 
time when duty calls for the sacrifice of 
private modesty on the altar of public 


inteiest. The hour struck to night, and 
lo! AlpheLiS Cteophvs responded to the 
summons. BjU befoie the House 
proposes to repeal the parsimonious 
enactment that limits the salary of 
President or Board or Trade to a 
pittance of -£2,000 a year. In criticising 
the measure Dilke suggested that, 
instead of laising the salary of Mmisteia, 
they should reduce the number seated 
in the House. Whilst payment of 
Members was refused, so numerous were 
Ministerial offices that the cost to the 
country was not much less than the 
total leached elsewhere where Members 
were paid. As things are, accommo- 
dation could not be found on the 
Treasury Bench for all the men who had 
a light to be seated there. 

Murmur of applause below the Gang- 
way here broke in . Dilke had evidently 
touched a chord of personal conviction 
stiongly held and widely extended. 

Perhaps it was this little wave 
of enthusiasm that moved Alphei s 
Cleophas. Anyhow, there he was as 
of yore, his legs astiide, his face turned 
upon the Treasury Bench, so that with 
eagle eye he might search the counte- 
nances and the consciences of Ministers. 

“ Curious,” he remarked, ‘‘that, at a 
moment when everybody else’s income 
has decreased, the House is asked to 
increase the salaries of Members of the 
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mediocrity witli a 
double-barrelled 
Dame.” 

As lie spoke lie 
gazed pensively on 
tlie broad back of 
SoL\TCR-Booin, then 
President of the 
Local Government 
Board, seated on 
Treasury Bench be- 
low him. 

Atheriey - Jones, 
a man of business, 
proposes to summon 
meeting of Members 
concerned. IjIOYD- 
George wiUbeasked 
to take the Chair. 
In the event of an 
organisation being 

- - formed to preserve 

“We IS insELr.” the privileges of 

“ I say, old man, are voii Joynson or Hicks ? ” the Guild, StuarT- 

“ Hanged if I know, dear boy I Which aie you ? ” WoRTLEY will act as 

Both (aaiflel “Ton my uoid, for the moment 1 thought it was Secretary. Should 

the alternate plan 
of forming a Parliamentary Party be 
preferred, Acl^^nd-Hood vrill be Whip. 



Churchill 1 1 

Cabinet. Before the matter is considered 
the question of the payment of Members 
should be dealt with. Otherwise there 
will be nothing left for us.” 

So depressed was Alphcis at this 
prospect tliat he did nob observe the 
hand of the clock approaching eleven, 
and T\as still lamenting the situation 
when the debate automatically stood 
adjoiumed. 

Business done . — Bather negative in 
its conclusions. Bill designed for 
discipline of unnxly strangers so riddled 
in debate that Premier withdrew it for 
further consideration. Another dealing 
with official salaries talked out by 
A-LTHfus CiEornAS. 

Wednesday . — Cuiioiis dilemma pre- 
sents itself. Wonder is that it has 
not earher overtaken the House. In 
couise of few remarks Joynson -Hicks 
introduces the first person plural. 

“Who s Sve’V” asked a Member, 
equally punctilious, though on other 
lines, with Sam Weller's lather when 
question arose in court as to the method 
of spelling the family name. 

“ We is myself,” said the Member for 
North Manchester, loltily regardless of 
grammar. 

Of course he is— -I mean they are — 
5 [uite right. Joynson is “ I,” and Hicks 
is “ L” Joynson and Hicks are “ we.' 

Atherley-Jones has long had matter 
at heart. Glad to find it at last taken 
up. Randolph Chirchill, probably at- 
tmeted by the circumstance that he was 
himself inheritor of double-barrelled 
surname, thirty years ago led the way 
in direction of belittling those who 
shared this distinction. 

“ Remarkable,” he said in one of his 
earliest speeches, “how often we findj 


In addition to these gentlemen, and 
of course Joynson-Hicks — “TFee, u-cCj 
eertainement'' says Atherley-Jones, an 
accomplished French conversationalist 
— invitations will ' be issued to 
Hicks - Beaoh, Burdehct - Courrs, Free- 
man - Thomas, Meysey - Thompson and 



Mitchell-Thomson. The Chancellor of 
iHE Exchequer lias asked that the open- j 
iug meeting may be deferred till after 
the Budget, a suggestion cordially agreed 
to. 

Business done. —P remier introduces 
Welsh Disestablishment Bill. 

Thursday. — “Isn’t there,” asked the, 
EiIcmber roll SiRK a i^ropos de Souliers^ 
a paper that undertakes every morn- ' 
ng to give a fresh definition of ‘ Wliat 
Tariff Reform Means,’ varying its funda- 
mental assumption that a duty on corn 
and other necessaries of life will cheapen 
the expenditure in British homes, from 
the Mansion House down to the single 
room of the working man? A haul 
game to keep up ; glad to help the poor 
chap who essays the task. Nearly 300 
years ago Andrew Mar\iexl aU un- 
consciously contributed to the daily 
headline. You will find the passage in 
the song the poet heard rising from a 
small boat that sauntered 

* Where the remote Bermudas ride 
la the ocean’s bosom nnespied.’ - 

The boatmen are exiles from England, 
and tlieir song extols the exceeding rich- 
ness of the island upon which their lot 
has been cast. Here comes the adapta- 
tion to politics of the hour : 

‘ Tariff Refonn means ” — 

‘It loak 8 the figs our mouths to meet, 

And throws the melons at our feet.* 

That will be bard to beat in prose.” 

Business done. — Civil Service Esti- 
mates. 

National News. 

Collected hy one of Mr. Punch'b Fltmheys. 

[Widi the idea that too much insistence 
cannot be laid upon facts that closely concern 
the elf are of all thinking people, A/r. Pmich 
is instructing his second footman to furnish 
him from time to time with items such as the 
following, culled directly from the Press 
Credit in every case will be given to the papei 
from which any world-news is quoted.] 

“ The Misses Bellasis are in town with 
their aunt.” — The Morning Post. 

“Mrs. Stainton’s small dauce takes 
place on May 6.” — The Daily Mail. 

“Venice. — Recent arrivals at Danieli’s 
include Mr. Ferdinand Schlesinger.” — 
The World. 

“Nice. — ^M r. Sebastian B. Schlesinger 
gave a dinner recently.” — The Tatler. 


CEDTAINEMENT 


“ Wed, wed, 

(Mr. Ath-rl-y-Jones, K C ) 


From “Doubts and Difficulties” in 
Amateur Gardening : — 

“Can you advise me what can he done to lid 
my house of earwigs? Last year we were 
alive with them. We used to find them on our 
bed, and used to run down the wall, and across 
the table at meal times ” 

Anyone might be frightened of an ear- 
wig, but this is sheer panic. 
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AMBASSADORIAL ADVENTURES. 

Mr. Bryce, the British Ambassador in 
the United States (so it is stated in a 
daily paper), while on a visit at the house 
of the President of Wisconsin University, 
discovered that his boots, which in a 
moment of insular aberration, he had 
placed outside his door, had been cleaned 
by the daughters of the house. On 
learning what had happened, the great 
diplomatist at once took them off, de- 
claring that he would preserve them as 
a souvenir of the charming way in which 
he had been extricated fiom the embar- 
rassment caused by his disregard of 
American customs. 

A later report, not yet published, 
states that His Excellency proposes to 
have the boots set up -on his drawing- 
room mantelpiece at home and to grow 
maidenhair ferns in them. 

Mr. Bryce’s next visit was to the 
Governor of Oklahoma, where the Bayard 
of diplomacy enjoyed a further oppor- 
tunity for adding to his collection of 
chivalrous keepsakes. In a moment of 
inadvertence he asked for a boiled egg 
for breakfast, but on learning, just as 
he was in the act of cracking the shell, 
that it had been prepared by his 
hostess, he at once forbore to impair its 
sjunmetrj’^, and, wrapping it up carefully 
in tissue-paper, placed it in his despatch 
box as a touching souvenir of American 
hospitality. 

Shortly aftoi*wards Mr. Bryce was the 
guest of the Governor of Newtimberville, 
where he arrived after a long bicycle 
ride, completely^ saturated by a storm 
of rain. Retiring to his room, Mr. 
Bryce thoughtlessly placed his wet clothes 
I on a chair outside the door, and went 
through his usual course of Sandow 
exercises until the humid garments had 
been restored to their normal dryness. 
Subsequently, at afternoon tea, it trans- 
pired that the process of desiccation had 
been exclusively carried out by the 
Governor’s talented daughter, Stan- 
leyette. ‘‘Never again,” at once ex- 
claimed the historian of the Holy Roman 
Empire, “ can I wear garments glorified 
by so generous an act ; ” and retiring to 
his apartment he at once removed bis 
clothes, and remained in bed until the 
Poole of Newtimberrille had provided 
him with a new outfit. We understand 
that Mr. Bryce, while retaining his 
dried vestments for the present, has 
decided to bequeath them to the British 
Museum as a concrete example of the 
splendid courtesy of our lady-cousins 
across the Atlantic. 

No incident marked Mr. Bryce’s recent 
sojourn at tlie palatial residence of the 
Governor of Pittsburg until the morn- 
ing of his departilre. Just before he 
was starting, in a moment of oblivious- 
ness he turned to the seneschal and 
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J/if. ftWCfl FEELS THAT A FEW ILLUSTRATIONS OF WHAT AIr R. MAY NOT PEE WOULD BE OT 
I^TEREST TO HIS JUVENILE ADMIRERS. 


asked him to help him on with his over- 
coat. The Governor’s wife with exqui- 
site tact saved the situation, and deftly 
performed a function which would have 
destroyed the seneschal’s self-respect for 
ever. Suddenly realising his mistake, 
Mr. BRYCfE hastily remov^ his overcoat, 
folded it up reverently, and declared 
that it should henceforth be the choicest 
of his family heirlooms. Although a 
blizzard was raging, Mr. Brycte was as 
good as his word, and tmvelled back to 
Washington without resuming his over- 
coat, thus contracting a severe cold, from 
which, however, we rejoice to hear he 
has now recovered. 


Kubelik— a new phase. 

From a programme advertisement : 

“Mr. E. J., whose brilliant zither-baujo 
solos showed that he was as much at home on 
that merry twanging instiument as Kubelik.” 
— Oloticestcrslnre Bcho, 

“Since the arrest o£ Mi'.. Pethick Lawrence 
and her colleagues another deijxxtation has 
I proved the power of u omen to withstand the 
measures of coercion which the Govermnent 
use against them. This deputation sought an 
intei view with the Prime Minister and persisted 
in the attempt to see him until overcome by 
force .” — Voles for Women. 

This is known as “withstanding mea-‘' 
I sures of coercion.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Eariti.” 

I don’t know how many days Mr. 
Fagan took over his creation of “The 
Earth,” but, once the idea came into his 
head, the rest must have been easy 
enough. There are practically only 
three characters, and one issue. The 
other persons contribute to the atmo- 
sphere in which the Paper-King has his 
being, but they present no minor inte- 
rests or complications of their own. 
Perhaps the very simplicity of the 
scheme gives it its arresting force, for 
the play certainly holds the attention 
It is a curious blend of realism and im- 
probability. No one imagines that <Sii* 





An P^nmisn. 

huhj KiVoue .... Miss Levi ell. 
lit. Hon. lk}izil Ti'Cicna 

AIr Alian Ayncstnortii 
Sir Fdijr Jaiilo.i tin haokgioiind) 

Mr. Norman McKivnel. 

Felix Jiiiiion couhl have made so snug 
a comer in journals without a ceitain 
slinfnoss and facility of conscience; 
but the kind of unscrupulousness 
which he shows in his treatment of 
the Cabinet Minister, l^revem, has no 
sort of relation to the credible. News- 
papers that depend upon all classes of 
society for their circulation do not, to- 
day, use a woman’s honour as a weapon 
for political intrigues. Strangely enough, 
though he had to ])ear this preposterous 
stigma, b'i?* Felix was, perhaps, the most 
attractive figure on the stage. This was 
due in some measure to Mr. Norman 
McKinnel’s interpretation. Though no 
actor can be more admirably brutal 
when he chooses, he brought to tlie 
.Dpt a smiling imperturbability which 
almost disarmed the scandalised critic. I 


His quiet and laconic cynicism^ matched 
against the fluent rhetoric of Trevena^ 
nearly made the worse argument appear 
the better. Tvetiena, of course, wins in 
the end because his lover threatens, at the 
cost of her owm public disgrace, to expose 
J anion^s designs ; but nobody imagines 
that the other evening papers would have 
had the temerity to print her confession. 

The two characters were well balanced, j 
The villain had his touches of generosity; | 
the hero’s fibre was weakened by a secret 
shame, and even the sincerity of his 
attitude as a public philanthropist was 
called in question by his apathy towai-ds 
private claims upon his charity. 

The play was followed with a close 
attention that was a better compliment 
than applause. Even the gods of the 
gallei-y, who, being greedy devourers of 
the kind of journalism exposed to 
lighteous contempt on the stage, might 
have been expected, after the detached 
manner of audiences, to join heartily in 
the denunciation of a system which 
they supported, were noticeably unde- 
monstrative. This may to some extent 
be explained by Mr. Altan Aynesworth’s 
rendering of the part of Tre^ena ; for it 
was difficult to mistake his bearing for 
that of an ideal “idealist,” and h’e 
rather rushed his declaniations as if he 
were afraid of borhrg us. In the lighter 

E arts he was 'excellent, but became a 
ttle pagey under pressure. 

I wish I could speak with more en- 
thusiasm of the performance of that 
delightful actress Miss Lena Asetotix. 
Up to the last scene, when she was 
forced to rise to the occasion, she played 
with indifference, and spoke often in a 
harsh recitative. But she had rare 
moments, illuminated by an irresistible 
grace and tenderness of voice and ex- 
pression. * , 

The minor characters, most of whom 
regrettably disappeared after the First 
Act, were admirable, and the humour of 
[Mr. PouLTON, as Janion^s iinpossible 
business-manager, was a most refreshing 
relief. 

The moral of the play, apart from the 
false picture of journalistic intrigue in 
the matter of a woman’s honour, is 
pretty useless, because it ignores the fact 
that a Neurspaper Trust in the hands of 
a single man is very little more dan- 
gerous than a number of rival papers, if 
all pe actuated by purely commercial 
motives ; and because (what is more 
important) it omits to trace the evil to 
its root, and to remark that every nation 
has the Press which it deserves; that 
the choice of its journals, as of its 
Goverjaments, lies with a public which 
can choose well if it wishes ; since the 
same people who gave The Barth its 
circulation^ of two millions, also gave 
Treuejia his chance of making laws for 
the regenei-atioh of the race. 0. S. 


“Mr. Preedy and the Countess.’’ . 

J Mr. Carton has labelled his play a farce. 

* If he had called it a comedy he;;, would 
have spoilt my whole evening ; as it was, 
I laughed uproariously through the three 
Acts of it. That shoidd please Mr. OardoNj, 
for he has ddiberately set out 'to 
make people laugh, and he has dis- 
dained no artifice to accomplish that 
purpose. No joke is too old for him. 
But how deverly he has used his mate- 
rial. For instance, a whimsical fancy 
about the age and appearance of a 
London egg — ^he does not play tliis off 
upon us in the First Act. No, he waits 
until we have watched Mr. Weedon 
Grossmith (Mr. Weedon Qrossmith at 
his best) through an Act and a half ; he 



’ An Exotic “ Plant.” " 

Countess of Rushmere . . , Miss Compton. 
Hamilton Preedy , Mr. Weedon GRosvMiin. 

knows that by the end of that time we 
are in such a hilarious state that we are 
ready to laugh at anything ; then with 
a wave of the hand he produces his 
egg, and behold, we are rolling off our 
seats in a paroxysm of mirth. All the 
best knockabout business, too, is kept 
back until we are ready for it ; and it 
takes a master of stage- craft to recognise 
just that moment when one is prepared 
to laugh at an involuntary collision 
between two of the performers. But I 
had one disappointment. When the 
curtain fell on the Second Act I giggled 
to myself, “What an artist! He’s 
keeping the soda-water syphon business 
for the last Act! There’s restraint!” 
And all through the Third Act I was 
bubbling over with laughter . . . ever ©n 
the verge of that one final roar with which 
I would greet the soda . . .» tee-hee^hee- ' 
bee-hee ... the s-soda . . . tee-hee . . . 
And then he %cent and forgot it! 
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If I am feeling a little bitter against 
Mr. Carton, it is not because of the egg 
or the knockabout business, but because 
he gave us the terrible old joke about 
“ principle ” and “interest.” One must 
draw the line somewhere, and Mr. 
Carton should have drawn it there. But 
at the same time he really has written 
an immense^ amusing farce, to which 
fuU justice is done by the players. 
Indeed it could hardly help being funny. 
Mr. Bounsall, running away with the 
Gountlss of Euslimere, plants her in the 
flat of his junior partner, Mr. P reedy, 
while he attends the bedside of a dying 
relative. He is unexpectedly detained, 
and in consequence Lady EusJimere is 
left on Mr. Preedy^s hands for twenty-four 
hours. The latter is a nervous little 
man who has just become engaged 
to a solicitor’s daughter. Mr. Wefdon 
Grossmith is Mr. Preedy, and Miss 
Compton the Gountess; the rest, I think, 
may be imagined. But perhaps I 
should add that Mr. A. Vane-Tempest 
is, as usual, perfectly delightful in an 
unfortunately small part. M. 


THE HIGHER HEDONISM. 

[A daily paper sighs for the days 'when the 
rarity of hath lifted it to the of a cere- 
mony, in -which one was conducted to the bath- 
room hy musicians, and served with water 
peifumed with flowers.] 

I LOVE the dear, dead days of old, 

Of which historians declare 
The knights were usually bold, 

And baths so generally rare 
That their occurrence roused in some 
A joyful tendency to strum. 

For then, when rumour ran around 
That bathing pleased the baron’s views, 
Forthwith the solemn sackbut’s sound 
Acclaimed the interesting news, 

And pipes (which never knew the 
“main”) 

Assisted with a glad refrain. 

For him the festive cymbals beat, 

For him with frequent rub-a-dub 
Appropriate kettle-drums would greet 
The boiling water for his tub ; 

And, if a troubadour appeared, 

His services were commandeered. 


But now, when, mindful of my bath. 
Reluctantly fiom bed I slip, 

No minstrels flock around my path, 
Nor does my customary dip 
Provoke a solitary toot 
From anybody’s jocund flute. 

But all is still. To me belongs 
No kind of minstrelsy at all. 

Save when I warble comic songs 
Imported from the music-hall, 

And even these are marred by rude 
Complainings from the neighbourhood. 

Yet, after all, complaint is vain. 

For, though our melodies he less, 
The world has now contrived to gam 
A compensating cleanliness, 

And baths and bath-rooms are for us 
Enjoyably ubiquitous. 

Though it is true the cheap supplies 
Vouchsafed us by a Water Board 
Do not incite our friends to rise 
And hammer on a harpsichord, 
Regret seems really rather wrong, 

For soap has superseded song. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Stajf of Learned ClerTis,) 


A dever Dook of an unusual kind is The Valley of Shadows 
(OoNSTiVBLE), in which Mr. Fraitois Grierson has told with 
wonderful charm his early memories of Illinois in the 
days immediately preceding the Civil War, when Abraham 


Mr. Orme Agnus did a bold thing in staking out his literary Lincjoln was a candidate for the Presidency and the whole 
claim in the very heart of the country that owes allegiance to land was troubled with the expectation of coming change, 
the old lion of Dorchester ; but he has long since proved In a series of vivid personal impressions Mr. Grierson gives 
himself worthy even of the associations of Wessex. In Sarah us a history of that time that is as enthralling as any romance. 
TuldorCs Lovers (Ward, Lock) he has continued the story of His pictures of life on the prairie, or, a little later, in St. Louis 
his best-known heroine so pleasantly that she will now have itself, are things of real beauty and power, touched with just 
more lovers than ever. The book is a comedy ot courtships, that element of mysticism that might be expected from the . 
interspersed with happy little sketches of Dorset life ; and, writer’s other work and adds enormously to his value as * 
though inanimate Nature does not play quite the same part the critic of an extraordinary epoch. There are chapters 
in Mr. Agnus’s writings as in those of his greater neighbour, in the book — “The Camp Meeting” is an example of one | 
still, for one who loves Purbeck as well as I do, the sugges- kind, “ The Log House ” of another — ^that haunt one after - 1 
tion of that wonderful landscape in the background, its great wards like remembered music, or like passages in the prose 
skies and brown heaths, gives to a delightful novel by no of Walter Pater, to which indeed there is much in Mr. 
means its least cham. To Holiday-Makers Commencing (as Grierson’s style that is skin. Yet for all this the book i 
the advertisements say) my advice next Whitsuntide would produces no effect of artifice ; it is astir with lively and ' 
certainly be to purchase at Waterloo Station a return ticket vigorous movement. To sum up, truth, though often stranger 


to Wareham and a — 
copy of Sarah Tul- 
dorCs Lovers, The 
journey will just 
carry you nicely 
through the book. 

At Winchester the 
parson and the old 
squire will have 
had their dismissal ; 
before Bourne- 
mouth you will 
know the true 
character of Ostra- 
more and what 
Sarah did when 
she discovered it; 
and, if the ending 
leaves you a little 
sad, by that time 
the tower of Corfe 
and the great hills 
will be on the hori- 
zon to console you, 
and you will be j 
in that glorious — 
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NEVER LEND YOUR CAR WITHOUT YOUR CHAUFFEUR. 

Borrcicer (meeting otcner of car), “ Only one more load, old boy ! Do it in six easy— what ? ” 


-than fiction, is al- 
most always duller ; 
Mr. Grierson has 
accomplished the 
rare feat of making 
it more interesting. 

In a brief busi- 
ness-like preface to 
The Press Album, 
published by Mr. 
Murray in aid of 
the Journalists’ Or- 
phan Fund, Mr. 
Harry Lawson ex- 
plains that every 
penny contributed 
is devoted to the 
keep and education 
of the orphans. 
No money is wasted 
on bricks and mor- 
tar : the principle 
laid down is that 
of saving the child 
- to its home and its 


wuntry to which Mr. Orme Aoots has given yet another home to the child. To this end The Press Album has been 

literary snarlc. compiled undei- the unwearying and able editorship of Mr. 

T • 1 .1 i r 1 r 11 1 , Ti 1. , Thomas Catleto. Congratulations are due to him, to the 

1 JEnghs^ I Fund, and to the public who have the oppoitunity, by 

expenditm-e of half-a<rown, of possessmg a M 
IS never. But, if I know a hunter from a cab-horse and some volume containing rich variety of contributions from 
^wrater Sauare. Tftc Straw (Ho^ihbon), masters of the sister crafts of Literatlre and Art. To sdect 

for special notice particular contributions would be as diffi- 
1 «,^«8hire to the hfe, and it cult as it would be iuvidious ; nor can I gratify the LpX 

a and as thriUing a pomt-to- to quote in f ull a catabgue of names and subjects exteiKlin« 

w rf.*® mystmous a murder as the heart of man or over seven pages. Space forbids. As alternative the reader 
Jocft Mytton or S^rloek Eolm.es could draire. And these is invited to plank down his half-crown and call the hook his 

as from a sentimental affection (on Ur. Punch’s ao- — • 

count) for the honoured name which she hears I rejoice xi. , . , , , 

to think that in tihe end she reached the sjm-kissfxl i,,- t ammate who not bring up their young 

haven of neaoeful love And no ■ati-imo oTki™. instinot; they haw always to be taught,’ said one of the candidates 

the wind Tdnnt' show which way for ^pointm^t as .^honsswsitor at last night’s meetmg of Batter- 

tue wina wows, i don t tnmk I am uu* wrong in guessing, s®«' Borough. Council.*'— Mail, 

I admirable mothers. 
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rtuADiAfADiA salaries -wliicli are at present paid to in tlie event of iier hopes not being 

CHARIVARIA. judges. fulfilled, she would care to adopt him. 

King Manoel of Portugal has been * 

appointed a Knight of the Order of the The punishment inflicted on. the We understand that since the Budget 
Elephant. This Order, we understand, Suffragettes who chained themselves to announcement Mr. Lloyd-Geoege has 
gives young sovereigns the right to free statues in St. Stephen’s Hall last week been the recipient of innumerable motor- 
rides on elephants in all the Continental savours somewhat of inhumanity. The cars, presented by his dearest motoring 
Zoos. 4:^* police* took no proceedings against them, enemies. « 

Ex-Presldent Castro is appai-ently tir- It is proposed to build a new home Judge Willis, of Southwark County 
ing of unpopularity, and is determined for the Royal Geographical Society. ^ It Court, celebrated Lis seventy - fourtL 
to make himself beloved and admired, has been suggested that an appropriate birthday last week. This statement will 
He made his entry into Paris in a smart structure would be one on the lines of surprise many persons who imagined, 
brown suit, an embroidered smoking- the huge “rabbit warrens” which are I from his remarks as published from 


cap, and crimson velvet ; time lo time in the press, 

I slippers. » * i— , in b ‘TTj that His Honour was much 

I Mr R » ^ ^ , -A 1 younger. 

I rode ninety miles on a ^^^^de agalns^^hips^ ot the 

co'c^-catch^^ but (^ugbt Royal Navy being manned 

Admiralty Las informed an T 1 d^ not^^r^p^ir^ Iffi- 

anxious inquirer that there \ |\1 i M cienoy, and point to the 

is not a single dry dock \LlfMJiM tIiIIIIiI ll ' example of the fastest vessel 

on our East coast which a , & /*! iiamely The Flying 

damaged Di'CodwoMjht could I ’>& > R uB I T ®wtcfMJkw, which has al wavs 

enter if, from any cause, she glT**- - — !•# -l iJI M|j| been worked by skeleton 

were dranring^ore water sailors, escept in opera. 

Germany with the'^TOqnisite 

our Iheadnoughts, we nn- ^ . • pewn^o wrote ^ article and 

o ^ • ' published it said he had never 

deistand, would find a heart> heard of Knfiis Isaacs, and said 

welcome m these quarters. . that he did not know there was 

for £1 have, it is announced, ^ ^ ^ • NoNidy would believe it.” 

been received by the Ac- The above legal opinion 

countant- General, marked is also the right answer to 

“For the Admiralty.” It the following : — 

seems almost incredible that, 5* & AwiwaN Supposing it were stated 

after this, the Government that Mr. Harry Ladder’s most 

shoydd still be hesitating popular songs were the joint 

about those additional . ^ work of the Duke of Argyll 

Dreadnoughts. ^ and Mr. Axdkew Laxq ? 

,ig AND, Sir* This mower ]von t de much good for it. m * * 4 - 

ttrru rn * j, Mr. ToionZeT/, “ Um - THAT ’s A PITY, We've GOT some people COMING oupposmg It were an- 

STT , TO-MORROW. Oh well, to smarten it up a bit, just part it down the flounced that Lord Winter- 

The Daily uhromcle, is to middle.” ton is seekmg a purchaser 

be congratulated on res- ; — ;; ; — for his trouser-press ? 

cuing the very much neglected but ap- springing up in the City, and where Supposing it were reported that Mr. 
propriate word ‘ outgo ’ on- the heading only practised explorers can find their Roosevelt, during an okapi-hunt, had 
of a White Paper just issued' on the way about. ^ dropped lus gun and made a bolt for it, 

subject of ‘ National Income and *** ' ^ calling loudly on Kermit for aid? 

Outgo.’ ” We are a little surprised The Massachusetts State Legislature Supposing Mr. Chesterton presented 
that a Liberal organ should dwell on the has passed a Bill making it compulsory himself at the door of the National 
merits of this word in connection with for proprietors of liquor saloons to post Sporting Club and claimed to be ad- 
the present Government. up photographs of all the men in their mitted on the ground that he was the 

*** neighbourhood who are known to be amateur light-weight champion of New 

At the annual meeting of the Bar excessive drinkers. A false report to South Wales? 
held last week the creation of additional the effect that the portraits were to be ■ 

judges was declared to be “an impera- coloured caused a sharp rise in the price «The plaintiff and the defendant were out 

tive necessity.” Moreover, there is, we of carmine paint. -^ith a pheasant shooting party, in September 

understand, no great financial difficulty ’*'45* last, and the latter’s gun went off and* shot the 

in the way, for there are any number of The latest rumour about Abdul Hamid plaiiitiff.”--r 7 ie Globe, 
members of tlie Junior Bar wbo would is to the effect that he wrote to Queen Which shows the danger of going 


Twenty-four postal orders 
for £1 have, it is announced, 
been received by the Ac- 
countant - General, marked 
“For the Admiralty.” It 
seems almost incredible that, 
after this, the Government 
shoydd still be hesitating 
about those additional 

Dreadnoughts, 

* * 

“The Treasury,” says 
The Daily Ghronide, “ is to 
be congratulated on res- 


Oce. Gardener, “I’m afraid the grass plot has got a bit out of 
’and, Sir. This mower w^on’t be much good for it.” 

Mr. Toimley. “Um - that’s a pity. We’ve got some people coming 
to-morrow. Oh well, to smarten it up a bit, just part it down the 
middle.” 


“ The plaintiff and the defendant were out | 
with a pheasant shooting party, in September ; 
last, and the latter’s gun went off and* shot the ! 


members of tlie Junior Bar wbo would is to the effect that he wrote to Queen Which shows ^ the danger of goin 
be willing to accept the posts at half the Wilhelmina of Holland, asking whether, pheasant shooting in the close season. 


TOL. OXXXVI., 
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Mr9 BuUyovr-Boundermere (dehglited to find herself chatting v ith a Counters) Hats AREar’T pretty just now, are they ^ And really 
I THnsx Amourette’s arc the uoliest or ail I was there to-dwt and positiyelt couldn’t give an order Each hat they showed me 

WAS more TRIGHTrUL THAN THE LAST ’* 

The Countess So sorry we couldn’t please you. Amourette’s is a little VENTurB or mine, you know.'’ 


Papa. Who said I didn’t want you to go to church? 

L. A. Well, Papa, you’ie going to take me to carry your 
clubs on Sunday morning, so I shan’t get to church. And 
there’s John — ^he can’t get to church; and the women 
servants But anyhow, it’s jolly to think we’re not Sab- 
batarians. Papa. That would be awM, wouldn’t it ? 

Papa. You ’d better tc ddle off and attend to your postage- 
stamp album. 

L. A. Oh, there ’s plenty of time for that. 

Papa. No time like the present. Off you go. 

L. A. I could do it on Sunday, Papa. 

Papa. No, you ’ll do it now. 1 ’ve told you fifty times I 
won’t have you sticking in stamps on Sundays. 

A Pleasant Emendation, 

*‘Mr. Jack Pease, the Chief Ministeiial Whip, lecommeaded tlie Bill 
in one of his lare appearances as an oiator, foi his voice is as seldom 
heard in the land as that of the tortoise ” — Manchester Courier. 

Only those who have heard the tortoise singing to its mate 
in the gloaming, or balking angrily at the sight of a side- 
comb, will appreciate the pathos of this. 

“ The outside of her garments weie of lawn, 

The lining puiple silk . . . her wide sleeves green” 

Marloue's *^Eero and Leander ” 

Hero must have been one of the earliest membei-s of the 
Woman’s Social and Political Union. 


L. A. But carrying clubs isn’t play for me. Papa. Ought 
I to carry clubs ? 

Papa. Well, you ’re going to, anyhow. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I suppose I am ; but I ’m afraid it ’ll be 
very wiong of me. And then theie’s John, and the cook 
and the other servants. And, oh, Papa, there’s the railway 
and the chauffeur, and all the rest of them. And y’’Ou know 
you’re not going to church. Papa. 

Papa. What do you mean, you young 

L. A. I ’m sorry, Papa, if I ’ve hurt your feelings. I 
didn’t mean to. But Mr. Harding said that if people only 
had the grace to attend divine service it might be 
different 

Papa. Well, your mother ’s going, and Mabel. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, that ’s just what Mr. Ilaiding said. He 
said men thought their duty was done when they had allowed 
the women of the family to go to church ; but he said they 
were quite wrong about that. They ought to go themselves. 

Papa. Now, look here. I want to tell you once for all, it’s 
no use your trying to fling quot itions fiom Mr. Harding at 
my head just to bully me — yes, bully me. I ’m quite com- 
petent to decide these matters for myself. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I ’m sure you are. And if you don’t like 
what Mr. Harding says in his sermons 

Papa. Don’t put words into iny mouth, 

L. A. No, Papa ; but you said I was flinging quotations 
from Mr. Harding at your head just to bully you, and nobody 
Lkes things that bully, so you can’t like what Mr. Harding 
says in his sermons. And if you don’t hke the sermons I 
quite understand why you don’t want me to go to church. 


Diffidence. 

“ Piano, make nice sideboard T/te Feathered World. 
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-r Tuirr mnv MiSOK for having ti-okenup tlie Tbiof aljouttlie Seat tLat Mr. MASONisto vacate? 

AT THE PLAY. seriesofpkyswhichthreatenedtoheeomc Would it not he a sporting proposi- 

“CoiosEL Sumt.” a permanent feature of the St. James’s, tion if the reliiing Member levived a 

liJtheintervalsof those cricket matches And it was delightful at last to sto Miss “ Coventry-play for the retiring ackr ? 

at which Mr. Mason and myself have Ikene V-vnunoon in a character which she ss=====b 

from time to time assisted (in the French could play with a light heart and no 

sense) I cannot remember that the sub- fear of being lectured portentously for niADV OF THE NEAR EAST 

jeet of Dramatic Irony was ever under her deceit. In the letter scene she was ^ 

discussion. Our captain, Mr. J. M. fascinating; and always her facial play pJeing a brief r&ume of impressions received 


BanniE would, I am sure, have dis- and gestures were extraordinarily clever Pre^T 

coiiraged tbe topic as tending to divert and ilmmmating, ^ 

oiir intelligence from tlie main purpose. Mr. Alexander will probaWy differ Balkan question practically 

But Mr. Ma-^on should know, without from me when I venture to think that settled as far as iurkey is concenied. 
need of reminder, that the sport of he was more in his true element than The admirable dignity and I'estraint 
Sophocles makes this demand in common he has been in any new play for several exhilntedby the Committee or Union and 


with the more difficult game of 
cricket— that, if you pLiy it at all, 
you must keep the rules. Now 
when Gelia Faraday takes the 
audience and one of her sisters into 
her confidence and gives them to 
understand that Colonel Smith is, to 
the best of her knowledge, a mere 
figment of the imagination, the 
author should have remembered 
that the other actors, not being in 
the secret, were bound to receive 
the report of that gallant officer’s 
death with a due decorum and 
sense of affliction. ^‘Instead of 
which,” they treated the announce- 
ment with a dreadful and even re- 
volting frivolity. The result of this 
behaviour was to change the whole 
character of the play. What had 
promised to be a phantastic comedy 
was reduced to the level of farce. 
Criticism modified its focus, and we 
felt that we had been cheated all 
this while of the irresponsible and 
knockabout merriment to which we 
hadajustclaim. Spasmodic humour, 
however attractive, could not content 
us ; if it was to be farce, we must 
have the kind of fun that rollicks 
breathlessly; and Mr. Mason did 
not give us nearly enough to go 
round. 

^ The scheme of the play was suffi- 
ciently fresh. This idea of a neg- 
lected girl trying to give herself 
value by pretending to be engaged 
to an imaginary soldier in Somali- 



Miss Far.vda\’s Followers. 

Celia Faraday .... Hiss Irene Vanbrugh. 

Colonel Smith Hr. George Alexander. 

(In the haehgroundf left to right.) 

Tiohert Tarrer. . . Hr. Evelyn Beerboiim. 

James Jialeigh . . . . Mr. Ernest Thesiger. 
Admiral Griee .... Hr. William Farren. 


Progress, who were established by 
the revolution of last July, is tho 
theme of general admiration. In 
the course of Turkey’s regeneration 
practically no blood has been shed, 
nor will be. 

April 13. — ^Mutiny of reactionary 
troops, softas, hodjas, codjas, etc., 
with considerable bloo'lshed. Com- 
mittee of Union and Progress dis- 
credited. Cabinet dismissed. 

April 14. — ^Abdul Hamid gives his 
blessing to the mutineers and forms 
new Cabinet. His position firmer 
than ever. Where is your Young 
Turkey Party now ? 

Apfi'il 15. — ^Your Young Turkey 
Party in Salonika mutinies against 
mutineem. 

April 16. — ^Young Turkey Party 
marches on Constantinople, It will 
lake three weeks to get there. Abdul 
confident. 

April 17. — ^Advance guard of 
Young Turkey Party at the gates 
of Constantinople. Perfect order 
prevails inside the city. 

April 18. — Main body of Young 
Turkey Party, using a German map, 
aiTives at Sweet Waters of Europe. 
Relieves thirst. 

April 19. — ^Young Turkey Party 
draws a cordon round Constanti- 
nople. 

April 20. — ^Reactionaries prepared 
to submit. Abdul prepared for auy- 
thing. 

April 21. — Complete understand- 


land (who happened to exist in the flesh) years. Towards the end he had too ing between besieged and besiegers, 
might have made excellent stuff for a much talking to do, but his military War Minister sends out rations, in- 
much shorter pl^y- But Mr. Mason moustache (a great accession to his eluding Turkish Delight, to the army 
lujs beaten out his bar of gold too thin, charms) carried everything off, and outside. Fleet, whose loyalty to Con- 

riioseexcellent young actors, Mr. Ernest went extremely well with the crease of stitution is doubted, to sail under Sir 

Inmom and Mr. Reginald Owen, who his trousers. Douglas Gambiji for exercise in the 

were introduced in order to mark the The look of the stalls on the fourth JEgean. 

enhanced value of Celia Faraday stoc^, night made me fear for the success of Apnl 22.— Fleet sails without Sir 

were themselves a very pewr drug in the play ; and it may be that the Douglas Gamble in no particular direc- 

the market; Mr. Wiuaam Farren had announcement^ of Colonel Smithes de- tion. National Assembly decrees de- 
very little chance, except with the cease will be in the papers before the position of “Abdul the Damned” by 
obituary notice ; tmd there was also a summer comes, I sincerely hope that large majority. Abdul’s yacht takes in 
superfluous sister in the shape of Miss the report will once again be false, for ammunition. There will be no blood- 
lA’DiA Bilbrwke, though I shoiild have the play has many engaging qualities. shed. Only the leaders of the reac- 
been sorry to miss her pretty face and One hears, by the way, a rumour that tionary party will receive condign punist 
. x-x 7 • T ir Alexander proposes to stand for ment. 

Still, o ur best gra titude is due to Mr. Parliament. If this is a true libel, what loafer.— Fleet, whose loyalty to Con- 
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“ Oh I Lady Jme, you must take some tickets fob a Charity Dasoe I ’m helpieg to get up ** 

“And what’s it fob?” 

“ Oh ! EB— THE— ER— INDIGENT SOMETHING OB OTHEB— AND THE DUOHESS IS BRINGING A PARTY, AND WE Ve GOT THE PiNK AlSATIAN BaND ! “ 

“Delighted, I’m sure. One’s always ready to help a really good cause.” 


stitution is now admitted, remains where 
it was." 

AyrU 23.— Abdul tbde Blessed to be 
retamed on the throne with impaired 
powers. There will be no bloodshed. 
Moslem Turks have never been known 
to ‘shoot at one another. 

Five minutes later . — ^Bloody bombard- 
ment of reactionary barracks. Abdul 
escapes to German guardship. 

April 24. — ^Barracks surrender. Abdul 
a prisoner in Yildiz Kiosk. Remained 
very cool and collected under fire, but 
will be executed at sunrise. 

April 25. — ^Yildiz empty, except for 
Abdul and a few firemen, who will put 
him out if necessary. Abdul very nervous, 
and keeps on wearing the Green Mantle 
of the Prophet. 

Later . — Six thousand of Abdul’s body- 
guard discovered in hiding in Yildiz 
Kiosk. They escape and are at once 
captured and roped together. They will 
be flung into the Bosphorus at sunrise. 

April 26. — Apart from the execution 
of 10,000 reactionaries there will be no 
further bloodshed. 


April 27. — ^An end of the Caliphate. 
A military Dictator to be appointed. 
Abdul to be executed at sunrise. 

Later. — ^Abdul to be deposed, but will 
be suffered to retain his head. Reshad 
Effexdi enthroned as Sultan with salute 
of 101 guns. Perfect order continues 
to reign in Constantinople and environs. 
Everybodythoroughlypleasedwithevery- 
body else. 

Late?*.— New Sultan tells an English 
correspondent how particularly fond he 
is of England. New Sultan tells a 
German correspondent how particularly 
fond he is of Germany. 

Still later . — ^Abdul to be deported to 
neighbouring continent of Asia. 

Later still. — ^Abdul will not change 
continents, but retire to adjacent palace. 
His harem has preceded him thither. 

Later than ever . — ^Abdul will leave at 
1 a.m. this morning by motor and special 
train for Salonika, accompanied by 
eleven ladies of the harem. Mr. William 
Watson addresses an encouraging letter 
to the new Grand Vizier. 

April 28.-rOnly eight ladies of the 


harem accompanied Abdul. The other 
three were unavoidably delayed. Abdul’s 
last words were as follows 
“ I want 8, 

And I won’t wait.” 

Ap?’Jl 29. — Ex-Sultan will be allowed 
to live out his days in peace at Salonika. 

April 30.— Ex-Sultan to be tried for 
his ufe at sunrise. 


“To-morrow will be the birthday anniverisaiy 
of Cartwright, inventor, born April 24, 1743. 

“To-day is the birthday annivemary of 
Edmund Caitwright, inventor, born. Rpril 24, 
1743.” 

Two consecutive paragraphs in The 
Newcastle Daily Glironide, showing with 
what celerity the northern papers correct 
even their smallest misprints. 


“The health of ‘The King’ was submitted 
by the Speaker, who occupied the chair, and 
was cordially drunk .” — ’Warvington Guardian. 

You are implored not to overlook the 
comma after “ chair.” 
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TOBACCO AND OTHER DUTIES. 

[TlieGltancellor of theExehequev having 
hvtrodiiced his Budget hi a brilUant 
speech, the usual discussion followed.] 


** Well,*’ said Henry, “ wliat do you 
tliink of it ? ** 

‘ Rotten,*’ I said. “ I mean ripping,” 

I added hastily. “ What I really mean,” 
went on, as I gathered courage, “is 
that it is the bankruptcy of Free Trade ; 
it mortgages our resources up to the 
hilt; it plunders the middle class; it 
destroys all confidence in the future ; it 

— er—it I say, why are things 

dways mortgaged up to the^ hiltf I 
mean, it ’s such a silly expression.” 

“You’ve been reading The Daily 
MaiV^ 

“ I have,” I confessed. “ I say, Henry, 
do tell me. Am I one of the middle- 
class?” 

“The middle-class is the class below 
yourself and the pei'son you happen to 
be talking to at the time.” 

“That’s you and me. Well, Henry, 
iny lad, the class below us seems to be 
rather a jolly one. Let’s go down a 
stop, shall we? ” 

“T/ze Mail says the middle-class is 
being plundered. You don’t want to be 
plundered, do you? Look here, it talks 
about the * middle-class Issachar.’ ” 

“ Oh, I say, who was Issachar? Much 
of a chap ? ” 

“ Keep to the point,” said Henry. 

“Well, the point is this, that the 
middle-class apparently has £5,000 
year, and several motors. I’m all for 
being one of them. You can plunder 
me as much as you like, if you give me 
the stuff first. Henry, my midfie-class 
friend, how ’s petrol ? ” 

Henry read his paper in silence for a 
moment. 

“Have you a pencil?” he asked at 
last. “ IE so, we might work it out.” 

“Work out what?” 

“ Why, if it ’s a good Budget or a bad 
one, of course.” 

“ How on earth ” 

“ It is the duty,” said Henry solemnly, 
“of every high-minded Englishman to 
decide for himself if the Budget affects 
him pei-sonally. If it does, it is a bad 
one, and, as a true patriot, he must 
oppose it.” 

“ I never thought of that. I suppose 
you ’re right.” 

“Of course I’m right. Here’s the 
editor of The Petroleum Review. He ” 

“A nice chatty paper,” I interrupted. 
“I know the man who does their 
acrostics.” 

“WdJ, the editor of The Petroleum 
Review says ” 

“Of course, the chess page is not 
what it used to be.” 

“ The editor of The Petroleum Review, 


continued Henry, unmoved, “is all 
against the tax on petrol. He thinks it 
bad for the country. And Mr. Gluck- 
STEiN is very much shocked at the 
increased duty on tobacco. Actually 
shocked. Not on his own account, mind 
you, but because it may hurt his country. 
And the brewers ” 

“No, no,” I begged. “Not them 
again. One knows their devotion. Be- 
sides, I quite see your point.” 

“Very well then. Where’s the pen- 
cil?” 

I produced it. We sat down in front 
of a sheet of paper and began. 

“ Increased tax on motors,” I read out. 

“Nothing doing there,” said Henry, 
“as we don’t belong to the middle class. 
Go on.” 

“ Tax on petrol.” 

“Pass.” 

“Wait a bit,” I said. “Don’t they 
clean panama hats with petrol ? Or am 
I thinking of something else ? ” 

“ You must be thinking of something 


“ I ’m not so sure. Put down ‘ Petrol, 
douhtfuV It might mean another penny 
a year to us.” 

“Next.” 

“ Twopence on incomes over £3,000, 
and another sixpence over £5,000.” 
Henry turned to mo expectantly. 

“ Well ? ” he said, poising the pencil. 
“If they paid me properly,” I be- 
gan, “ I might— — As it is, no. Pass 
£3,000.” 

“Next.” 

“ Abatement of £10 per child under 
sixteen,” I read. “ Er — sixteen seems a 
good many.” 

Henry smiled and looked out of the 
window. 

However,” I said, “we needn’t — 
Well, then we come to estate duties. 

have an aunt who It ’s 15 per cent 

on a million, isn’t it? . . . She lives at 
Lewisham, though. And I believe she 
has a son of her own. In any case she ’s 
one of these healthy nut people. Be- 
sides, I ” 

“ Aunt doubtful,*^ wrote Hen^. 

“Thank you. Stamp duties come 
next. Have you any bearer securities or 
option-notes ? None at aU ? What ’s in 
that old cupboard ? Oh, all right Then 
how about licence duties? ” 

“I’m drinking ginger-ale just now,” 
said Henry, 

“ I ’m drinking cough mixture chiefly 
I gather that there ’s no alcohol in either. 
Pass licence duties. Next we have 
unearned increment of land.” 

“I have,” said Henry thoughtfully, 
“ a small share in a cricket ground. At 
least I haven’t paid my subscription this 
year yet, hut — — ” 

“ If the subscription was raised you 
could resign,” I pointed out. 

“ True. in. fact I think I shall any- 


how. Thanks for reminding me ; it ’s a 
rotten ground. Then that settles the 
land-tax. An> thing left ? ” ♦ 

I choked back a sob as I put down 
my paper and turned to him. 

“ Henry, my dear old friend,” I said, 
“there is indeed something left. We 
are now, in the words of the late Sultan, 
right up against it. What do you say 
to eiglitpence a pound on tobacco ? ” 
Henry told me. 

“ Quite so,” I agreed. “ And nothing 
less. The Government has forfeited 
our confidence. Your Panama hat and 
my aunt, we might have forgiven them 
that. But this — this is too much. To 
think that we, you and I, should have 
to pay, actually to pay for old-age 
pensions and Dreadnoughts and things. 
That the country should do so is all right, 

but that you and I Henry, it is 

too much. Pass me a cigarette that has 
not paid the extra eightpence, and let 
us be silent for a while. . . .” 

When I liad finished my cigarette I 
got up to go. 

“ Well, I must be off,” I said. “ I ’ve 
a lot of work to do. So long.” 

“Good-bye,” said Henry. “By the 
way, what do you think oE the Budget?” 

“The Budget?” I cried furiously. 
“ A spiteful and vindictive Budget, Sir I 
A venomous Budget ! The disgraceful 
and mischievous product of a third-class 
intellect! He has sold the country, 
Sir 1 Budget, indeed ! ” And I strode 
from the room. A. A. M. 

“She had an dfin grace of movement and a 
look of strange wonder which would be worthy 
of even better thin^ than the Arcadians. She 
should be the Ariel in the next big performanc 3 
of *A Midsummer Night’s Dream.’” — The 
Morning Post. ^ , 

We shall look forward to this. With u 
suitable Caliban Q,ndDesdemona it might 
be a very big performance indeed. 


M. A. P, on Mr. Robert Hichens : — * 

“ At last, however, he determined to give up 
music for literature, and what has been thq 
gain of the one has been the misfortune of the 
other.” 

A pleasant thought,, but it might have, 
been expressed more clearly. 


“ As soon as they realised that there was an 
outbreak of fire a lot of chjWi*en raced off to' 
the alarm, but when they reached it — afi ex<5ited 
crowd-— they could not reach it.”— -Der^n/ 
Standard. < 

As has been pointed out lately, the 
English language badly wants some new 
words. 

“A Great Novelty, a sport from Carter’s 
Holborn Glory, raised by me, the Largest Sweet 
William in the World .” — Amateur Gardening. 

William’s modesty is remarkable. 
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ROYAL ACADEMY. FIRST DEPRESSIONS 


|1 


2CC Asquith (stioke) n-nd the deep Sufli agctte^ 
HprBDRT J Draper 


■ 4V« 


37 JLl It 11 iCtci bt il mg the 
Indoir itahlo f 

(Painted loi the Mamies by 
Hugh de P GLA7rnROOK ) 


179 ‘The Monarch of the Gl«n by 
Moonlight John S Sapoent, EA 




282 Katisha , or, Veiy Old Japan. 
Venan/to Zoila 


261 ‘ Le’sh aE go’n bum th’ City R (hic) ecoids ' ” 
Edgar Bindt 




147 Ml Asquith ‘ Pon my word, 
I thmk I look bettei m the Comic 
Piess" » 

Solomon J Solomon, R A. 


w 


M. 




MVAtr\;\\v:i 




^ / JT j 

1,837 Ml Pelissiei o£ The Follies takes 
horse exeicise (The aitist calls it ‘ Bertmnd 



16 * Who said ‘Tree Food’ 

A S Cope, A R A 

Dugueschn, ^ but that, of course, is rnlj his fun ) 
Emmanuel Iibemiet 

236 The Sk> -Pilot and his 
G Clark Kennedy 

Punch 
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WILUAM’S WAIL. 

[** Mr. William Wale, tlie retiting parish constable of Eenay Drayton, 
in Leicestershire, has declined the offer of re-appointment,* on the 
ground that the persistent honesty, sobriety and good conduct of the | 
people gave no opiwrtimlty or encouragement to a conscientious police 
officer.”— Dally Mirror,} 

Proud, proud was tlie day wlieu tliey sought me 
And said, “ Be our constable, do f” 

And proud was the day when they brought me 
This beautiful tunic of blue. 

“At last,” cried my soul, “I ’ve arrived at my goal, 

For here is a great opportunity * I 

j Of carving my name on the tablets of Fame . 

And serving my native community.” 

From my earliest days I would dream of 
Great deeds to be done on my beat ; 

I longed to be reckoned the cream of 
My country’s heroic elite, 

I thought, “ Uow sublime to do battle with crime I ” 

I longed to suppress inebriety ; 

I saw myself stand for the law of the land — ■ 

The pillar and prop of society. 

' My fancy, with nimblest of touches, 

Would paint me in glorious deeds, 


Now saving some beautiful duchess 
By stopping her run-away steeds ; 

Anon I would catch some burglarious batch — 
Alone I would liandcuff a score of ’em, 

And the medals wouLdishl^^ on this bosom of mine 
Until there was room for no more of ’em. 

Thus fired, I was all eager-hearted 
To enter my gallant career, 

And high was my hope when I started 
Patrolling the village down here. 

I bunted behind every hedge I could find, 
Expectantly bent on discovering 
Some thief to be caught, but I never found aught 
Save harmless young couples out lovering. 

With Fenny Drayton iau morals 
So very insipid, I saw 
No chances of winning my laurels 
As Cerberus, guard of the law. 

If folk have a craze for such virtuous ways 
And scarce even dare to ejaculate 
So much as a “ D,” what prospect for me 
Mid people so mild and immaculate ? 

XIaming an Almost Bare liiving. 

“Fitter requires situation in night shift.”— !Z%e Motor. 
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is a business proposition so illaminating arid waste of Coounittee on Post OfSce 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. that something may be heard of it in Estimates the gailand of an idyll. Every- 

ExrBAOTD) raOM the Diahy or Toby. MJ-. ^‘^S’takes cbaracteristically digni- acquaiSance, Mn Sf 
Bouse of Commons, Monday, Apy^l 26. fied view of situation. If the House likes possible to abstain from dragging into 
— Intel esting debate on Second Reading to be generous with public money, it is his Memorial reference to the head of 
of Bill designed to augment salary of not for him to thwart benevolent in- CH\TiLEg I. Jovnson-Hicks, going one 
Pbesidfot of Board of Trade from £2,000 tention. Personally he will not profit belter, dragged Mr. Dick himself on to 
to £5,000 a year. The scheme, when by it. Increased salary of President of floor of House of Commons, 
carried to full extent, will make similar Board of Trade must date from the term It was the old, old story, told 
increase in emolument of President of of his successor in the office. Remem- with such artless simplicity that when 
Local Government Board. Labour Mem- bering his Virgil, he murmurs : — Joynson sat down amid a murmur of 

bers to a man dead against it.^ Their “ Sic vos non vobi& mellificatis apes ; cheers he sympathetically mopped the 
remaining point of agreement with their Sic vos non vohisnidiacatis aves.” eyes of Hicks. As for the audience, 

right hon. Iriend John Burns is found in Opposition, not to be outdone in there was scarcely a dry eye among them. 


body knows how David Gopperfield's 
acquaintance, Mr, Dick, found it im- 


liis declaration that no man 
is worth more than £500 a 
year. True, it was made 
at a time when John did not 
think he would live to draw 
£2,000. But, though ciicum- 
stances change, truth stands. 

Only the other day the 
Labour Members declared 
their uncompromising aver- 
sion from other people draw- 
ing salaries by pioposing to 
dock Victor Grayson’s. That 
a mere trifle compared with a 
proposition which, according 
to admission of Pre^iier, wiU 
involve an added annual draft 
on the Treasury exceeding 
£10,500. Mr. Joweit (no fam- 
ily connection with Balliol), 
went to tlie root — or, more 
precisely to the keel — of the 
inattei*. 

Barnacles,” he said, 
“have been allowed to grow 
on the Board of Trade, and 
they should he looked into.” 

Winston moved uneasily 
on liis seat. The duties of 
President of the Board of 
Trade have steadily grown 
with expansion of industry. 
Within his time has been 
added the onerous but bene- 
ficent task of acting as me- 
diator in wage conflicts be- 
tween masters and men. If 


Mr Dick, it seems, is a Post 
I “ who^ ^ 

n u 1 o 1 > M nil I energy and concentmtion 

of .purpose. He not only wrote 
Tiid WicKn> Unclf stotmg that he “viewed with 

‘ Sydney Buxton fell on his knees and piomised a full enquiry.” ^ 

:enerosity, protest. Balcuires, who I straightway transferred the swain to 
early loves a Liberal Minister, gives Manchester “at his own expense.” 


to these engagements is to be ^ " " . in regard to Miss M., but 

added that of looking into barnacles generosity, protest. Balcuires, who straightway transferred the swain to 
growing on the Board of Trade, he must dearly loves a Liberal Minister, gives Manchester “ at his own expense.” 
reconsider his position. notice that in Committee he will move There he would have remained, with 

Byles of Bradford (First Baron, cr. — ) an amendment making the increased Miss M. crying her pretty eyes out 
offered a practical suggestion that in- salary forthwith payable. F. E. Smith at Glasgow, only for Joynson-Higks. 
stantly commanded attention. takes the same line. Incidentally drops This worthy couple, remembering that 

“ The real question,” he said, “ is remark that may have autobiographical they too were once young, resolved to 
how much is the Ministerial Bench interest. come to the lescue. Hence this touch- 

worth, taking it all round? That de- “There is,” he said, “many a junior ing story interposed in dry discussion 
cided, let us vote a lump sum and leave at the Bar who earns more salary than of the Vote for £12,337,930 for the 
division of the pooled salaries to right the Prime Minister.” salaries^ and expenses of the Post 

hon. gentlemen themselves.” Business done , — Second Reading of Office, including telegraphs and tele- 

Premier shook his head. Sufficient Board of Trade (Salary) Bill carried by phones.^ 
for tlie day are the disagreements among 152 votes against 76, Emotion excited in the Committee 

his flock. To have this bone of conten- Twesdai/.-^OYNSON-HiCKS, the “ We ” swept away everything before it. Sydney 
tion superadded was more than he could of Parliamentary debate, continues to Buxton, temporarily cast for part o£ 
contemplate with equanimity. StUl it develop. This afternoon he flung across the Wicked Unde, fell on his knees, 
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promised full inquiry into the matter 
and immediate reinstatement of Mr 
Dick, if it were sho<?7n that he had 
suffered injustice. With this assurance, 
promising to wind up the lomance with 
the familiar line, “Mr Dick and Miss M. 
were married and lived happily over 
afterwards,*’ the Coramiltee cried content, 
and what threatened to prove a serious 
Ministerial crisis passed over. 

Business done. — Post Office Vote 
agreed to. 

Tlnir^daxj. — “ The Hon. Member 
seems to be in an argumentative mood.” 

Thus mused the SpiAker, regarding 
JohnT. Middlcmore with fiesh 
interest. It was the state cf 
‘the Navy that wrought upon 
the minci of the Member for 
North Birmingham. I he 
geographical position of liis 
constituency forced upon him 
the necessity of hurrying on 
with the building of de- 
stroyers. He cannot sleep o’ 
nights till he learns “how 
many dry docks capable of 
docking Dreadnoughts we 
shall have in the North S:a,” 
say, by the year 1 91G. 

“The matter is very ur- 
gent,” he said. “ When the 
house is on fire ” 

What would thereupon hap- 
pen was left untold. There 
is a strict rule dominating 
Question Time which forbids 
the interpolation of speeches. 

Of this the Speaker reminded 
John T., and he, under com- 
pulsion, left the house burn- 
ing. Up again when Admibai4 
McKenna attempted to sheer 
off from question of dry docks 
in North Sea. 

“ But, Sir ” he insisted, 

jumping to his feet with more 
than sexagenarian alacrity. 

Had he been left alone for a 
quarter of an hour the Ad- 
Mrit\L would (in a Parlia- 
mentary sense, of course) have 
been wrapped up in his old tarpaulin 
jacket and swung below. 

Here the Spe\ker interposed with im- 
putation about an argumentative mood. 
It was a second warning. A third might 
have awful consequences. So J. T. sub- 
sided, and to the many mysteries the 
dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear is 
added one that conceals the number of 
dry docks we shall have in the Noith 
Sea seven years hence. 

Business done.— Ljjoid-George intro- 
duces and expounds Budget. A story 
of unrelieved n el mcholy. Deficit not 
of thirteen millions, as anticipated, but 
exceeding sixteen millions, with revenue 
dropping, expenditure increasing, and 
Trade depressed. Prodigious speech; 


four hours and a-half long with interval 
of half-au-hour for refreshment. Ap- 
proaching close of third hour Chancellor 
showed signs of collapse. Still an hour 
and a-half to run before he reached 
Athens with the full tale of Marathon — 
victory over unparalleled deficit in time 
of peace Would behold out ? Premier 
plainly peiturbed; Prince Arthur^ re- 
garded him across the table with pained 
anxiety. At length the Leader of Opposi- 
tion interposed, and, backing up the 
Premier’s enneaty, hitherto una\ ailing, 
persuaded the fagged and fainting Minis- 
ter to take biief rest. 



CliancfTlor of the Exclrq^ier ** Nice car. How many horse-power ? *’ 
Oumer (uith pardonable pride) “ About 30.” 

Chancellor of the Exchequer. * Oh, then I want Eight (gaineas), and 


I won’t wait ” 


ANOTHER VICTIM OF PROGRESS. 

“Well,” I said, “what do you think 
of it all?” 

He was the fifth hoise on the rank, 
and had spilt all his dinner in the 
roadway tlirough over-desire to get at 
the bottom of his nose-bag. His driver 
being beyond call in a neighbouring 
public house, he was not in the best of 
humour. 

“I’m glad you asked me,” he said. 
“ You ’re the first to do so. It ’s cabby, 
cabby, cabby, that the people are slopping 
over ; not a word of cabby’s best friend ! ” 

“That’s how it strikes jm?” I re- 
maiked. 

“How else?” be replied. “W'e’ve 


been having a pretty rotten time, I can 
tell you, ever since those oil-carts camq 
in. It ’s got steadily worse and worse. 
We used to be looked after once; fed 
regularly, groomed regularly ; not over- 
worked. But now ! Now no one cares 
a straw about us. The drivers have 
taken to drink, and the cleaners have 
lost hope, and the owners can’t afford 
fodder. We stand about in the cold aU 
day, starving, and at night there’s no 
one to treat us like fiiends.” 

I expressed a sympathy which I really 
felt. 

“I don’t wonder,” he went on, “that 
people take the taxis now; 
but I used to wonder once. 
Look at the difference ! There 
was a noisy, nasty little rat- 
tling box, with a driver who 
was always having tea, feldom 
had change, and never said 
“Thank you ” ; while here was 
a smart, comfortable cab, a 
smart horse with pretty mu- 
sical bells, and a cheeiy driver 
with a joke in his mouth. 
How any one in his senses 
could prefer an oil-cart to that 
I can’t see ; but now, of 
course, it ’s different. The 
horses aren’t smart any more, 
and the cabmen aren’t cheery. 
But it’s letting the horses 
get poor that ’s done the mis- 
chief, because what me and 
my mates believe is that the 
people would soon have tired 
of the new toy and come back 
to us; but now they can^t 
— ^we’re too wretched.” 

I was forced to agree. 

“ It ’s very kind of Lord 
Rosebery and Mr. Rothschild to 
do what they have, to say no- 
thing of The Daily Mail^' he 
continued ; “ but what I want 
to know is, who’s going to 
look after us ? Who ’s going 
to put flesh on us again, and 
a glossy shine, and make it a 
pride once again to lift up 
our hoofs? Who’s going to do that? 
Cabby, indeed ! Cabby has a chance. 
He can buck up if he wants to, but 
we can’t. What we want is a month or 
two at grass and a little affection.” 

“ We must get Lord Rosebery to think 
of that too,” I said ; “ or Mr. Rothschild ” 

“ They won’t,” said the horse, gloomily. 
“ It ’s always cabby. Why, look at the 
pheasants Mr. Rothschild gives them 
every Christmas. Did he ever give the 
hoises anything? Never. Not even a 
lump of sugar! No, this is a had 
world for horses. But what me and 
my mates are always hoping is that 
there’s a better somewhere else on the 
other side of the knacker’s yard.” 

“ I hope so too, I ’m sure,” I said. 
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THE LATEST MARTYR. 

An Auticle without a Word or Truth 

IN IT, 

Having lieard disquieting rauiours of 
, Lirrm Tick’s Eealth, and being anxious 
to see for myself bow that mirth-maker 
of genius, the maximum of fun in the 
minimum of sp ice, or, as another scholar 
has desciibed him, “ the multum-hv-'parvo 
of merriment,” really was, I ventured 
to intrude upon his privacy and make 
inquiiies at the fountain head. 

It did not take long to reach the 
comedian’s minute bijou re'^idence in 
Lilliput Lane, Little bntain, where he 
has for neighbours Sir George Small- 
M\N and Mr. SnoRruR. On knocking at 
j the door a feeble voice bade me come in, 
aud I found myself in the presence of 
the great little droll. But, oh, how 
wasted^ what a change* Where was 
now that bright and saucy eye? It 
was dimmed and melancholy. Those 
amazing legs that have so oft set the 
Tivoli in a roar — could these staid and 
woe begone limbs be they ? 

“ Then, my dear sir,” I gasped, “ it ^s 
true ; you are iU.” 

I am,” he said, in a voice from which 


all the old irresponsibility and gaiety 
had passed away ; “ I am.” 

“And may I ask,” I inquired, “ what 
is your trouble ? ” 

“You may,” he said. “I will put 
it biiofly. I am gradually perishing 
of thirst.” 

“Thirst,” I cried— “thirst — in the 
heait of London, in the midst of public- 
houses ! ” 

“Ah, there,” he interrupted — “there 
you have it. Public-houses! Do you 
know, I have not had a dunk since the 
passing of the new Children’s Bill. 
They won’t serve me, they ’re so terrified 
of the fine —forty shilhngs the first time 
and five pounds the next. If I could 
only get inside I should have a chance, 
for they would know me ; but I can’t ; 
they ’re all on the watch No sooner does 
the shadow of my head appear in the door 
than they order me to quit. ‘ Outside 
there!’ they cry. 'Barman, put that 
boy out.’ Their vigilance is something 
terrible. Why, once I got an old pal to 
take me in — we *d been there scores of 
times in the kind old days ; but it was 
no good. ‘No children allowed here,’ 
the landlord harked at us, and my friend 
had to leave me outside — ^with the babies. 
No wonder I ’m blighted.” 


“ But, my dear sir,” I said, “nhy not 
! send for your beverages and consun e 
them here?” 

! “No fun in it,” said he, “no fiiend- 
ship, no conviviality. That’s what I 
miss. It’s not so much the liquor as 
I the jolly company. All gone, all gone * ” 

I sympathised with him. 

“Yes,” he continued,” and it’s loss of 
' money too. I used to pick up hints foi 
my songs in those bars. All gone now.” 

“ You Will, at any rate, let me join you 
iu a bottle here,” I said ; “ I will be 
! as jovial as I can and do my best to 
I recall the past.” 

I “ You he very kind,” he replied ; “ I ’ll 
try too But you mustn’t mind if I 
don’t quite nse to it ” ; and so saying 
he produced a bottle and, with the tears 
bedewing that once most facetious ol 
visages, poured out two glasses Having 
done so he buried his head in his 
hands and sobbed, and I slipped^ noise- 
lessly away, leaving him alone with his 
grief. 

But think of it ! What a Government 
we have ! Here is a well of humour and 
innocent delight dried up by insane 
legislation 1 First the Navy is starved 
and then Lithe Tice is reduced to a cruel 
state of drought. How long, how long ? 
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WORDS IN THE DOCK. 

4'iin loiig-oxppcted trial of a number of suspect words 
began yesterday in Bolt Court, in tlie bouse once inhabited 
by Dr. JouNt^oiir, before Mr. Justice J. A. H. Murkay. The 
court was crowded ; among those present whom we noticed 
being the compilers of a number of dictionaries, editors, jour- 
nalists, and advertising agents. On the back benches sat 
several words who greatly showed their daring by venturing 
into the precincts at all, among them being “Oxo,” “Post- 
Toa'sties,” “ Obsession,” and “Booklet.” 

“Presents” first stepped into the dock, closely guarded 
by tuo strapping worders. ^ . •/> i 

A number of English theatrical managers having testified 
to the undesirability of this neologism, Mr. Charles Frohmah 
entered the witness-hox, and proceeded to give “ Presents ” 
a good character. He had, lie said, employed the word all 
over the globe, hnt especially in America and England, and 
had found it willing and honest. “Mr. Charles Frohmah 
presents ” had indeed become a phrase familiar in the mouth 
as household words. Other managers, be lielieved, “ offered” 
plays ; Mr. Re<hxali) DaX(T, again, “submitted” them ; but 
for himself he “presented ” them, and should continue to do. 

Cross-examined, Mr. FROUAfAX said it was true that a charge 
for admittance to his plays was made. 

'riien, strictly speaking, you do not * present ’ anything ; 
you charge for it? ” 

“ Certainly ; I am a business man.” 

“ Is it, then, truthful to say you ‘ present ’ ? ” 

“Why, certainly. You have heard of people being pre- 
sented at Court, 1 suppose. W’ell, you would not say that 
they were given to the Kixo ! (Applause and laughter,) 

The Judge said he was not convinced that “presents” 
was guilty ; but he hoped that nobody else would adopt the 
word. (Mr. Frohm.vh : “ Hear, hear ! ”) . 

“ Century” was then called, and entered the dock. 

“ The charge against this person,” said the Public Prose- 
cutor, “ is that he is an impostor and fraud. In the winter 
ho is little heard of, but directly the summer begins he 
hursts forth and takes the bread from the mouth of poor 
‘Hundred,’ a very lionest fellow, at every tuni.” 

‘ Mr. C. B. Fry, called for the defence, said that “ Century ” 
was a great friend of his. Mr. Thojias Haywaru agreed. 

Dr. W. 0. Grace, for the prosecution, said that he hated 
the word. “ Hundred ” was the word he was accustomed to, 
and “ Century ” he looked upon as an interloper and thief. 

Major Philip Trevor said that he adored “Century,” and 
should always stand by him. Similarly, he adored “Rabbit.” 
(Srnaation,) 

After listening to otlier testimony, the Judge sentenced 
“ Century ” to a year s rest, amid applause. 

“ Scientist ” took his place. 

A memorial from the Koval Society was read by the Public 
Prosecutor, calling attention to the baleful activities of this 
person, wlio was, it is said, an American adventurer with a 
bad record in his own country. • 

The Judge : “ Can one have a bad record in America?” 
(Laughter,) 

Evidence was also given to the prisoner’s disadvantage by 
a deputation from the Athenaeum CJlub. 

In his defence a long speech was made by Dr. S-VLExnY, 

, who said that without the valuable and expert assistance of 
“ Scientist ” there would he no means whatever of rapidly 
describing a certain type of savant who had taken aB learning 
for Ills province. 

The publisher of The Harmsicorth BnnjcLopedla concurred. 
A letter hfiving been r^d from Sir Oliver Lodge, the 
Judge passed sentence of three years’ imprisonment in 
Carmelite Street. 


A NEGLECTED CENTENARIST. 

(Daniel Lambert, died 1809; age, 40; weight, 739 lbs.) 

“ Others abide our question ; thou art free” 

Alike from flattery and party spite ; 

Darwin was but a dwarf compared with thee, 
Gi-VDSTOira: a transient, embarrassed sprite ; 

Moore of Corunna, Tennyson, and Fitz 
Evanish like the wraith of last week’s Classy Bits. 

Columns have been upreared to Lincoln’s fame — 
Columns that flaunt the leaded platitude ; 

Thine is to-day an unremembered name, 

Although amazed contemporaries viewed 
Thee as the greatest marvel of the Age, 

Out-topping statesman, soldier, mountebank, and gage. 

Others have won renown by word and deed, 

Wielding a sword or the more puissant pen ; 

For some their fellow-mortals toil and bleed, 

Founding their empire on the bones of men ; 

Tby fame owed naught to brain or mailed fist ; 

Thou, simple in thy greatness, hadst but to exist. 

Thou wert a man that, take thee aU in all, 

Could tip the scale at fully 50 stone ; 

No relative, when honoured by a call, 

Omitted to remark, “ Lawks, how you ’ve grown ! ” 
When thon hadst need to cross the busy Strand 
The traffic stopped without the Law’s uplifted hand. 

Thine was at least an 84-inch waist ; 

A yard-tape burst if it were carried round 
Thy calf ; the cheapest tailor who encased 
Thy Greatness sent a hiU for twenty pound ; 

- And for thy funeral in eighteen-nine 
, They had to fell five acres of primeval pine. 

Hail, Lambhit ! though a century has sped 
Since thy earth-shaking tread convulsed the town, 
Such men as thou are never really dead ; 

* Immortal is Obesity’s renown ; ' 

Fame is no plant that age or canker knows, 

Rooted in the incomparable Adipose. 


Shall I strike at it with my partisan r’—J!7a?n2ej. 

We wonder whether the Duke of Rutland, when he sent 
£10 to “ Cabby’s ” Fund and pleaded that the Death Duties 
(this was before the new Budget came out) prevented his 
sending more, had any suspicion that he was to' be charged 
with importing a party spirit into a matter of common 
charity. Yet this is how The Westminster Gazette comments 
upon the Duke’s letter : “ We thought that the hard lot of 
the cahinan was independent of politics, hut to a Duke no 
task is too hard, and his Grace of Rutland has contrived 
to show how the fate of the London cabman can he made 
part and parcel of a campaign against lAheralismJ^ The 
italics are our own contribution to The Westminster's amaz- 
ing illustration of its own partisanship. It is well that 
Sir William Haroourt’s memory as the inventor of the Death 
Duties should be kept green, and TTie Westminster Gajsefte is, 
of course, of the right nuance for this purpose, but we had 
always thought that succeeding Chancellors on the Tory side 
had paid him the practical flattery of imitation. Would 
The Westminster accuse every one who grumbles at the 
Income-tax of joining in a campaign against the principles 
of the Tory party to which the Chancellor who invented it 
belonged ? 
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UNSETTLED CONVICTIONS. 

[“Argument is always pure waste of time. 
Eveiy man’s mind is made up on every ques- 
tion.” — Mr. B. Maguire at Liverpool.'] 

If I were only certain 
That two and one make three, 

Once more would youthful vigour 
Fulfil my ageing figure ; 

No half-transparent curtain 
Would hide the Truth from me, 

If I were only ceitain 
That two and one make three. 

If I were only clear to 
Which party I belong, 

If I were eon amove 
A Liberal or Tory, 

Then should I never fear to 
Say who is right, or wrong. 

If I were only clear to 
Which party I belong. 

If I were quite decided 
That black is never white. 

And did not wonder whether 
They sometimes mix together. 

Why then, whatever betided, 

I ’d see my course aright. 

If I were quite decided 
That black is never white. 

If I were only twenty 
Instead of forty-three, 

I should not fear suggestions 
Of second sides to questions ; 

Festina {sans the Icnte) 

My motto then would be, 

If I were only twenty 
Instead of forty-three. 


BEASTS AND THEIR BUYERS. 

Incidents of the Bostook Sale. 

The accounts of the sale recently held 
at Glasgow, when the “Scottish Zoo” 
of Councillor Bostock was put up 
to auction, have been unaccountably 
meagre, the only interesting fact di- 
vulged being the purchase by Mr. 
Bhansby Williams of a talking raven 
with a view to lending additional realism 
to his representation of Barnaby Budge, 
As a matter of fact, the progress of the 
sale positively teemed with incidents in 
which the personal note was loudly, nay 
sensationally, prominent. 

One of the most remarkable lots put 
up was a magnificent camel — wittily 
called a Camelot by the auctioneer — 
which, after spirited bidding, was knocked 
down for 350 guineas to Mr. Hgmphey 
Ward, who proposes to ride his new 
acquisition in the Row on Mondays, 
Wednesdays and Fndays during the 
season. On Tuesdays, Thursdays and 
Saturdays the ship of the desert will 
remain at its moorings in a sumptuous 
Hippodromedarium erected after a de- 
sign supplied by Mr. R. B. Cdkninghame 
Qeaelvm. 



/M/M /N 

Teacher. “I wondle what yotje mother 'would say ir sue knew now backward you are 

IN GEOGRAPHY?” 

Girl. “ Oil, MY MOTHER SAYS SHE NEVER LEARNT JOGFLT AND SHE ’S MARRIED, AND AUNT SaLLT 
SAYS 8BE NEVER LEARNT JOGFRY AND BUB ’S MARRIED ; AND YOU DID AND YOU AIN’T.*' 


A massive elephant, weighing 35 tons 
and standing some 45 hands high, 
realised 400 guineas, the fortunate pur- 
chaser being Mr. Algernon Blackwood, 
the author of Jimbo. As the elephant 
in question is a grandchild of the kte 
lamented Jumbo, the felicity of his 
purchase will leap to the eye of persons 
of the meanest intelligence. 

A brace of superb lions were knocked 
down at 250 guineas to Messrs. Salmon 
and Gluokstein. Here again the 
bidding was very keen, but although the 
eminent Nicotinian experts were opposed 
by numerous competitors, including 
Mr. PiERPONT Morgan, Mr. George 
AleXuINder and Dr. EtaER Hart, theyj 
ultimately secured the lot amid roars 
of applause from their purchase. 

Mr. Herbert Trench, the eminent poet 
impresario, was also a large purchaser, 
and secured for his new repertory 
theatre several valuable performers, 
including a spacious hippopotamus (125 


guineas), four gorillas, a laughing 
jackass which is to be trained to lead 
the claque, and a splendid talking 
cormorant, a delicate homage to his 
late chief at the Education Office. 

From the Royal Institution’s Annual 
Report : — 

“Permission was given to Dr. H to 

carry out aiesearch on ‘Isomeric Forms of 

Dibenzoylacetylmetliane.’ Dr. H wrote 

to say lie was unable to avail himself of the 
permission kindly granted him.” 

Coward ! 


“ Chauffeur - mechanic seeks engagement j 
(Sun-ey preferred). Good driver. Bench ex- | 
perience.”— The Times. 

The Kingston Bench for a million. 
Retaliation. 

From a bookseller’s catalogue : — 
“Morley, John. The Life of, by Eichard 
Cobden.” 
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Upon li6r own legs, and not discovering tbat she was of 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE- aristocratic origin. Margfcrt/, who did not suffer from any 

Tx 1 , cij, I T j m T \ excess of modesty, proposed, in the first chapter, to a 

(By Mr. Punch 8 Staff of Learned Clerics.) peculiarly offensive bounder. He declined very frankly; 

The great drawback for me to the pleasure of opening a and having given him up as a bad jc^ Margery s next ^^ep 
book with the name of Mr. Joel Ohaitdler Harris upon its was to answer an advertisement and then to leave rbe 
cover is that I am always so sadly disappointed to find within Feathers.” From a barmaid she now became niece to Lady 
no mention of Brer Rabbit and his immortal company oi Pomplirey, and her name of Pigeon was altered to Daw- 
victims. Not that, this apart, The Bishop and the Bogie Man which was, after all, more or less in the family. Lady 
(Murray) is by any means destitute of charm; on the con- Pomphrey^ though her bark was worse than her bite, had 
trary, the simple story of Adelaide and her childhood in the succeeded in quarrelling with her son, and w^s clearly 
house of Uncle Jonas is admirably told, with the same kindly, anxious to quarrel with the rest of her relations. To become 
old-fashioned humour that has made its author beloved in suddenly the niece of such a high-spirited lady was no 
two continents. I liked Adelaide at once, and Mr. Sanders ^ sinecure, for apart from^ other inconveniences the position 
especially after he pretended so nicely to see Gally-loiij entailed a lot of determined lying, and as a liar Margery 
Adelaide's invisible playfellow. Randall, the black boy, never got thoroughly set. Nevertheless, as she and her suc- 
likewise endeared himself by his — — cessor at “ The Feathers” married 

obliging tact in falling down dead n-TTgirniTf i liiii l iJli k i '" ^ ' 1 ^omphrey, this 

the very first time Adelaide shot at ■ \ ^ cleverly written story may be said 

him with a com-st^ and smd ^ boom for bar- 

at C7neie Jonas’s; afterwards she ^ ' y , I panot Mrs. Dawson Scorr 

Si heroSe /" V iT^ \ troubled with a sort of 

teresting. But of all the charac- '' Treasure Trove, of 

ters an easy favourite for me was what 

old Aunt Lncindy, simply because, ijW She reaUy meant to write about; 

L'S hmTaf hS“g’“n^ IP' g 

circumstances became too strong reappeaimg in e lace . 

for him. If only Mr. Haeris would ^ .> qu. 

“quit” writing stories that other ® th^oL^ ^ ® 

^ Providesthoname,thefinerpart 

bo »« event TOtllitJir q»i.tilro£ |||||,|| j ilfH 11^ Witch feng so, .t . mderelood 

'KicimrtQ f ''—y My point luiplies no sort of blame; 

^ The story (Heineaiakn) is good, 

Lore and Battles (Melrose), by And, after all, what ^s in a name ? 

F. SiDGWiCK, is one of those nice 

friendly books whose characters 

seem to make a personal appeal to MR. PUNCH’S INVaISION STORY. Books about Wagner are already 

the reader. Unfortunately there ^ -r . 7,7^ to be numbered by battalions, 

are so mimy charactera, rann^ted fSf “to! inter^ting point 

by so rarmferous a family tree (and, i it I ” ^f revealed m Personal 

it may be added, such a variety of ^ Recollections of Wagner, by An- 


MR. PUNCH’S INVaISION STORY. 

(Foreign Artillery Officer^ after dropping shell from 
Dirtgilile with the idea of deUroying London) “ Tut ! tut ! 
I ’VE MISSED IT I ” 


Books about Wagner are already 
to be numbered by battalions. 
But a new and interesting point 
of view is revealed in Personal 
Recollections of Wagner, by An- 


family jokes), thattlieimpatient reader might begin to despair gelo Neumann (Constable), in which that veteran impresaido 
of establishing relations witli them. However, this esoteric records in a lively narrative the services rendered by him- 
company of youths and maidens is such a very jolly one that self and his companions in spreading the cult of Wagner 
no difficulties of initiation should be aUowed to stand in the both in and out of Germany. Neumann, who began as an 
way of a more intimate acquaintance. I particularly like opera singer, combined considerable business aptitude with 
Bumble. When he falls into a f upe-bush he says, ‘‘ Ber-lud, a great deal of genuine enthusiasm — ^indeed, when it came to 
lago, blood ! Bah, sweetheart, ftis but a scratch ; fear not bargain-driving, we feel that he was distinctly inferior to 
hr—eecJia ! 0 hell ! ” which is exactly what one ought to Wagner. The story of their temporary estrangement and 
say. The hero, Tony Bargrave, is perhaps the least realised reconciliation throws a somewhat painful light on the 
of the many young men in the hook. He is a shadowy colossal egotism of the “Bayreuth Colossus,” as musical 
sentimentalist who imagines himself to he in love with every critics delight to call him. Miss Edith Livermore has done 
girl he meets ; and it is only in the last part of the work her work as translator in competent fashion, and the book is 
that we can visualise him properly. Mr. Sidgwiok, in fact, enriched with some good illustrations, notably a fine portrait 
would have written a more interesting hook if he had begun of Hedwig Reioher-Kindermann, whose early death, when 
and ended it a hundred pages later. at the height of her fame, was due, like that of Malibran, 

j 1 . TTT . / to her own reckless and self-sacrificing spirit. The progress 

iiie barmaid-herome of Margery^ Pigeon (a 4 lRnold) knew of Wagner reminds one not a little of that of the Car of 
nothing about her parents, and I wish to compliment Miss Juggernauth. His devotees prostrated themselves before 
Jane Warble on allowing her to stand — ^if I may say so — him, and were occasionally crushed by his genius. 
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stiMtioii ill de Paik on Labour Day w as Time flies/’ ive are told. But tlien 

the large number of cbildren who par- he lias always been oiiderf ally np-to- 


Tiir 01 shipful Company ot Makers ticipated. There is something about date. 
F Plavinfir Cards is ofFerms* a nrize For SnoinlIs.m wlnVli nrt-naal 


of Playing Cards is offering a prize for Socialism which seems to appeal parti- ' 

the best designs for the backs of playing cuLivly to the brains of little children. Musical aitists are starting a cam- 
cards, the subject being “ England’s paigii against singing for charity. The 

Naval Supremacy.” In higher quarters, We liear from an unexceptionable public will be with them to a certain 

too, this has been regarded as a fit sub- source that the Princess Jillmta is extent, we fancy. More than once wo 

ject to gainhle with. longing to learn to speak in order that have heard the remark in a concert 

*** she may say to the Dutch people, ‘‘Sorry haU, ‘‘ For mercy’s sake, stop singing ! ” 

]\rr. CHcaciiiTL asserts that Mr. Ltoyh- to have kept \oii all waiting.” " 

Glouc.e’wS Budget is a po^Dular one. It *,ie* In Stuttgart there has been instituted 

certainly cannot be denied that it has Tlie Shvh has once more accorded a a permanent exhibition of objects which 

caused a rise in spirits, thus giving Constitution to his people. It looks as are flagmnt examples of had taste, in 

occasion for the revival of almost the if this granting of Constitutions will order that the young student may take 


oldest loke in the world. 

Hi Hi 
. * 

The provision in the Bud- 
get as to the abatement of 
income tax in the case of 
every child under sixteen is, 
it is admitted by all thought- 
ful persons, a really states- 
manlike act, for, since the 
Legislature made it illegal 
for little boys or girls to 
fetch beer from public-houses, 
it had in many ca«es become 
absolutely necessary to invent 
a new use for children, as 
they were beginning to go 
out of fashion. 

*** 

And this provision does 
credit to the Chancellor’s 
kindness of heart. In his 
attack on the hen-roosts he 
had a kind thought for the 
chicks. 

« He 
He 

At the same time vre trust 
that an incident which has 
lieen brought to our notice 
win prove to be an isolated 
one. The day after the in- 
I troductioii of the Budget a 
tax-payer was heard address- 


1 soon degenerate iuto a habit wdth him. I warning. 





No such purpose has ever 
I lieen attributed to a British 
Exhibition. 

H" 

Speaking at the Dinner of 
the Artists’ General Benevo- 
lent Institution Mr. A^qiith 
asserted that,wdiile sitting lor 
his portrait, he Lad acquired 
a virtue which he had never 
before possessed — that of com- 
plete immobility. We think 
he is too modest. What about 
Ills promised campaign against 
the Lords? 


Society Gleanings. 

“Her Higline«.s is n great io\er 
of animals and dihes a vliite 
Egyptian douleey (like the late 

lady Cl ) in a little pony 

cart .” — Daily Chroiuclc. 

We do not care for these per- 
sonalities. 

“The Viking and Ventine 
couches belonging to Mr Allied 
G Vanderbilt commence Ihcii daily 
service from the Victoria and 
Meiropolo Hotels, m London, re- 
siecthely, to-inoirow. A ccaeh 
will start each way daily.” 

Ohberrer. 

Coaches with names l,ike these 


iroauctiou or tue Jouaget a Curate “Is hits 8oirv or avhvi is ir, Mas. Jo\rs?*’ siectuely, to-moirow. A ccaeii 

tax-payei- was heard address- sir. it’s Sole Brr I don'i knw vhm ’s comii.’ 

mg his newly-born mfant in to the Fish, Sir; it’s sot hsclf at ail latclv.” ^ . . uaaoici. 

the following terms : — “ And — — — — ‘ Coaches with names l,ike these 

if ever you exceed the age of sixteen The news that the ladies of Abdul ^ inig^t surely contrive to do the double 
I ’ll give you such a thrashing as you Hamid’s harem are now suffering great journey between the Yictoria and 
won’t forget in a liuny, my lad !” hardships prompts a kindly little gentle- Metropole Hotels in one day. 

*45* man to -write to us from Upper Tooting 

It has been left to a member of a firm with the proposal that, if w^e can over- Coming Fashions, 

of tobacconists to call attention to one of come the absurd prejudices of his wife, n *7 Tvr.. nraTTr 

the most serious results of the Budget hewiU he willing to take half-a-dozen ^ i hiuchtix 

“ The fiv^_a.-peDny packet of ci^rette,” of the poor creatures into his house. .. “ ^ , 


he says, “ is in my opinion doomed.” 
But what we would like to know is this : 


* '““5' Ti'e‘ l™”* lb. b«l rtWr, IhM 

® ^ ^ ® He ♦ have chosen as their ruler a young uext years surplice will be a much 


Coming Fashions. 

The Daily Keics quotes Mr C^hlrchtix 
as follows : — 

“ The leader writers who yesteiday decieed 
this year’s deficit were now lajnentiiig nest 
yeai’s sarjilice.” 


We understand that the reason why 
it has been decided to establish an 
Aerial Navigation Committee to further 


fellow of sixty-fivi*. 


more dressy affair with the waist line 
more severdy marked. 


Aerial Navigation Committee to further Before leaving this country Mr. 

the science of aviation is that the Wilbur Wright and Mr. Orville Wright “Surrei' r KonTHuinoNSHiRi;,— This match 
Government suddenly awoke to the fact informed a pi ess representative that they "w-as coimnenced at Berby. La^year Yorkshire 
that we had no aerial v^cles to tax, took a very optimistic view of Great Southern Evening Ae«s. 

Britain’s prospects in aviation. AH that For the return at Woi-cester keep your 


A feature of the Socialists’ Demon- ' we lack is airships and aeroplanes. 


I eve on Kent. 


VOL. Gxxxn. 
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THE JERRY-BUILDER’S BUDGET. 

[Under the provisions of Mr. Lloyd-Ghoeob’s Budget, any owner of 
a garden of moie than one acre in an uiban neighbouihood is to be 
subiiccted of attempting to “create a speculative inflation of values 
which is socially mischievous ” Beyond the one acie his garden, as 
“not being used to tlie best ad\autage,” will, in addition to the present 
rates and taxes chargeable on a residential assessment, be taxed on 
its capital value as un eligible site for rows of shops or villas, unless 
the owner throws it open to the public to picnic in ] 

I HUE a little garden glade 
Sheltered and green and fair, 

And elins tliat throw a pleasant shade 
To cool the summer air ; 

Hard by, the town folk make a dnst, 

But you woidd never guess 
What peace is here— and only just 
Two acres, more or less. 

Below the terrace lies the lawn 
Witli chestnut-shadows shot, 

Where roses take the dews of dawn, 

And pale forget-me-not , 

And there are winding ways tliat steal 
To sudden ivied bowers, 
vSo screened and close they scarcely feel 
The touch of winter hours. 

And then I have, for ease of heart, 

An allee where 1 go 
To think of things and pace apai't 
Leisurely to and fro ; 

Yew-hedges flank my grassy space, 

And at the blossoms’ prime 
1 hardly know a nicer place 
For getting w’ords to rhyme. 

I’his was iny kingdom, where I ranged 
Lord of my tiny lands, 

Biit^all, it seems, will soon be changed 
Under the spoiler’s hands ; 

Mine was an Eden ere the fall, 

Unsoiled of snakes and sin ; 

Now comes the worm and wants to call 
The jerry-builder in. 

“One acre you may keep,” says George, 

“ (Such is my generous plan), 

But all the rest shall go to gorge 
The bricks-and-mortar man.” 

** Unless your leafy place,” says Lloyd, 

“(Such are my liberal views), 

Be opened to the unemployed 
To wallow where they choose. 

“ Otherwise on your purse the fell 
Sw^p of my fist shall come. 

Treating’ you just like those who sell 
Whiskey and gin and rum ; 

And you must cut your timber or 
Let run your plot to weeds, 

To make, or save, the money for 
Afforestation’s needs ! ” 

Well, I must grin and pay my fine 
To suit the Georgian taste, 

And somehow keep my garden mine. 

Though it were bare and waste. 

No tinker here shall fake bis huts 
To squeeze my quiet chalet ; 

No Weary Willies play, for nxits, 

Aunt Sally in my alUe. 0. 8. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Little Arthur’s Road to Knowledge. 

iLlitle Artimr, aged 12 ; Unde J dim— Captain John Lamlcvt, 
late 28tli Hussars — aged 44.) 

Little Arthur, Uncle John, may I ask you some questions? 

Unde John, Any amount, my boy. Just you fire ahead. 
My time ’s yours, you know. 

L, A, Thank you, Uncle John. You V. quite sure you 
don’t mind ? 

U, J, Lord bless you, no, I don’t mind. I ’ve got nothing 
to do for a minute or two. 

L. A, vShall you have a great deal to do after that. Uncle ? 

U, J, After what ? 

L, A, After you ’ve answered my questions. 

U, J, Oh, I don’t know. There’s the dog ; he’ll want a 
bit of a run. And then there ’ll be lunch, and just the 
slightest nap after lunch— good for the health, you know, 
Arty ; and I might put in a round of golf ; and then there’s 
tea and so on. I daresay I shall worry through the day all 
right. 

L, A, Yes, Uncle, I am sure you will. 

U. J, And I’ll tell you what, my lad of wax, if you’re a 
good boy you shall help me to knock the balls about on the 
billiard-table after tea. Capital thing for the hand and eye. 

L, A, Oh, thank you, Uncle, that ’s very good of you. But 
I ’m afraid I must have my German lesson after tea. 

17. J. Oh, German, is it ? Capital thing. Tackle the 
Kaiser when you ’re grown up. You stick to it, my boy. 

L. A, Yes, Uncle, I mean to. But, Uncle John I 

V, J, Yes, Sonny, what is it ? 

L, A, I suppose you do a gi*eat deal of work sometimes^ 
don’t you ? 

U, J, Well, my boy, I don’t exactly overdo it, you know, 
but I manage to rub along. Besides, I did my little bit 
when 1 was in the regiment, so I ’m entitled to take a rest. 

L. A, Yes, Uncle. But Papa says the country is being 
ruined by so many idle men. He says everybody ought to 
be up and doing ; and if we don’t all show ourselves willing 
to work we shall be left behind in the race. 

U, J, Oh, he said that, did he ? And quite right, too. 
I’m all for it. Nothing like work. That ’s what I told ’em 
when they came to me about the unemployed. But it ’s no 
good giving ’em work, I said ; they won’t do it. Loafing ’s 
wiiat they want to do, and that ’s the long and short of it. 

L. A, Yes, Uncle, I see. Then you think some people may 
loaf and others mustn’t? 

U, J, Well, ah, I ’m not so sure of that. No, I can’t say I 
hold with loafing. 

L, A. But you think when people have done a little bit 
they ’re entitled to a rest, 

U, J, Oh, yes, that’s right enough. 

L, A, Ought they to rest a long time, Uncle? 

U. J, No, I ’m not for giving ’em too much holiday. A 
day or two here and there, and then at it again. That ’s my 
notion. 

L. A. Yes, I see. May I ask you a question. Uncle ? 

U, J, I said you might. Out with it. 

L, A, Isn’t it a long time since you left the regiment, 
Unde? 

U, J. Eight years. 

L, A. And when you were in the regiment, Uncle, I 
suppose you worked frightfully hard ? 

O, J, Well, I don’t know about “ frightfully,” but we bad 
to buck up a bit. 

L, A, Then you didn’t spend most of your time in 
hunting and shooting and steeple-chasing and having leave, 
did you. Uncle ? 

V. J. Who put that idea into your head ? 
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L. A. It was something I heard Mamma say to Papa the 
other day. She said you always were a champ ’em at that 
kind of thing 

U,J, Did she now? I never knew I had siioh an un- 
giateful sister. But I daresay there ’s a spice of truth in it. 
All work and no play, you know, makes Jack a dull hoy. 

L. A. Yes, uncle, I quite see that ; and o£ course you 
didn’t want to be a dull boy. But it’s eight years since you 
left the regiment. 

U. J. Yes. 

L. A. Isn’t eight years a very long time, Uncle ? 

U. J. Deuced long. You ’re right theie 

L. A. But you said just now you weren’t lor giving people 
too much holiday — only a day or tvo here and there. 

U, J. Yes, that ’s the ticket. 

L. A. But, Uncle, you’ve had eight years, haven’t you? 
And you said eight years was deuced long— so you ’ve had a 
deuced long holiday. 

Z7. J, Now look here, my boy. I never said anything of 
the kind. 

L. A. Oh, yes, Uncle, you did. You said you had done 
your little bit in the regiment, and you were entitled to take 
a rest. And then you said 

U, J. So that ’s your game is it, you young ragamuffin. 
You’ve been trying to trip up your Uncle, have you? 

L. A. Oh, Uncle, I ’m sure I didn’t wish to do that Only 
I wanted to understand what Papa meant about idle people 
ruining the country, and 

17. J. Oh, I daresay, I daresay— but I ’in off now. Haven’t 
any more time. Letters to write, you know, and all that. 
So long, Arty. 

L. A. So long, Undo. 


EXP1.ANATIONS. 

{Overheard w Mid-Atlantic.) 

“ Whai s the matter, Or\tttt ? You’re looking worried.” 

“I mn worried, Wit bib ; 1 ’m thinking of what we’ve told 
them. I guess we ’ll have to ansv er for it in the hereafter.” 

“ Nonsense! All j on told them was that they were hospit- 
able. What ’s wrong with that ? ” 

“ I was thinking more of wliat you told them, ’Wilbur,” 
replied Ormltjt with a sigh. “You’ll remember jou said 
that as aerc^planists they had everything before tbem.” 

“And a darn long way, too, Orviile What ’s wiong with 
that ? Go on ; you haven’t struck a falsehood yet.” 

“What about ‘ You can go ahead with every confidence’? 
WiLBiR, do jou think ” 

“That’s light enough. Of course they can go ahead 
with every confidence ; but once they begin going upwards, 
there are iisks, and it ’s not for me to encourage them to go 
any way but ahead ” 

“I see. I am less uneasy now, Wilbur. And when you 
said of the ground at Sheppey, ‘ If a man cannot fly there he 
never will fly,’ did you mean ” 

“Just what I said. I could have said the same thing of 
H\deParkor the Strand building sites; there’s plenty ot 
air over both of them, Orvili r. Only being at Sheppey I 
said it ot Sheppey.” 

“Thank you for your kind explanations, Wiibir. I feel 
I shall sleep to-night.” 

** Fifteen bundled na\al railwaymen have struck work owing to 
their objection to peace-work .’* — Kelso Mail. 

We must see about arranging a little war for them. 
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THE LATEST DEPUTATION. 

PART 1 CUL.VRS have just come to hand of i 
a very intereating interview last weekj 
between the Editor of The Times and a 
number of ladies and gentlemen. The 
subject under discussion was the advisa- 
bility of eataldisliing on the first page of 
The Times a section entitled Fortheoming 
Bhilidays, which should announce a 
lew days before the event the proximity 
of these important festivals, for, as the 
spokesman, a young Kensington gentle- 
man of three, pointed out, as things 
now stand it is too easy, owing to a 
defective parental intelligence depart- 
ment, for every one to know of the near- 
ness of a birthday ; and it often happens 
that the first intimation to one’s friends 
arrives, as in a recent tragic instance, 
after the event. (Cries of ‘‘ Shame ! ”) 

There were, of course, some persons 
base enough, mean enough, to preft^r 
such a state of affairs (Tumult ) ; but, on 
the other hand, there were nice people. 
(Cheevs.) It was for the nice people 
that this column would be instituted. 

The Editor having inquired as to the 
actual working of the scheme, the fol- 
lowing propositions were offered. The 
title being “Forthcoming Birthdays,” 
each entry should refer to a birthday to 
be celebrated on that day week. This, 
it was pointed out, would give time. 
The rate of payment, it was suggested, 
should be low. The accounts to be 
paid by fathers. 

Asked to provide a specimen adver- 
tisement, the leader of the deputation 
produced the following: — 

On May 15, Master Herbert Willington Blan- 
tyie, of 93, Orme Square, W., will be six. 
Friends kindly accept and make a note of this 
intimation.” 

That is the simplest form. But 
amendments are possible, such as, for 
ex*imple, indications of the advertiser’s 
taste. Thus : 

— ^H.W.B.has a model railway, but it 
still wants signals.” 

And again there might be a guiding 
word or two on the other side, with a 
parental inspiration, such as : 

“No sweets, by request.” 

The Editor having stated that he 
would confer with the Advertisement 
Manager and see what could be done, 
the deputation withdrew and sorted 
itself out among its nurses. 


THE STEPNEY CHILDREN’S PAGEANT. 

The present sporting production of 
Sliakspearean plays without accessories 
seems to have the appioval of the, Bard 
himself, for he is taking part, in peison, 
at the Whitechapel Art Gallery in 'a 
pageant for which the irreducible mini- 
mum has been expended on^ costumes 
and scenery. The average price of the 
dresses, we are told, was only a crown- 
piece, and even this figure would have 
been considerably lower but for the 
regal splendour— and thoroughly well 
she deserved it — of Queen Elizabeth^ s 
apparel. 

Very bravely and intelligently, and 
with a delightful freedom from self- 
consciousness, the scholars of Stepney 
played their parts in the pageant of 


= telegrams despatched, but not de- 
livered .” — Post Office Guide. 

We can think of a better letter for this 
than T. 

“Wanted, few good men (Welsh), for egg 
collection.”-- WeZs7i aosette. 

Now we know why we heard a man say, 
“ lioyd-George be blowed ! ” the other 
day. 



ship and patriotism than the hearts o 
these keen young Londoners. 

Ipreseiit my most cordial compliments 
to Mr. Louis Parkfr, Pageant-maker- 
Extraordinary to the British Nation, whe 
can never have had material more 
interesting to work upon ; to Mr. F. P. 
Rvrvey Darion, Vice-master of the Cere- 
monies ; to Mi&s Rosabel Watson, Con- 
ductor of the Orchestra; to Mr, G. K. 
Menzies and the other authors of a 
libretto distinguished not only by ex- 
cellent taste but also by a lucidity and 
directness very proper to its puj-pose ; 
and finally, to whoever was rt- sponsible 
for some very dainty dances — morris 
and other — ^which added charm and 
gaiety to a perfoimance always pictu- 
resque and needing no incidental dis- 
traction to save it from dulness. 

The pageant *will be repeated at 
7 p.M. on the ISth, 13th, 17lh, 18th, 
1 9th and 20th. Applications for tickets, 
which are free, should be made to the 
Secret'iry, Whitt- chapel Art Gallery, 
High Street, Whitechapel, E. 0. S. 




Boadicea, in contempt of Suetonius Paulinus, 
takes a poison-pill, with the idea of “ dying still 
a Queen.” 

London’s histoiy, from Saxon Ansgar to 
Francis Drake, from Boadicea (o the 
Blind Beggar’s Daughter of Bethnal 
Green. We had no use for a prompter 
with everybody knowing everybody 
else’spart as well as his own. There 
were occasional diversions not allowed 
for in the book, such as the lapse of 
the villainous Longeliamp^s moustache, 
shordy after Prince John had bade 
him “Begone, ere we regret our cle- 
mency ; ” but the spirit of humour was 
so strong among the child actors (notably 
the boy who played Ourth) that they 
could well afford a little merriment pro- 
voked without design. 

I hardly suppose that the children of 
Whitechapel who played in this pageant 
were much less instructed in their parts 
beforehand than most of the grown-ups 
who get by heart the matter for other 
pageants; but I can imagine no better 
soil in which to sow the seed of citizen- 


WORDS IN THE DOCK. 

IT. 

In opening the case against “ In 
truth” the Public Prosecutor strongly 
protested against the odious innuendo 
involved in the use of these words by a 
publicist or editor, the suggestion being 
that his opponents dealt in falsehood or 
fiction. Besides it was admittedly a 
blunder to protest too much; and to say 
continually “ I ’m telling you the truth,” 
excited suspicion . Mr, J ames, the eminent 
novelist, never styled himself “ Truthful 
James,” and he certainly didn’t suffer 
in persuasiveness for his reticence. 
Counsel concluded a brilliant address by 
reminding the Court tliat a great Irish- 
man had said that he had “ far too great 
a regard for the truth to be dragging 
her out on every paltry occasion.” 

The Editor of The SpeelatoVy called 
for the defence, said that the incrimi- 
nated words were very good friends of 
his, and had frequently assisted him in 
trying circumstances. Occasions arose 
in which it was the painful duty of a 
writer to insist on the obvious, and to 
resist the temptation to indulge in 
paradox. He was continually, and he 
trusted successfully, restraining the ten- 
dency to be witty. 

Cross-examined, the Editor of The 
Spectator said that when he relied on 
trie defendants he did not invariably 
endorse statements which appeared in 
Mr. Labouoiiere’s organ. 

At this stage of the proceedings some 
commotion was caused by a Member of 
Parliament rising at the back of the 
Court and shouting out in impassioned 
accents, “ cTaccusa.” He was promptly 
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silenced, and, on being reminded that 
tlie phrase in question had been used 
by the late M Zoi^, foil into a profound 
swoon The prisoners were subsequently 
sentenced not to be heard in Wellington 
Street for the space of six months. 

The next case was that of Frankly,” 
an insinuating ad verb whose conduct 
in literary and dramatic circles of la‘e 
had, so it was urged, become a serious 
nuisance and even a danger to the com- 
munity. 

Counsel for the prosecution in an 
emotional speech contended that the 
aggressive appearance of “frankly” in 
this context was an affront to good sense 
and the fitness of things, as it was 
perfectly notorious that literary and 
dramatiq critics never were frank. They 
could not earn a livelihood if they were. 
The greatest living novelist — whose 
name he ab:»tained from mentioning 
solely in deference to her detestation ot 
publicity — had exposed their Machiavel- 
lian treachery again and again, but 
without result. It was to be hoped that 
the present action would finally and irre- 
vocably annihilate this ghastly imposture. 

*Mr. A. B. Walkley, who was called 
by the prosecution, said (through the 
interpreter) ithat he never used the jvord. 


The nearest that he came to it was in 
the plirase franchement canaille, which 
he had applied to the performance of a 
famous French comediemie. 

Mr. Robfiit Donvlp, the Editor of 
The Daily Chronide, summoned to give 
evidence as to character on behalf of the 
piisoner, said that he had the liighest 
opinion ot him, and found him in- 
valuable in opening the second paia- 
graph of an unfavourable leview of a 
book or play; as for example, “Frankly, 
this sort of thing won’t quite do nowa- 
days.” 

! Mr. Massingham, on the other hand, 
said he had no use for otiose adverbs. 
It ^vas the duty of a critic to be frank, 
not to say that he was frank. 

The prisoner was ordered to be 
deported to America. 

Finally came “Bfinor,” the principal 
witness against whom was Mr. Willia’\i 
Watson. The word, he said, was a 
danger to Society, in that it aroused the 
worst passions of aU poets whenever it 
was used in connection with them. To 
call a man a minor poet was more 
offensive than to call him a coward. 
Poetry was poetry and poets were poets. 
(hronical c/iem.) Sudi empty-heads as 
those now cheering were the employers 


of the la^cal “Minor.” He was their | 
friend. {Wot.) ^ ^ 

Other witnesses for the prosecution 
weie Mr. John Lane and Mr. Fkancis 
C ourTs. ^ j 

The Editor of The Westininstey* Gazette | 
was subpcnuied lor the prosecution, but I 
Ills evidence tended rather to the de- 
fence. He found “ Minor,” he said, a 
useful fellow. All poets were not of 
equal genius ; why not distinguish ? | 
For his pait he would, however, agioe 
to drop “minor,” but only on condi- 
tion that he might say “ first class ” or j 
“second class,” or some such phrase. 
At this point Mr. William Watson’s i 
language became so virulent that the ! 
proceedings teiminated in an uproar. 

‘‘Oh, j’aime les Militaires.’^ 

A large crowd cheered the ladies [Yeomaniy 
nurses] Viho presented a very fine and marital 
appeal aiice, and attiacted a good dtal of a ten- 
tiou .” — Suyiday Ckromde. 

** The draft Act was sown with the woids, 

‘ G-ovemor-General-in-Counoil,* as thickly d't 
autumn leaves in Vallambosch .*’ — South A f neon 
News. 

An unfortunate misprint for Stellen- 
bosch, which was wjiat Milton wrote. 
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MR. PUNCH’S BUDGET. 

' 1/;*. Piu?(*7i prints a few examples oi tlie sort 
tii letlur wliK'hJs now aniviiig daily at bis 
oflicp 1 

The hlijnc^ Tooting. 
Deae Old Punch, — M y income is £700 
I per annuni, anti my wife has an allow- 
‘ ance of £100 from her father. I have 
two boys under sixteen and one do^ 
o\er sixteen, together with an adopted 
niece of fourteen ; we have a garden of 
three acres, including a small pond, into 
which there is reasonable access— in 
fact all the children fell into it yesterday 
in the search for ungotten mineinls. 1 
have a home whose horse-power is 
and 1 smoke three ounces of tobacco a 
week. What was the name of the 
bcholar— -3 mean what is the amount of 
my new taxation ? 

Yours to a cinder, 

George Keats. 

[WbPii a niece falls in, the landlord piiys 
toil per cent, on the increased value. The 
Editor cannot woik ont the rest of the problem 
now, but he believes the correct answer is that 
peacocks don't lay eggs.] 

The SniKjijerif, Bedford Barit. 
1)e\r Mr. Punch, — W ill you use the 
influence of your great paper to remedy 
a crying scandal? My uncle died last 
October and left me all his money, some 
six hundred a year. When alive he 
resided at Shepherd’s Bush ; and on 
two evenings a week for ten year^ I 
used to go down thei’e to see him. No 
smoking was allowed in his house, and 
nothing stronger than sherbet. For 
three hours after dinner I had to read 
aloud to him — Times leaders and things 
of that kind. Sundays too I generaUy 
spent with the old man; that meant 
seniions in the morning and a little 
bath chair exercise in the afternoon. 

Yet, will you believe it, instead of 
letting me pay 9d. tax on my new income 
t well-earned), this detestable Govem- 
nsent insists that I should pay Is. 2d. I 

Yours disgustedly, 

Gut PoTfs. 

P.S. You might care to print the en- 
closed smtdl contribution. If so, you 
had better sign it “Oypots” — "my 
pseudonym in the Bedford Farit 
sentjer. | 

[Tho Editor of Punch begs to offer Mr. Potts 
liis sympathy imd one o! his rejection forms.] 

31, Grosvenor Square^ Balliam. 

My Dear Sir, — ^Ihave a daring sugges- 
tion for a cartoon which, if it appeared 
in your paper, would create an immense 
stir throughout the length and breadth 
‘ of England, and might indeed give the 
death-blow to this hated Goveniment. 
I regret that I am unable to diaw it for 
you myself, but no doubt you have an 
artist on your staff who could execute 
my idea. 

It is simply this. Draw Lloyd-George 


as a repulsive footpad holding up John | 
Bull with the words, “It’s your money ; 
I want.” 33ALFOCR, who is standing by 
dressed as a policeman, says threaten- 
ingly, “Ah! You wait!” Other 
policemen might be I'epresented by 
Austen Chambertatn, Bonar Law, and bO . 
on, together with P. S. Foster, in a very ^ 
neio uniform, showing that he has only 
just been elected. AsQorm and Win- * 
STON migliLbe a little way behind Lloyd- 
Guorge. Over the whole scene the 
brooding spirit of Nelson looks down ^ 
and says, “ Alas, my countiy ! ” . 

This may be considered severe, but if 
it were well drawn it would, I thinlc, be ■ 
very effective, and might encourage the 
House of Lords to throw out the Budget. 

Awaiting your reply, I am, etc., 
Ernest Tootle. 

[The Editor of Punch is afraid that Mr 
Tootle’s cartoon is a little too stiong to use ai 
present, but he will keep it in reserve and 
employ it at the last moment if all else fails. 
What lovely weathei ! How aie Mr. Tootle’s 
sweet peas getting on?] 

De.vr Mr. Punch, — Doubtless you have 
read the letter of Mr. W. W. Ashley, 
M.P., to the Supeiintendent of some 
Poor Children’s Home, regretting tliat 
the increased taxes absolutely prevent 
him from sending a subscription. The 
benevolences and (alas ! ) anticipated 
poverty of Mr. Ashley arc matters of 
world-wido interest ; so it was only 
right that his letter should have been 
made public. What I want to suggest 
now is that you should start a fund to 
take over cdl his charities, until such 
time as the Tories come back to power ? 
For this purpose I have much pleasure 
in enclosing a cheque for a guinea. 

X. Y. Z. 

P.S. These are not my real initials, 
bnt I desire to remain anonymous. 

[Unfortunately X,yjZ.’8 cheque lias remained 
anonymous too. — E ditor.3 

The Grow' 8 Nesty Surbiton. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — must tell you of 
a joke my little girl Gladys (aged 8) 
made this morning. She was helping 
me in the kitchen, and watching Berke- 
ley (our maid), wlio was trying to unscrew 
the bottle of stout which I always take 
with my lunch. After trying a long 
time Berkeley said, “It ’s no good, mum, j 
I can’t budge it.” Little Gladys im-| 
mediately turned to me with a smile and ' 
said, “I expect Mr. Llosd-George coirld, 
Mamma.” She must have heard her 
father and me talking about the Bud- 
get (!) Was it not clever of her ? I am 
sure that with a picture this woiddL 
appeal to your readers, particularly to 
those who have children of their own. 
Gladys is a sweet fair -haired litfle 
thing, and was wearing a navy-hlue 
serge frock — I enclose a photograph of 
us both taken last month, for the 


guidance of your artist. Berkeley is 
rather short ami has not much lignre. 
You might word it like this : 

Lioid-Olorge to raE Resoue ! 

Berkeley {unscrewing bottle of stout 
for her mistress's lunch). Tt ’s no good, 
mum, I can’t budge it.” 

Gladys (aged 8). I expect Mr. IjLOYD- 
George could, Mamma ! 

[Merriment of Mamma. 

If you cannot get this drawn at your 
office I daresay Gladys could make you 
a little picture of the scene. I may say 
that I shall put whatever you send me 
in her little money-box. 

Yonrs very sincerely, 

(Mrs.) H. Q, Plim. 

[The Editor of Punch pi esents his compliments 
and hegs to return the beautiful photograph of 
Gladys’s two elder sisters, which appeai-s to 
have been sent in error. Unfoi tuiiately he has 
already accepted a joke on the subject of tho 
Budget, so tliat he is unable to use Gladys’s de- 
lightfully humorous legend. Should she, how- 
ever, devise some equally witty impromptu on 
the occasion of Mr. Lloyd-George’s next Budget 
the Editor hopes that he will be alloweil to 
hear of it ] 

Sir, — ^1 am a widow with an unearned 
income of .£205, I live alone with Betsy 
(my pug) and Jane (my faithful old 
servant). Now this mercenary Govern- 
ment seeks to impose an additional tax 
of 2d. in the pound upon me. If it is 
allowed to do this I shall he compelled 
to dismiss my faithful companion, Jane 
(who will in consequence he thrown upon 
the rates), and eke out a miserable exist- 
ence with my poor dog. A Wicxnv. 

[An extra 2d, on the £45 which pays income 
tax comes to 7s 6d. a year. As an alternative, 
therefore, “A Widow** might dismiss Betsy, 
who would be thrown into a Dog^s Home, and 
eke out a miserable existence with poor Jano, 
—Editor]. A. A. M. 

“DIE STAMPING 
Iks’ocutod on the premises.” 

Alnmch GauLU. 

We trust that the condemned man will 
not die stamping, but behave more 
seemly. 

Mr. Moore-Brahazon has achieve<l the 
distinction of being the Englishman to lly 

on English soil .” — Daily Mall. 

A good beginning. We hope soon, 
though, to see some Englishman llying 
in English air. 


Tbe Law of Averages* 

“The aveiage annual mileage of a motor- 
cab is 23.000, though many do more .” — Daily 
Telegraph, 

“Stout Ja<ly (33 waist), elephant grey silk 
voile.” — Adn. in “ The GentLeicoman.'* 

Come, come, it can’t he so bad as that. 
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SEEN IN THE SHOPS. 

By Mimi MiDiNEin:. 

I wouii) preface tills article witli tlie 
statement that everything in it iscflwidid 
and independent. The reader of the 
ordinary article of this kind is, not 
pel haps -unnaturally, under the impres- 
sion that the tradesmen who are recom- 
mended in it make it worth either the 
author’s or the paper’s while. But not in 
my article. If I praise a shop it is be- 
cause that shop is good. To jaiijhodj 
w’ho can prove that I ever received a 
penny piece from any West-End estab- ' 
lishment 1 will gladly give a king’s 
ransom. 

Messrs. Attalow iPrice. 

This being the season for new clothes, 
let me say that there is nothing better and 
cheaper than the stock now. to be seen 
at Messrs. Attalow Price & Co ’s, in Bond 
Street. No woman who wishes to make 
other women turn round in the street 
(and is there a nobler ideal among the 
Smart Set ?) can afford to neglect Messrs. 
Attalow Price’s hats. Let them be sure 
to ask for the Salome chip straw, which 
would work havoc, I am.*-siire, even 
among Baptists, and is really Ion 


marcJie at 8 guineas untrimmed, and 15 
with nhbon. I have two. 

<< Clothes and the Man.” 

Male costume may be thought to be a 
little off ray beat, and indeed it is, but 
if I see in the shops a pair of trousers 
I have got to write about them, or what 
becomes of my title ? Well, I have seen 
some, and I wish, entirely without pre- 
judice, to praise them and to advise 
dressy men to go nowhere else for their 
trousseaux. The best trousers I have 
ever seen, or rather the best trousers I 
have seen since last week’s paper came 
out, are those made by Button and 
Stitch, of Houndsditch. It is not, I am 
aware, a fashionable quarter, but Messrs. 
B. & S.’s clients have to remember that 
, what Messrs. B. & S. save in rent they 
put into the article. ThiR being so, why 
L assist the Savile Row tailor in paying 
[ his rent when, by taking a little longer | 
) in getting to the City, you can attain 
j a really better material and better cut? 
i To improve on an old saying, “ Men are 
. curious kittle cattle,” and surely in no 
i way is their eccentricity more firmly 
L established than in the matter of clothes. 

L Whatever he their occupation or puisuit 
i they must be dad tin tlie pitescribed 


uniform. The golfing man must have 
his regulation kit, the cricketer and 
spectator at Lord’s his flannels, the 
dentist or society man or Cabinet Minis- 
ter his Lock coat and top hat, the artist 
his lounge suit, the music-hall singer 
his rags, and so on throughout the 
whole of life’s busy round and common 
task, and any man leversing the recog- 
nised #ider of things immediately calls 
for derision and amusement. No one 
can make them (this week) like Messrs. 
Button and Stitch. But next week? 
Ah! 

I (No more of this, however, — ^Ed.) 


Vanity Fair on “ The Devil.” 

P. 517 : “ We found it excellent , . . most 
interesting from start to finish ... the play 
and the acting were both admirable ” 

P. 632 : “ Simply siUy and stupid ... the 
dramatis personrs are puppets; the peison 
who pulls the strings is a bungler ; and there 
is in ^ort nothing in the play.” 

We agiee cordially with Vanity Fair, 

'‘Smith at once got Hayes finely taken in 
the long field by night .” — The Star, 

Another argument for the Daylight 
Saving BilL 
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ABOUT MYSELF, BX’T MY HEART BLEEDS FOR THE OTHERS 
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leuiain full, the occupants intent obser- 1 straightwaj- flee. For some hours to- 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. I vei-'a oi the tactics governing openiz]g of I night, ^vlliIst speech followed speech, 

EAniACTED FROM TiiD DiARY OF ToBY, M.P. attack. . , , t PitrTYM VN s, the l^Jouse 

, ^ If 7 1 / Q iRiKci: Artutr evidently hestowod would have been countoo out had the 

House oj Commons^ Mondaifj Jiajj o. exceptional pains on prepaiation of doors been closed against temporaiy 
— “ Reininds ine ol Agmcouit on the i^i<^ speech. Magnihcently scornful in influx of idlers from without. 
e\e of the battle,’ said the MEMBLRim denunciation of what he calls ‘*the Filled up when at half -past nine 
SvuK, glancing round the lists. “Al- eleclioneeiing manifesto” that prefaced word went round that tho CuvNcnLoii 
most one hears delivery of Budget speech. To delight of rim E\iiti:qi er was up. To the close 

‘Tlieaimouieis, accomplidiing thekiiigliw, of Opposition, diags in Henry (jIeoikie. of sitting Prinll Aiariun was among tho 


nor all as good as Pritym vn's, the House 


With huby hammeis closing ii\pts up, 
(Ji\e dieadlul note of pieiuiatioix ’ 


At first there was a shocked feeling of absentees. Tic’s o pity, since some of 
breach of Order, iloubtless inadAertently the pointed passages of tlie speech of 


‘ The royal captain of this ruined band ’ committed, accompanied by accidental “ Henry George’s great namesake ” wore 
— mean Prince AnrauR, in command of miscalling of Christian names. The directed to reply to his speech of last 
the decimated Opposition predestined to nameof the Cn\NCEULOROFracExcimQT'ER night. 
i-Qut — seems pretty ht.” just now in everyone’s mouth. Had 

Prince Ariiiur, not specially notable foi ^ '' 

r accumey of detail, made a slip and called 

him Henry ? This takes much longer to 

years ago Althorp (forbear of * present 

,r.M , . 1 1 ... 1 ^ -Earl Spencer) found himself, when ‘ ' 

IhiiA. oh, ihiiijc, ot the indiket addressing House as Chancellor of 
dener! (AkiJe,sotto roce) J never thought ot ^ i*uy.y.xxKjL AA/ 

him before, but oh ! how pathetic it sounds ! ” iiixcheguer, in the same predicament. r i 

He apologised for the accident, but ^ 

House just got into Committee of assured Members that he had studied ^ 

Ways and Means. Fiist round in the the figures, that they led to a ceitain “Bibb-^kteb” ih Bobkowk. Plum^oe 
great Budget fight. Prince Arihur conclusion, which he hoped would be Mr. Hoyd-Georg© in Mr. Chaplin’s clothes, 

promptly leads off. His rising greeted accepted on his personal declaration, p* while the chainnan of the Agi-icultural 

withstormof cheers and counter cheers Unconsciously Prince Arthur, in like Committee of the Tariff Commisbion was bath- 
that tiuly indicates strained relations of predicament, paraphrased the appeal, ing in the still waters of Tariff Reloim, the 
parties. Opposition mean business and by a ready cheer received the same Chancellorof the Ex<Aequer, lurking, I suppose 
Resigned unto the heavenly will in the tribute of confidence and acquiescence, somewhem on the bank (Zaw^wer), probabb' 
umttCT of luonotoMus defeat in Divisiou Business done.— Got into Committee 

bobbies, they will still carry it on, dis- on Budget Resolutions. clothes (laughteT), being, as everybody 

puting every foot of advance of Finance Tmsday , — “This is not an ordinary knows, a man of predatoiy disposition, at once 

Bill through Committee. debate,” remarked Mr. PnerYMAN, rising took possession of them, and we may assume 

Notable change in aspect of two Front to resume discussion in Committee on ^ priy^y of ho°^e he tried 

Benches. At ordinary times entrance Budget scheme. “It is one of tho most ywLve 

upon businebs ot day is signal for flight momentous issues ev^er presented for the .i tetter or more cogent reason for a Develop- 

of Ministers and ex-Ministers. One in consideration of Parliament.” meutGrant? (roai'so/Zaagftier).”— Mr. 

charge of measure to the fore keeps his Whereupon Members on both sides 

place, assisted by a junior colleague, with one accord strolled out to gossip on House glad to find the Chancellor in 
occasionally supported by that Minis- tho Terrace, write letters or read the something of his old form. Relieved of 
terial man-of-aill-work, the Attorney- evening papers. ’Twas ever thus. They the burden of multitudinous manuscript, 
General. The rest flee to their private will sit out a debate running through a he spoke for an hour and a-LiK, briskly 
rooms, in whose seclusion they are under- single sitting. When it comes to alio- replying to criticisms raised through 
stood to attack arrears of office work, cation of several nights to a particulaa- two nights’ debate. At one stage he 
'Ihis afternoon both Front Benches subject, howsoever important, they 1 brought Son Austen up with angry 


, * ^ G if cited, would establish J 

years ago Althorp (fori 

» 1 1 ... 1 i. Spencer) found 

“Hunk! ob, ihiiijc, ot the indiket gjai- HniiRP 

;leuer! (AaiiejSotto roce) J never thought ot ^^^iressino lAOUSe as 
[lim before, but oh ! how pathetic it sounds ! ” i^^xenequer,^ in the stm 


% 


The “Bibd-Nbster” in Borrowed Pltjmaok 
Mr. LIoyd-Georg© in Mr. Chaplin’s clothes. 
[“While the chairman of the Agi’icultural 


.1 better or more cogent reason for a Develop- 
meut Grant ? {roars o/ laughter).** — Mr, Asqu 

House glad to find the Chancellor in 
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repudiation of what seemed an innocent liimself and his consftuents, he ought l^e should study it wUhout delay ”- 
remark. Referring to tke Coo&ervative to make a personal statement. The Penny Niavc and Fonsorial Adver- 

Pnrhv in tliG Reicbstas. lie asked Bimnesn dojie. — Discussing Small tisei\ 


Party in the Reichstag, he asked Buf>\nesH done. — Discussing Small t 
whether the Opposition were aware ^ 1 ^ 

of legislative action in respect of land fR ' 

taken by “their own party in Germany.’^ 

We have no party in Germanv,“ ^ ^ 

Son Austen, amid loud laughter, angrily • ' 

declared. Lio^n-GEORCtE smiled across J 

the Table with paternal tenderness, as if 1 y h " I 

addre-sing a naughty hoy 'who had put I ' C*, 

his-fingeis in the jam-pot. ■ t ^ 

‘'Whatever effect the Dudget may ^ 

have* on property,” he said, “ it seems to 

have had disastrous effect on the right ^ j 1 

lion, gent’eman’s sense of humour. 1 { 

am not sure it wa*s ever very strong, but | • 1 ‘ 

it is coin pletely shattered ‘ ^ HV ^ I < 

This did not improve matters. Oppo- 1 < 

sition angrily cheered. Ministerialists , < 

uproariously laughed. A prolonged A|B3 

scene appeared imminent. But the (j/MI Jk? 

storm fell as suddenly as it had burst, 
and Members in whispered conversation 
asked what it had all been about. 

Bnsiness done. — Budget in CW- JHJb ,aR||R^ 

Thursday. — ^Mr. Dobson does not know «HL 

what is the proper thing to do in the 
circumstances. They are certainly odd. ^ wh 
A mong questions on the paper one 
standing iu the name of Mr. Joyce in- 
vitod Anaiiiui. McKenna to state whether ^ 

bis attention has been called to the fact ' 

that it is more than thirty years since “Onc or luc ‘Old Gu.uia’” 

certaiu readies of the River Shannon yiHg he ^rould never surrender, he sliU 
have beeu surveyed, with the conse- hves . . . u-iiUin the sight of this House, to 
quence that, owing to changes taking the general admiration ot the assembly.’*— Mr. 
place, existing chaits have become un- A'*qnkh'brjvaiicful tribute to Mr CJmplii. 

reliable. The Admibal liaving made Holdings Act, Stbaohet, representing 
answer, up rose Mr. Joyce, and in than- Board of Agriculture, gives glowing 
derous tones further enquiied : account of its working. 


derous tones further enquiied : 

WiU the right hou. gentleman say 
who carried out the first soundings ? ” 
Quick came reply from neighbour- 
hood of the Table. 

“ Mr. Dobson ” 


BUDGETINS. 

Of far more interest than the views 
expressed by mere party organs on Mr. 


“A bright, chatty little work.”— T/te 
Statistical Rcineic. 

“An excellent story is going the 
rounds about the childhood of Mr. 1). 
Llo^d-Geobgk, who (as Chancellor of the 
Exchequer; is responsible for the Budget 
now be foie the House of Commons. 
Years ago the budding politician was 
walking in the streets of Carnarvon 
when he was threatened by an older and 
larger hoy. *• My name is David,” said 
the embryo statesman, standing his 
ground firmly ; “ have you ever heard 
what happened to Goliath?” Ilis 
oppressor (runs the story) was so dis- 
comfited th.it he incontinently de- 
camped.” — Snaclts. . ' 

‘^Votes lor Women 1 ” — Voles for 
Women. 

EN ATTENDANT. 

Dear Sir, I beg that yon 'will glance 
At these few brief remirks f roniFrance, 
The falser forms of British pride 
It is my boast to set aside : 

I find I like, upon the whole. 

To breakfast merely on a roll ; 

I also I’ke the early lunch, 

And tolerate a tardy Punch ; 

The weather too is often fine. 

And one appreciates the wine ; 

The crossing never makes me ill ; 

1 am, in fine, a Francophil. 

Let me then now without restraint 
Proceed to air my one complaint. 

There is a virtue which I lack : 

I never yet have learnt to pack. 

When I get here I often note 
With grief the absence of a coat ; 

1 often leave Southampton (Hants) 
Without sufficient change of pants. 

On landing then I send a wire 
For all the things I most desire, 

And these are soon upon their way, 
But do they reach me quickly ? Nay. 
For weeks and weeks I linger here 
And still the things do not appear. 

In France, Sir, what is needed most 
Is an efficient Parcel Post. 


The Member for Croydon audibly Llo\*d - George’s financial schemes is And these are soon upon their way, 

gasped. The Anssertioii was absolutely the verdict of the independent Press, as But do they reach me quickly ? Nay. 

groundless. His private business lies represented by papers whose concern por weeks and weeks I linger here 

wholly apart from the profession of a with politics is either accidental or sub- And still the things do not^appear. 

surveyor. As a matter of fact he has sidiary. Thus ^ Jn France, Sir, what is needed most 

never seen the Shannon. For a moment “The effect of this extraordinary Is an efficient Parcel Post. 

the House shared his perplexity. Then Budget on English trade is bound to be 
explanation flashed upon it, and a hurst depressing in the extreme. . . . Mr. 

ot kugliter greeted the xmpremeditated Ixoyd-George has set a premium on -The Rev. Dr Singleton, Vioar of All Samte’, 
joke. T 1 *1 1 hving for ever, and it remains to he Kewmarket, has arranged an exchange of en- 

It was not the Admiral who had made seen whether his attempt to impose on cumhrances witli the Bev. E. A. Moxon, Vicar 

reply. It was the Speaker, ignoring us the habit of athanasia will go down of All Saints’, Fosdyke.” -Noruric/i Posf. 

JoYCTs’s supplementary question, calling with the country.”— T/ze Undcrlahers' Can this deal be possibly the result of 
by name the Member next on the list of Gazette. the 7s. 6d. allowance for children under 

questions. “ Seldom has a brighter or more hope- sixteen? 

Assisted to his feet by those sitting ful document been compiled.” — The 

near him, Mr. Dobson, in reply to the Nursery Times. ^ gentleman says — ‘lean now eat cheese 

bPiiLVKERS call, named the numl^er of his “More stamp duties ! ” — The Amateur without giving me* indigestion and is excep- 

question. But he remains in state of Philatelist. tionally apptising.’” — Advt. South Wales i 

bewildennent, undetermined whether “ Mr. Lloyd-George has introduced the Post. ’ , 

the House really understands that he most hair-raising Budget of recent years, In the words of the melodrama ; 
Imd nothing to do with the survey of and all who are interested in the main- “ ‘ ’Aven*t I given yer the ejjication of a 

the Shannon, or whether, in justice to tenance of a glossy and luxuriant cheve- gen’lman? ’ — * You ’ave, father/ V 


“A gentleman says — *I can now eat cheese 
-The Amateur without giving me* indigestion and is excep- 
tionally apptising.’ ” — Advb. in South Wales i 
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FiJiaman (tunc lOxVM ) ‘ Wiil ^ou iuu a pivv’” 

Ihgliland Shepherd (jnepaunq to taLe ti) * Aw, n \ iau ower rvRL\ ’ BE«>inc&, I lur lun iin ** 


THE PENALTIES OF OFFICE. 

A Xlw Tirror roR Mpsisfers’ \Vi\es. 

The searcliings of tlie Nonconformist 
conscience are vividly illustiated in tLc 
* Prob’ems of Conduct ” appearing week 
h^ week in the British Weekly Pioblem 
No 229 runs as follows • — 

“ Mr. and Mrs. Bryce, poor and proud, 
have taken rooms for Whitsuntide at 
C- — . Mis. Larraby, the Biyces’ lich 
neighbour, calls on Mrs Biyceand heais 
her plans, and Mis Bryce tells hei where 
they are going. On the morning of 
starting Mrs. Bryce receives a letter from 
the landlady saying the rooms ha^e been 
let to the Larrabys, who are paying 
double what Mrs. Bryce offeied for the ' 
rooms. What should Mrs. Bryce do ^ 

The prize has been awarded to an 
Edinbuigh gentleman for the following 
answer : — 

“ Mrs. Bryce should suffer silently and 
proceed to find fresh rooms. Eemon- 
strances are lost on unprincipled people, 
and legal action is not for the poor and 
proud.'' 

Further developments of this new 
method of inquisition may be expected 
I on some such lines as the following : — 

I Problem No. 235. 

“Mr. and Mra MoKr\K\ are staying 
at Etretat for shrimping, a pastime to 


I which they aie passionateh addicted 
I One fine day, while Mis. McKEipir\is 
engaged in her favourite pursuit, a lady 
wliom she has never seen befoie ap- 
pioacbes her with a sinister expression 
and observes : “ I see you can’t get away 
from the ‘Fish-pond.’ What should 
Mrs McKenna do?” 

The prize, a volume of sermons by 
Professor Septmius Bopp, has been 
awarded to 

Albert Goudie, 

4, PaU Mall, Peebles, 
for the following answer : — 

“Mrs McKlnni should swiftlyiemove 
the shrimping net fioni the briny and 
bring it down over the head of her 
tormentor, twisting it tight round her 
neck until she cries for m^rcy ” 

Other solutions are as follows — 

“Mrs. MoKlnna should say nothing, 
hut politely offer her interlocutor a 
shrimp. By acting thus she would 
inflict a much severer repiiraand than 
she could have done by any other means, 
as her magnanimity would paialyse her 
antagonist.” 

“Mrs. MoKlnn\ should plunge into 
the sea and swim rapidly away from the 
aggressive intruder ” 

Probtem No 23C. 

“ Mis. SiDNE\ Buxion receives a copy 
of a novel written by Mrs. Dorinda Boss, 


the postmistiess of , eagerly demand- 
ing a criticism Mis Buxiox thinks the 
book absolute clrnel but hesitates to «ay 
so Meanwhile a second letter airi\es 
from Mis Boss threatening, if the judg- 
ment is not favoLirahle, to make the Post- 
mas ur Gintral the villain of her next 
no^ el What should Mis Bl \roN do ? ’> 

The prize, a copy of Cruden^s Con- 
cordanrcj bound in three-quarters levant, 
has been awaided to 

JoxAs Pegring, 

Laburnum Villa, Swanage, 
for the following answei : — 

“ Mis. SiDNEi Buxton should promptly 
telegraph that the novel eclipsed the finest 
work of George Svnd, Mrs. HuMPBuy 
Ward and LIarie Corelli,” 

Other solutions (the fiist containing 
some jeitx d'esprii of a ripe antiquity) 
are as follows — 

“ The most effective course of action 
which Mrs. BuxiON can adopt is to frame 
a diplomatic answer which can bo read 
in two ways. For instance, she might 
say that the novel possesses quite ex- 
ceptional qualities, that she has never ^ 
read anything like it before, and that the 
Posimastcr-Q^eneral intends to waste no 
time in perusing it.” 

“Mis. Buxton should stick to her 
guns, say that Ihe book is drivel, and 
defy Mrs. Boss to do her worst.” 
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BILLY BARKINGTON’S MANSUVRE. 

[Being tlie iirst-liuits oC the recent appoint- 
ment ot a scientilie Aviation Committee] 

BiLTiY BARUi\r,roN, ail impecunious but 
impressionable subaltern in the Piitty- 
sliires (“ Tlie Catch-’em-aUve-oh’s ”) had 
encountered many damsels in the game 
of love, but when he met May Maddison 
he knew he was in for the final tie 
which must end in the nuptial knot. 
He proposed and was accepted with en- 
thusiasm, and next morning popped and 
twittered over on his motor-bicycle to 
interview her father. Mr. Maddison was 
grey haired but not gouty, and though 
half Bdly s size had twice his energy. 
Besides, he bad other ambitions for his 
daughter, so he refused Bdly’s request. 
At the same time he offeied him a drink. 

“ No thanks,” said Billy; “ but I ‘may 
as uell tell you, if you w’on’t give us 
your permission we shall get mairied 
without it.’’ 

“Thiity years ago,” said Mr. Maddi- 
son, “ such a threat might have alarmed 
me, because young men had both hardi- 
hood and resource when I was a young 
man, and now it seems the old ones 
liave got it all. I suppose you think 
tlnit anybody can steal a march on me 
and take my daughter.” 

“No, I don’t,” said Billy; “but I 
thinh I can.” 

“ You do, do you? 'Well, I’ll bet you 
a thousand 4o one in sovereigns you 
can’t. Now here ’s a bargain— if dining 
the next seven days, in broad daylight, 
say from 0 a.m. to 6 p.h., you can come 
and take my daughtei iclthout me, I ’ll 
give you pennission to marry her at the 
village church as snon as you like.” 

“Done,” said Billy. “I’ll go and 
get a special licence.” 

The ancestral home of the Maddisons 
was a lonely moated grange ; the moat 
was deep, the walls were high, and the 
entrance was barred by a lofty iron gate 
only opening from the inside. Mr. 
Maddison regarded his position as almost 
impregnable. “ But to feel you are quite 
sate, my dear,” he said to his daughter in 
explaining matters, “I shall keep you 
in sight from breakfast till dinner for a 
week, at the end of which time you shall 
have the young soldier’s sovereign to 
spend on chocolates, and I ’U take you a 
trip to Paris for a complete change of 
air and costume.” 

Six days passed and no sign from 
Billy, The morning of the seventh was 
fair but chilly, and a girlish figure, in a 
warm cloak and cap, might kive been 
seen reclining in a hammock under the 
mulberry-tree by the arbour, while 
Papa sat reading the morning paper 
hard by. 

“I fear,” he said, looking up, “that 
your old man isn't going to have a 
chance of showing his mettle after all. 


I think your young one might have had 
one try for you, my girl — but stiU, wbat 
a lot of chocolates you’ll be able to buy 
for a sovereign ! ” 

He paused, but there was no answer 
from the hanmiock. 

“ Crying again? ” he said . “ Well, I ’m 
cruel only to be kind; and now I’m 
going to write my letters, including one 
to The Times on the ‘Decay of the 
British Army.’ Mind you stay where 
you are, my dear ; ” and he went into the 
library and took up his position at the 
writing table in the window, from which 
he could see his daughter still reclining 
in her hammock. All of a sudden the 
room became dark as tbe light from the 
French-window was obscured by some 
huge floating object. Mr. Madilison 
.sprang to his feet as a military balloon 
made a clever descent so close to’ the 
mulberry-tree that, while one of the occu- 
pants made fast to the branches, '^the other, 
Billy himself, sprang out, and, seizing the 
recumbent figure in the hammock, slung 
her into the car just as her father leaped 
through the library window and dashed 
up to the spot. To seize Billy round 
the waist, fling him aside, and jump 
into the car to retrieve his daughter was 
the work of a frenzied moment, the very 
moment, in fact, in which the aeronaut 
let go the branches. The balloon rose 
slowly and steadily into tbe air, and 
Mr. Maddison leaned back, too breath- 
less to speak, but with a smile of 
sarcastic triumph playing round his 
twitching lips. 

“ iSo you thought you ’d done the old 
man, did you?” he gasped out to the 
aeionaut, whom he recognised as one o£ 
Billy’s particular pals. Billy’s pal gave 
a sheepish smile, and nodded. “Oh, 
vou ’re very clever ! you ’re very smart ; 
but not quite smart enough for me yet. 
And as for you,” he added, turning to 
his daughter, huddled up on the oppo- 
site seat, “I’m surprised you haven’t 
too much feminine pride to submit to 
being pitched about like a sack of pota- 
toes —for that was for aU the world what 
you looked like.” 

The crushed figure made no response, 
but suddenly lurched forward as the 
balloon swayed, and would have fallen 
to the bottom of the car had not Mr. 
Maddison caught it with sudden tender- 
ness in his arms. 

“Merciful Powers! What is this?” 
he roared, recoiling from his burden, 
which consisted of a feather bolster 
attired in his daughter’s doak and hat. 

“Where’s my daughter?” he thun- 
dered. Billy’s pal smiled more sheepishly 
than ever, and pointed downward with 
his thumb. Gingerly leaning over the 
side, Mr. Iifoddison saw his daughter 
emerge with Billy from the arbour 
where she had been hiding after plant- 
ing the dummy-substitute in the ham- 


mock when her father returned to the 
house. He saw their toy-like figures 
hurry through the gate and down the 
road to the village church. The girl 
clung, drooping, to her lover, but as they 
entered the saci ed porch Billy looked up 
and waved a cheery salute. 

“I’m done'” said Mr. Maddison. 
“I’m not up to your high-flown notions. 
So let me down as gently as you can, 
and as quickly, because I want to be the 
first to wish them luck.” 

And so he was; and when later in 
the day they started on their honeymoon 
Billy had a cheque for a thousand 
pounds in his pocket towards house- 
keeping expenses. . 


Painful Conversation. 

Of my many virtues one stands out 
supreme— tliG gift of aphasia.- I am 
miu^h sought alter by garrulous hosts 
and hostesses for their listening-parties 
— ^I do it so well. It is a virtue, how- 
ever, wliich brings its owner very little 
satisfaction. 

The person in whose company I feel at j| 
the greatest disadvantage is Wirenchall. 

1 see him only occ<i8ionally, but I look . 
forward to our interviews just as any 
other person would anticipate a visit to 
a dentist. ' 

Wrenchall is really the most genial of 
fellows. He welcomes me as kindly as 
any man I know; he insists on my I 
taking tbe most comfor ruble chair in the 
room ; and with every effort to make me 
leel at ease, he. chats away ’ brightly < 
about tbe* weather, the Navy, the 
holidays, his garden, and easy things 
like that. But my tongue might be of 
putty for all the contribution I ban | 
make to the conversation. If Bimetal- 
lism or metaphysics or Herbert Spencer’s 
“Data of Ethics,” were the subjects 'in 
hand I could not be more taciturn. The 
fact is, Wrenchall is able to' ally with 
the simplest conversation such strength 
of grip and penetration that a person 
of timid build like myself is helpless. 
He possesses irresistible power of 
benumbing my biuin and deadening 
my perception and sensibilities, and 
once he has cast his spell over me he 
contrives to extract from me only what 
is bad. No man that I know of can 
with such skill and withal such a genial 
nianner make holes in me, if I may use 
the expression. 

No, I never feel happy with Wrench- 
ah. I have said that I anticipate my 
visits to him as another would regard a 
visit to a dentist ; and that, perhaps, is ; 
not remarkable. For Wrenchall is my 
dentist. I have just returned from a 
visit, and he has given me what I may 
fairly describe as one of the times of 
my life. 
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TELE-WOOING. 

Mk. Sydney Buxton lias received Irom 
a lady the suggestioa that all offers of 
marriage should be made through the 
Postmaster-Geneiial by means o£ tbe tele- 
phone at certain fixed fees, to raise the 
Post-Olfice revenue. Somewhat as fol- 
lows, we suppose : — 

What number, please? 

Double-0 Mayfair, darling . . . 

Sir?! 

Oh, I beg pardon ... I was think- 
ing of someone else . . . Double-0 
Mavfair, please ! (Pause) 

Hullo! . . . Hullo? 

I’m sorry the line’s engaged. 

Conf— I wonder if she ’s engaged ! 

(Pause^ consldercMy longer) 

You are through now to Double-0 
Mayfair. 

Hullo ! . . . 

Is that you, dear ? . . . 

Who is it speaking ? 

. Oh, I say, you know, dear . , . 

I’m afraid I don’t quite catch — ^I’ll 
.see if the missus is in . . . 

Oh dam! Here I say — don’t go. 


please ... I don’t want the missus 
, , . ask Gwennie, I mean, Miss Gwen- 
dolen, to come . . . {Pause . . .) 

Hullo ? Who is it ? 

Hullo, are you there, Gwen ? 

Yes, yes ; who is it? . . . Speak more 
distinctly, please. 

Why, don’t you know my voice ? 

No, I ’m afraid I don’t . . . Are you 
Aunt Itlaria ? 

Oh, come now, don’t be funny . . . 
I ’m George. 

George who ? 

Why, there’s only one George, I 
thought , . . 

Indeed ? . . . Well,— oh, 7iow I sort 
of guess . . . 

Hullo? 

Hullo, are you there still ? 

What ’sail this buzzing? . . . I can’t 
hear . . . 

I say— hullo— look sharp, or they’ll 
ring us off - . . 

Hullo . . . Look here, will you marry 
me some time — suit yourself as to date. 

! Hold the line a moment , . . I ’ll see 
if . . , (Conversation cut off ahrwptly). 


ON “BILLY”— AN EPITAPH. 

[ The death of Billy, the oldest sheep in 
i England — within two dajs of his eighth 
birthday— is reported fromLeicestershire. 
Among his many accomplishments, be 
would stand perfectly still in a field at 
the word of command, while his master 
crouched down by his side and shot 
at rabbits over his back. 

Alas ! our all-wool patriarch 
Is gone ; he was a sheep of mark, 
Nearly an octonarian ; 

He never smoked, he drank no beer, 

He lived, throughout his whole career, 
A blameless vegetarian. 

All Leicester, nay, all England knew 
No doggier sheep, no teg so true, ! 

For sport a very glutton I 
As stalking-horse, he did his part 
At putting rabbits in the cart, 

And now he ’s dead as mutton ! 

“ We uuderstaud that the new member, Mr. 
Pointer, is a thoroughgoing Local Optimist.” — 
Alliance I^eiLS, 

This looks hopeful for Attercliffe, 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


I title, ends happily. But I don’t thiiiL it shows Mr. Gihcr at 
his best. 


^ny Mr. runen s orujj uj TrlcMer (Paul). Ly Mr. 

I IHIXK it would puzzle anybody to give an exact definition G. B. Burciin, which I don’t undeistaiul. Firstly, I do not 
of Mr. OtiNKiNGiLVMK Gbau\m’s Creed on the evidence of his imdei*stand which person in it is the trickster, and, secondly, 
last work, which he has entitled Faith (DucKWtvRTH)- Its [ do not understand why the author should have wasted so 
outlook on life is ohviouslv a little eloomv, but the contents rare a melodramatic device as that dining-room built above a 

...» , .... .* .. •! 1 • 1 1 -1 ' Ti • 1 • 1 1— 


on i>age 100 the word Periphlegethon , 
occuis, and that would siiiely have got| 
itself coiTected if he had felt any con- 
suming interest in the classical abodes of 
the dead. The volume consists of a series 
of very short and very vivid sketches of 
scenes and personalities, urritten in a 
manner that suggests a study of Daudet, 
and set against various backgrounds, Spain, 
Italy, Morocco, and South America, and 
one or two in the grey north. The longest, 
and perhaps the most interesting, is that 
wdiich deals with the sunny (but otherwise 
quite un-Gooked) territory of the Andorra 
Bepublic. Mr. Qrahaji upholds his high 
reputation — as the tailors say — ^for first- 
class style (in spile of a lutlier annoying 
trick of using similes that now and then 
seem more ornamental than illustrative), 
and if he intends to complete the trilogy 
I shall anticipate the companions of Faith 
with the greatest pleasure. 

No doubt tlic title of Mr. Sydney C. 
OitiEii’s new l)Ook, a tale of the “ stirring 
times” of thePeuios'iilar War, is “rote sar- 
castic.” Otherwise I don’t see why he calls 
it A Young Man Married (HurofliNSON), 
since it directly contradicts the sour dictum 
of Farolles in All's Well that Ends Well 
that “a young man mariied is a man 
that’s marred.” Licnt. Arthur Cimiamond, 
“of the “ — th,” w’-as not maned but made by 
his marriage with JJoha Bosita de Lara, a 
fugitive Spauisli maiden who threw herself 
on the tender mercies of the — th on the 
morrow of the storming of Badajoz, Till 
he fell in love with her, A)iliur was luther 
a poor steed, devoted, like Orpheus, to his 
loot, and deej) in the black books of Lord 
Wellingiox. But with his donah’s dear 
hand in his he turned over a new leaf (with 
the other), and became the very model of 





[felt sure, a struggle in that dining-room, 
and the brickwork would give way, and all 
the bores in the story would 1)C wiped out 
: at one fell scoop, '^riiis hope urged me to 
give minute attention to many pages of 
conversation which otherwise 1 might have 
skipped. Every time anyone went into the 
i-oom I grasped the arms of my chair to 
nerve me for the shock. But it never came. 
The weU remains bricked up, and finally 
just an ordinary revolver removes the super- 
fluous husband and gets the verbose lovers 
togeth er . Really, for the author of thirty-four 
novels — arrive at the figure after a careful 
inspection of the fly-leaf — ^this is a little 
disappointing. Bui perhaps the tragedy 
of the well is reserved for the thirty-fifth. 

Why Mr. George Somes Layard named 
his book Tra.r (George Allen) I failed to 
understand until I found the heroine, 
Chrhtalel hovel t-Broten^ taking refuge for 
the night in Mme. Tussaud’s. Ghristahel, 
far from being alarmed, was “ripe for 
adventure,” so when she saw John Screed, 
a night-watchman (with a curious idea of 
his duties), kneeling before Mary Queev oi- 
Soots, and saying, “ 0 Queen, deign to 
look upon thy servant. I think I see 
the life-blood coursing through thy veins,” 
it was perhaps natural that she should 
come to his assistance. At any rate she 
impersonated Mary, and in spite of the 
fact that her fingers (which she allowed 
him to kiss) “savoured of buns,” Screed 
was supremely content to remain upon 
his knees. I should think that Mr, Layard 
must have smiled to himself when he 
thought of this curious situation for his 
heroine, and I congratulate him upon the 
humour with which lie describes it. la- 


the other), and became the very model of deed he is to be praised both for his sense 

a regimental officer. At first he didn’t Either Oold Fish, “ I rhally think of style and his sense of comedy, and the 
score much hy the change. He *,**^‘' j^ult I have to find with him is 

Mien from tlie frying-pan of his chiefs rearoHHANce ! is an ansemic creature^ 

displeasure into the fire of Fate, who proceeded to badly in need of a tonic. 

give the young couple a very thin time. At the best, Bosita 

was jogging uncomfortably after the army, perched on the ^ _ ... 

top of a baggage-wagon or rushing, like Fame, over the field LnARLES J arrott, his views on motor and petrol taxes 

of battle in piu’suit of Arthur, knowing that where the ^ns ( 1 ) In The Daily Chronicle : 

were there * my Arturo” would be. At the worst, as igno- “I do not think that it is going to make an enormous difference to the 

rant of each other’s whereabouts as the maid-servant in Mr. private motor owner 1 don’t suppose people are going to be 

Havvtrey’s story w^as of her master’s, they were engaged in a lightened off from buying motor cars.” 

^nd-to-hand fight with her high-born but bad-mannered ( 2 ) In The Daily Mail : 

amily, who bitterly resented her marriage with a heretic. “I am so indignant that I find it dif^cult to express m3' opinions. 
However, after many escapes, ‘more hair-breadth than hair- The impost will be absolutely disastrous.” 

raising, Bosita wi\s r^tored safe and sound to her Arturo’s We are glad to see that in spite of his indignation Mr, 
anns, and the book, like the play from which it borrows its Jarrott has already managed to express two opinions. 
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a 'VYell-known Suffragette, was Leing to an undoubted hardship under -which 
CHARIVARI A. married. all convicted murderers labour. Unlike 

The Daily News, in its remarks on other prisoners they are pre-\ented from 

the Austi'alians’ first match, said : — “ It Siiakspilvru’s Othello has been per- accepting Music Hall engagements at 

will be seen that, whereas Notts scored formed in Yiddish in the East End, and the expiration of their sentences, 

at the rate of a run a minute, the it is rumoured that the same company is *** 

Australians beat that pace by 104 runs to give an interesting version oi The A speed of over seventy-eight miles 
.... They have already convinced Merchant of Venice, in which Shyloch an hour was recently attained, and 
everyone of their greatness as a batting will be a Gentile, and all the other maintained for seventy-one miles, by a 
side.*' They have indeed ! 105 runs characters Jews and Jewesses. homing pigeon residing at Preston, 

a minute ! *** This is interesting as showing how the 

*:ic* To judge by the terms of an adver- advent of flying machines is evidently I 

Pity the poor rich ! The Budget tisement of the Earl’s Court Exhibition, putting birds on their mettle, 
has placed some of them in a pretty it is not only the English people who 

quandary. Those who have in the past take their pleasures sadly. Under the A deputation from the Cigar Manufac- 

contri billed to Charities will be able to heading, “America’s most Up-to-date turers’ Federation x->ointed out to Mr. 
economise in that direction , ■ -■ ■ • — , LLOYr>-GEORGE, last week, 


economise in that direction - 
and so make both ends 
meet; but the others, it is 
feared, ivill be put to 

serious inconvenience, 

* « 

* 

Mr, Lloyd - Qeoroe has 
stated that medical men will 
not be entitled to a rebate 
of duty paid^ on the petrol 
used in their cars. The 
idea, we believe, is that they 
will be moie than compen- 
sated by the number of per- 
sons who will get ill from 
financial worry brought on 
by the Budget. 

The Outfitter has been 
criticising Sir Luke Fildes’ 
portrait of Mr. Lioyd- 
George. “ The free abandon 
of his linen collar will in 
all probability convey much 
to the thoughtful student of 
character,” says our con- 
temporary, “while the lack 
of finish about the cuffs 
may be regarded as equally 
suggestive.” Boys, of course, 
will be boys, and bird’s- 
nesting was always bad for 
the clothes. 
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THE NEW MEASURE. 

Barmaid, ‘*HMr-riM o’ ale?” ' 

Lahourer, “ Ko -f aws’t run to it. Gimme a ’alf liLOvu-Cf eoroe ” 


. Lahoiirer, “ Ko -< awn’t run to it. Gimme a ’alf liLOvi 

The following notice, 

The Daily Chronicle tells us, has been Amusements,” we find “The Deluge” Extract from a letter addressed by 
posted in the window of a Dover public- and “ The San Francisco Earthquake.” Lord RussEUi to The Times on the sub- 
house : — ject of the Petrol Tax : 

Increased Taxation At Heidelberg they have discovered a The difference between us is that ho 

BY skeleton of a creature who was un- ig willing to sink hia principles because 

Liberal Government. doubtedly“ the missing link” between a of some bribe of a central road fund 

Dearer Bread ! gorilla and a human being. To the great that is dangled before us,^ the details of 

Ii^ tONMEQUENOE OF ABOVE THE PRICES OF of the inhabitants it is to be which are of the shadowie‘=^t character, 

Spirits are raised. known as “Homo Heidelbergiensis.” while I am not.” 

This reminds one of the classic con- rni a a-% -u ^ a • ^ substance, evidently. 

vorsatiou between two British Work- 9^^^ 

p;ii frou With the Tottenham anarcliist out- _ . , . i 

« f ” ^ included the sum of one pound to Two consecutive advertisements from i 

^ ♦ a kdy who threw a potato at one of the T/iC Globe : 

* miscreants. But is it politic, we would “BULTER (single), now in London, wants 

^ To the credit of the Cabinet not a ask, to encourage the public to supply quiet place, 
single Member forced his way into the fugitives from justice with food? , “JOB BUBTER wanted at once.” 

Church and shouted, “No Votes for If only ttiey could both liave been butlers 

Women ! ” while Miss Gertrude Brook, A correspondent draws our attention there might have been a deal. 


that it would be necessary 
to change the sizes of cigars 
to meet the new duty, and 
that “fresh moulds would 
have to be prepared.” This 
strikes us as being a some- 
what callous confession, 
though we had long ima- 
gined that moulds of various 
kinds entered into the com- 
position of some brands we 
have struck. 

* « 

* 

Singers, we know, tend 
to become stout, but to an- 
nounce the arrival of a popu- 
lar diva under the head- 
ing, “ Operatic Cargo,” was 
an ungallant action on the 
part of The Daily Neivs, 

It is not, we believe, gene- 
rally known that our con- 
victs are now clothed in 
khaki. This, we take it, is 
one more sign of the hu- 
mane treatment which is 
now the vogue for criminals, 
as, when the prisoners es- 
cape, the khaki of course 
renders them invisible to the I 
warders. 


This reminds one of the classic con- 
versation between two British Work- 
men : — “ Had any breakfast, Bill ? ” 
“Not a drop!” 


TQL.OmVL 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON QHABIVABL 


[Mat 19, 1909. 


THE TRANSFORMATION. 

[The Daihj Clronlde has some encouraging remarks for those among 
its readers 's^hi are s iffering from imbecility. Our contemporary 
localls that Loom tRT wr ite oi SourHEY: * Af or his mind failed, his 
hail, previously suo'iv-uhite, thickened, curled and became perceptibly 
tkuker.”] 

T KNEW her in her palmy days ; 

No woman I have ever met 

Had more of wit and charming v^ays 
Than she — at five-and-forty nett ; 

Time, it is true, had left his trace 
! On hair already white and waning, 

Yet she preserved a youthful ^ace 
I found extremely entertaining. 

At dinner-parties (whei’e, I hold, 

One’s object is to eat and drink)’ 

I like a neighbour not too old, 

Who doesn’t want to make you think ; 

But when with her I used to dine 
My appetite was gladly wasted ; 

Her sparkling wit was all my wine, 

Her talk the only food I tasted, 

I took her in the other night. 

Lord ! what a falling-off was there ! 

Her conversation, once so hght, 

Was heavier stuff than I could bear ; 

And while she babbled (tedious bore !) . 

About her Sex and Votes for Women, 

I fed till I could feed no more, 

And nearly drank enough to swim in. ^ 

Nor was this all. Another change 
The rolling years had ushered in : 

Something about her hair was strange, 

Her hair that once was grey and thin ; 

Its ample curls, its coppery tone, 

Looked almost like a fresh creation ; 

I hardly knew it for her own, 

So curious was the transformation. 

Later I saw why this was so. 

I thought of one, with mind unhinged, 

And how his scant hair, white as snow, 

(Juried up in masses, darkly tinged ; 

These altered locks, this lapse of wit — 

I saw exactly what the change meant : 

Her mental balance — that WaIs it — 

Had undergone a rude derangement. 0. S- 


Mr. Arkold Benneit in The Pall Mall Gazette denounces 
Mr. A. B. Walkley and Mr. William Archer as “the two 
j most dangerous enemies of dramatic progress in the Press 
to-day,” It is pleasant, however, to think that they manage 
things bette in tbe provinces. Thus we note "that the 
dramatic critic of The Manchester Guardian applauds Mr. 
Masefield, the author of Nan, because “he neither gives 
simple people strings of nubbly polysyllables to mouth, nor 
the basliird semi-metrical stuff in which half our dramatists, 
in scenes of attempted emotion, ape the dithering whine of 
ffddlestrings that usually supports them on such occasions.” 

“ If the working man bought a shillingsworth of twist he paid 10|^. 
in taxes and got IJd. worth of tobacco, but if the rich man bought an 
eigliteonixinny cigar he only paid 1 JtZ. in taxes and got lOJd. worth of 
tobacco .” — Ptidy Dispatch 


The remaining 6d. being for the sash ? 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Little Arthur’s Road to Knowledge. 

{Little Arthur, aged 12 ; Papa, aged 48.) 

Lliilc Arthur. Papa, do you like talking to Major Ransom? 

Papa. Yes, certainly. Very inteUigent man, the Major, 
and a capital talker. 

L. A. But, Papa, ho didn’t talk much at lunch to-day, 
did he? 

Papa. Didn’t he ? Why, I thought 

L. A. No, Papa. You told him aU about your round of 
golf on Saturday, and the only time he spoke was when you 
said what hard lines it was for you to have got into the 
bunker near the fifth hole, and Major Ransom said, “I’ve 
heard a lot of ’em say that,” and then you told him the 
story all over again, and you said it was much harder on you 
than it ever had been on anybody else, and 'Major Ransom 
said, “ Ah, I dare say,” and then you went on to teH him 
how badly they kept the greens, and you *d written to the 
Secretary about it. I thought it was very interesting indeed. 

Papa Did you now ? Well, that ’s a comfort anyhow. 

L. A. I *m so pleased you think so, Papa ; I like to feel 
I ’m helping you. But, Papa ! * ' 

Papa. Well? 

L. A. You said just now you liked talking to Major 
Ransom. 

Papa. Yes. What of it? 

L. A. Did you mean you were glad when you talked to 
him ? 

Papa. Glad ? Yes, of course I was glad to talk to him, 
or I shouldn’t have done it. 

L. A. Then, Papa, do you only do things you ’re glad to 
do? Don’t you sometimes have to do things you ’re not glad 
to do ? I have to, you know. 

Papa, Oh, ’re a little boy. 

L, A. Yes, Papa, I know I am. But yesterday you said 
you ’d be hanged if you ever wanted to set eyes on old Mrs. 
Geynor again, and in the evening you and Mamma went and 
dined at her house. You weren’t glad to do that, were you, 
Papa? 

Papa. Now look here, Arthur, you ’ve no earthly business 
to listen to such things. We won’t talk about Mrs. Qaynor. 
Let’s get back to Major Ransom. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, let ’s. I was going to say you didn’t 
look very glad when you talked to him. 

Papa. Didn’t I? 

L. A. No, Papa, you didn’t. You kept on getting quite 
angry about what you ’d done in playing golf, and you said 
some terrible things about the bunker and the Secretary. I 
began to think you didn’t like golf. 

Papa. Ob, come, come, that’s perfect nonsense. I may 
have been a little vexed, you know — any man might have 
been if he’d had my infamous luck ; but as to not liking it 
— why, there’s nothing in the world I’m more interested 
in. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I thought that was it ; and when you are 
interested in things you talk about them, don’t you ? 

Papa. Naturally. 

L. A. And you don’t talk al^out things you ’re not inter- 
ested in, do you ? 

Papa. That ’s right enough. 

L. A. Then, Papa, I suppose you ’re not interested in your 
business. 

Papa. What on earth put that notion into your head ? Of 
course I’m interested in my business. 

L. A. Well, Papa, you said you didn’t talk about things 
' you weren’t interested in, and yon never wiU talk about your 
business. When Mamma asked you something about it the 
other day, you said if there was one thing you hated more 
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ANON! ANON! 


Jobs Boll (««ory «i«ft aoking). “NOW THEai, WAITEE, I THOUGHT YOU SAID YOU WERE OOINa TO GIVE 
MY ORDER AT ONCE." 

Eccikald. “YFSSIR. COMMUNICATIONS ARE ALREADY PASSING BETWEEN ME AND THE B3TCHEN. AND 
SOMETHINQ’S BOUND TO COME OF IT, SOONER OR LATER." 

[From so oaswor given in the Honee, it appears that tlie gan-moontings which Mr. MoEekha promised, eight w'e^s earlier, to order 
at once had not actoally been ordered. MeanwhBe, however, he had not been idle, or allowed the matter to escape his memory.] 
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Butcher. ‘‘Wntcii o* they two bits o’ Pork will ’ee ’aye, my dcv.r?” 
Little Oirl. " I think I ’d better have a pattern op each ” 


than another it was talking shop. You seemed to be a little 
vexed about that, Papa. 

Papa. Oh, did I? Well, you’ll understand some day 
that when a man spends his day on his business he doesn’t 
want to talk ab mt it afterwards. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I suppose so. But when you’ve been 
plaving golf all day, you always talk about it in the evening. 
Isn’t that talking shop, Papa? 

Papa. No, it isn’t. 

L. A. I see, Papa ; but it’s a little difficult at first. Because 
you’re interested in golf and you talk about it, and you’re 
interestetl in your busine«« and you won’t talk about it. 

Papa (aside) This boy will drive me mad. (To little Arthur) 
Can’t you see that it ’s 'j^easarder to talk about some things 
than about others ? 

L. A. Yes, Papa ; but it doesn’t always seem pleasant for 
you to talk about golf, jou know. 

Papa Now just you understand once for all, I won’t 
have you speaking about golf in that way 

L. 4. But, Papa 

Papa. You’ve got to realise tliat sport and games are one 
of the best means — ah — ^um — ^thal, in fact, they’ve made 
Englishmen what they are. 

L. A. But, Papa, you dou’t want us to be what we are. 
You think we ougl>t to be cjuite different. 

Papa. I never said anything of the kind. 

Jj. A. Oh, yes, I think you did, Papa. You told Uncle 
John yesterday that unless Englishmen changed altogether 


and took a more serious view of life the Germans and the | 
Americans would beat them in everything. Didn’t you say 
that, Papa? 

Papa. And if I did it ’& got nothing to do with what we ’i c 
talking about. 

L, A. No, Papa ; but if it’s true oughtn’t we to try to 
do the things that have made the Germans and the Americans 
what they are? Oughtn’t we to try to be like them? 

Papa A nice prospect — ^beer drinking and dolLir-grubbing. 
I see 1 shall have to take your patriotism in hand, my boy. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I should like you to do that, because I 
really do want to learn things. But, about the Germans and 
the Americans, Papa 

Papa. I’ve had enough of this. You run off and practise 
your music. 

Tbe 3>uke’s Duchess.” 

Note to Correspondhni'^ — Communications addressed to 
Mr. Punch on the subject of the price asked for the great 
Holbein should not contain any of the following conun- 
drums : — 

(1) How for towards the moon would tlie loaves of bread 
reach that could be purchased for £72,000 ? 

(2) How long would £72,000 keep one of the unemployed 
and bis family in comparative comtoit? 

(3) How many British working men would the sum of 
£72,000 provide with a pound a week for a period of one 
week ? 
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of copy. In the days of his dependence him, pasted beneath the line, Take | 
A LITERARY LIGHT. Annesley had travelled, so that he conld this, for instance.” An opinion of any 
ksMSiM Bup? was born oae of the well provide the local colour for such hind he rarely ventured; an adverse 
Bupps of Hampshire — the Fighting sketches as Kimherleij a$ I Knew It opinion, like a good friend, never. ^ 
Hupps as they were called. A suddea (1901) and Birmingham hj Moonlight About this time, he was commissioned 
death in the family left him destitute (1903). His Recollections of St. Peter’s to write three paragiaphs each day for 
at the early age of thirty, and he at Rome were hazy, yet sufficient to an evening paper. The first of them 
decided to take seriously to journalism furnish an article with that title at the always began : “ Asquith s admission 
for a living. That was eight years ago. time of the Coronation. But I must in the House of Commons yesterday 
He is now a member of the Authors’ confess that Dashes for the Pole came that he had never done so and so is 
(Uuh; a popular after-dinner speaker in entirely from his invaluable Encyclo- not without ^parallel. In 1746 the elder 
reply to tlie toast of Literature; and paedia . • • • PtTT . . - The second always began : 

one of the best-paid writers in Fleet n. “Mention of the elder Pitt recalls the 

Street. IV/m *5 IV/m tells the world that Annesley Bnpp had devoted himself to fact that^. . • The third always 
he has a flat at Kniglitsbridge and a literature for two years before his fit st began : “It may not be generally 
collage on the river. If you ask him to article on trams was written. This was known. . 

what he owes his success he will assure called Voltage, was highly technical, and Until he began to write these para- 
you, with the conscious modesty of all convinced every editor to whom it was graphs Annesley Bupp had no definite 
great men, that he has been lucky; sent (and by whom it was returned) that political views, 
pressed further, that Hard Work and the author knew his subject thoroughly. IV. 

ile&od have heen his watchwords. But So wheu he foUowed it up with Hou) Anuedey Bupp is now (May 1909) at 
to the young aspirpt he adds that of to he a Tram Conductor, he Imd the zenith of his fame. The“Buppy” 
course if jou ha\e it in you it is bound satisfaction not only of seeing it in print q£ days he still writes occasionally, 
to come out. within a week, but of reading an editoi^ longer signs it in full. A 

«Tt f. I V + j • Vc ^ ^ reference to himsdf as the n^od j^Q^est “A. B.” in the corner, supposed 
When Annesley stated journalism he expert on our overhead system, ^o j, ignorant to stand for “ AKTiita 
^lised at once tbat it was necespry othra articles in the same paper— Some 3^^005 » jg the only evidence of the 
for him to specialise in some subject. Curious Tram Accidents and Tram or n e^v “ thp onlv evidence ” for 

. the authority on ]e,s imitators.) Trams also he deserted 

Hiidflpn TMiWi/*sitinTi nf i hripf >>111 TOS never at a loss for a ^itlithe publication of his great work 

iiitlmritn+iw^lifA nf tliA -nnAt toTiiaIt led I? on the Subject — Travliana. But as a 

^rtam articles, such as Tramways m liiterature and Old London 


For tliis purpose ho bought a roll-top Its Future in 1905, which flowed an- seated m Me st^ ^ 

desk a typewriter, and an almanac; nually from his pen. From time to ^e 

he placed the ahn^ac on top of the time there would ai-iso the occasion for dinner. wher?^his sneech in renlv to 

ifiZf tTa’st ^Literatrt “ag'fi'at- 

ana oegan. , . « , . Army Transports and How our Trams tPTidpd 

It was Ae mon& of Fehi^yy ; the fared during the EecetU Snow, to give contributes to everv svmnosiuni in 
almanactold him thatit^nted aweek two obvious examples. And always tt^^Sr ^ ^ ^ 

to Shrove Tuesday. In four days he there was a market for such staple THo^nii the ifnrA +n be rPin-Atted tint 

had written as many articles, entitled articles as Trams in Fiction .... , •? 


respectively Shrovetide Customs, The 
Pancake, Lenten Observances, and Tues- 
days Known to Fame. The Pancake, 


It is all the more to be regretted that 
his autobiography, The Last of the 
Bupps, is to be published posthumously. 

A. A. M. 


days Known to Fame. The Pancake, You will understand, th^, that by ^ 

giving as it did the context of every the end of 1906 Annesley Bupp bad a " 

leference in literature to pancakes, was reputation; to be exact, he bad two ^ va 

the most scholarly of the four; the reputations. In Fleet Street he was loerai Education* 

Tuesday article, which hazarded the known as a writer upon whom a sub- At a recent meeting of the Women’s 
opinion that Rome may at least have editor could depend ; a furnisher of what Liberal Federation at St. James’s ^13 a 
been begun on a Tuesday, the most got to be eddied “Buppy” — ^matter lady remaiked that “it was their duty 
daring. But all of them were published, "which is paid at a slightly higher rate not to threaten the Government, but to 

This early success showed Annesley than ordinary copy, because the length educate.” Subsequently another lady 
the possibilities of the topical article *, it and quality of it never vary. Outside exclaimed, in reply to a question : “ The 
led him also to construct a revised Fleet Street he was regarded simply as answer is N — 0, no.” {Loud cheers^ 
calendar foi* his own use. In the “ Bupp a literary light ; Annesley Bupp, the We think the second lady did well to 
Almanac ” the events of the day were fellow whose name you saw in every show her friends that her education at 
put back a fortnight ; so that, if the paper ; an accepted author. least had not been neglected, and we 

F east of St. Simon and St. J ude fell It was not surprising, therefore, that are glad to see that the audience geno- 
upon the 17th, Annesley’s attention was at the beginning of 1907 public opinion rously lecognised the fact. Many people 
called to it upon the 3rd, and upon the forced Annesley into newer fields of can say “ No,” but not everyone can 
3rd ho surveyed the Famcu.sPar4nm7iips literature. It demanded from him, spell it, 

of the epoch. Similarly, The Origin of among other things, a weekly review of 

Lord Mayor's Day was put in hand on current fiction entitled Fireside Friends. Clean Cricket. 

He did not, howev^, only glorify the a few°-words^oM^?dMo^M 125^1 

, past; current events claimed their meed by a large fragment of the book before made^brilHaniiBtart.’’--InskFifiZd. 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 

We have always manfully upheld the 
cause of British art and British artists. 
But there are moments when our pat- 
riotism is sadly shaken. The foreigner 
is not only finely equipped, hut he 
possesses certain extraneous advantages. 
In particular he uses our language so 
much more effectively than we do. 
In his hands “the thing becomes a 
trumpet — his own trumpet, whence he 
blows strains like the seiaphs’ in thoir 
burning rows. 

This is not a mere general statement. 
It is prompted by an official document, j 
forwarded by a correspondent, setting! 
forth tlie triumphs of Professor Mario; 
Loeenzi, a young Florentine harp vir- 
tuoso. The youthful genius made his 
mark early. He was only twelve when 
he gained the gold medal at the Eoyal 
Musical Institute. According to the 
pamphlet : — 

“The clever boy so much applauded in so 
many Concerts w8n the gold medal with the 
highest vow ; 10 on 10. Our congratulations 
to the little virtuous...” 

A year later further honors fell to him. , 

“ Florence (Nazione) JxHy 1908. 

“ Wednesday 8 in our Musical Iiistitut the 
boy of fourteen Mario Lorenzi obtained, with 
splendid 4xamens, with full vows, the Diploma 
of Magystcre of Hai-p. 

• “ This is the first time that a pupil of our 
Musical Institut ofitain a Diploma of Magystere 
at the age of 11 years.” 

After these academic triumphs the 
young “ virtuous ” proceeded to the 
conquest of Rome : — 

Rome (Illustrazione di Roma) Jamm*y 1909. 

“ ..at the noble modesty, at the audacious 
dignity of the fourteen Professor Loreuzi who 
does not precede with trumpet of reclame^ he 
copies all hysterical impassibility of Thomson 
abboring whatever meanness quackish . . 

...In many Concerts we see the young 
harpist with anxiety voluptuous of conqueror, 
to obtain the apogee of agility ; the rapid 
lightining passings on, of his celestial instru- 
ment, fresh under his magical fingers, and 
the elegant wonderful musicalness, ascend to 
Heaven, gently, charming as a caress of an 
angel...” 

On his return to Florence ** it is abso- 
lutely impossible to say the enthusiasm 
that the valorous boy susdted in the 
execution of different pieces.” The critic 
of^ the Patria (Prato) also admits the 
failure of human speech, but boldly 
attempts the impossible : — 

“ ...Here we are before one of those phe- 
nomenuSjfor which nothing is sufficient enough 
to say. A delicate boy o£ fourteen who owns 
already the secret to tie away with the touch 
of his little Land, from a veiy difficult instru- 
ment the solemn and mysterious word of Art... 
who is the master of his instrument and impose 
on it with simplity as a child, but with sove- 



reign’s surely his own will, and he subject it to 
his soul...” 

Parma was perhaps less unbridled 
in its enthusiasm than Rome, but its 
tribute is not without its orthographical 
significance : — 

“...Mario Lorenzi very young indeed, dis- 
played his very difficult Programme by serious 
artist, very old in art. The tecnyc he possess 
exact as correct he is in the style which he 
translates. The touch he has, is full of ex- 
^ession without abandoning studied manners. 
He surmount with cleverness the oclaves so 
difficult, the tremulous and trills with handsome 
execution of light and shand. 

“ At last the absolute mastery command that 
he shows to posses of the instrument make 
positively to forget that we find^ before us to a 
person phisically so small. He is an artist who 
speaks and moves our heart, and dedght our 
spirit. . . ” j 

“ Navy perambulator, nearly new.” 

Korlh Wilts lUmld. 

The very thing for Reggie ! I 


“ The other day at the meeting of the Pres- 
bytery of Hamilton, attention was called to the 
fact that a ‘ chinch member and conamunicant ’ 
had desecrated the sabbath by motoring several 
miles to church, although he had places of 
worship close at hand .... Twenty years ago 
such au irregularity would have been severely 
censured.” — Truth. 

It would certainly have been a matter 
for comment —twenty years ago, before 
the motor deluge. 

London has recently been hononied 
I by a visit from the distinguished com- 
I poser W nx)R. W e gather, however, from 
i die notices of his concert that he is a 
j serious musician and not a Merry Wider. 
— 

“ Unionists Sejirch for a Candidate 
A Cektleman in View.” 

Exeter Express. 

This is good hearing, but probably the 
straiu of caUirig the other man a liar 
and a traitor will tell in the end. 
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IM the instigation of the devil, mote of the [ Counsers Young Man’s Innuendo un- 

IIM CnAiViDtRo. said Jones; — moved, jots a Statement of Defence 

An Action for Libicl. > down on the hack of an envelope. The 

Libel is the opinion you express of Smiths Butter is the Best Butter, Statement of Defence, which means 
someone else when, driven at last hy meaning thereby” (and now for it!) nothing in itself, but may be said to 
righteous indignation to abandon con- “that Jones’s butter is not so good as mean anything convenient at the trial, 
ventional falsehood, you speak out your Smith’s butter ; that Jones’s butter is no runs thus : — 

mind with fearless honesty. Libd is butter but margarine, and the worst “ 1. The said Smith does not admit 
also the opinion someone else expresses known kind of margarine at that. That that he is the said Smith, 
of you when, maddened by wicked the butter of the said Jones is not good 2. The said Smith does not sell butter, 
jealousy of your glaring merits, he enough even to be margarine. That 3. The said Smith does not advertise 
abandons all sense of truth, decency and the said butter is made from the scrap- the butter which the said Smith does 
honour, and gives full play to the vile ings of the gutter and by means of not sell. 

range of his distorted imagination. sweated labour. That the butter of the 4. The advertisement, whereby the 
Your dearest friend brings the ghastly said Jones is vile, poisonous and exe- said Smith does not advertise the butter 
production to your notice, and blind crable. That the said Jones knows which the said Smith does not sell, does 
with futy you hun*y off to your Solicitor, that his said butter is vile, poisonous not hear the alleged defcimatory or any 
The Solicitor, in a state of unimpassioned and execrable, and revels in the thought, meaning. 


but well-feigned disgust at the vilenesfe That the. said Jones has on divers occa- 5. I 
of humanity, hurries off with you to I sions endeavoured to make his butter butter. 

Counsel’s chambers. Counsel, 

secretly inclined to agree and 
sympatliise with the other side, 
makes a note of all the circum- 
stances, informs you that he has 
no doubt that he will see you 

properly avenged, and wonders ^ 

whether we ever are going to , Irm 

have fine weather again. Being In j/i ^ 

too much upset to address your- ‘ I /ii [ U 1 1 f 

self properly to this subject, you 

take your leave, and thereupon a VA ''SW f r 

Young Man emerges from the 

background and sets about draw'- \ 

ing your Statement of Claim. 1 1 ! 

A Statement of Claim is a 

brief but accurate namtion of ^ lyll 

the facts (be the law what it I' 

may) by the Plaintiff. The State- 

ment of Defence is a brief but \ 

accurate naiTation of the facts ^ 

(he the law what it may) hy the *> ^ 

Defendant. The odd thing about 

these two documents is that they " 

never agree upon any point, ex- TAKING A SPECIALIST’S OPINION. 

cept that the Plamtiff a gi’ocer, En^iulrer. “I sit, Mate, *oo is this *ere ’Oldine?** 

and that the Defendant does — — - 

ca^ on business at No, 9,999, Skaiid. i worse, but has found the same irapos- 1 Jury 




TAKING A SPECIALIST’S OPINION. 

Enquirer. “I sat. Mate, *oo is this *ere ’Oldine?’* 


The said Smith’s butter is tbe best 

r, 

— After that, of course, there is 
nothing more to be said, so the 
pleadings are closed and the case 
eventually comes on for trial. 
Eminent Silk for the Plaintiff 
Jones loaves no doubt in the 
mind of the lay audience of the 
sweetness and purity of Jones’s 
character and butter, and of the 
indescribable filth of Smith’s 
nature and margarine. Eminent 
Silk for the Defendant Smith 
convinces them that Jones is an 
unprincipled villain (not only in 
the matter of butter-selling) who 
deserved and would have got 
the harshest treatment at the 
hands of Smith, had not Smith 
been one of those perhaps too 
charitable persons who will do 
no man an injury, however richly 
he may merit it. The Judge, 
who seems to have heard all that 
before, suggests to the Jury that 
Jones and Smith are both veiy 
decent fellows, a little carried 


anu xnac me j^eienaaiu aoes' — ^Jy feelinss The 

ca^ ou business at No. 9,909, Strand, worse, to has found the same impos- Jury, who are by this time sick to death 
In order to get daimges for a libellous sible. That the said Jones, by selling of Jones and Smith, think privately that 
•* to show the said butter, is cheating the poor, they are both fools, and return a verdict 

t tt ^ It genei^y is robbing the widow an^d oi-phan, and that disappoints the one and is far from 

not, it 13 the business of the Young wilfully exterminating the human race, satisfying the other 

Man to i^e it so, and his explanation That the said Jones is a blackguard, a Thateveningthepapersissueposters:— 
of what the double-faced brute meant liar, and an abominable cad. That the , . ^ 

11 iimocGut statement is said Jones lias been twice divorced and Amazing Libel Suit.” 

ftiU^ die Innuendo. Jones and Smith, has served a term of penal servitude for Not enough of these are sold to please 
for instace, are trade compedtors, smd, forging his fother’s signature. That the the pubhshers. who are consequently 

1 ^'^® obtained the vast in- very Liss with tbe public. That portion 
Iw^f’ .squanders in of tiie public which does buy feefs itself 

a‘ profligate hvmghy the poisoning of his grossly duped, and is very cross with 

Ln f’ ^ ^ pMer^. Everyone is, in fact. 

State- induce to consume a portion of the very cross with evervone else and does 
tbe prefatory facts ^d abominable, filthy, and loathsome not hesitate to say sa Everyone dae is 

stated as soon as possible, writes down (alleged) butter.” not o'oinff to sW MehXSZpd^lihd 

men sets about tbe pleasant task of Counsel would have been reduced to tor, blind with furv The Solicitor in a 

>>« “ * »* 

“The BaM ^ivvi+ii fol oi /I r Ji* ^fon on the premises, disgust at the vUeness of humanity, 

ciouS^ Man does It, but if not the hurries oS to Oounsd’s chambers. Conn- 

cionsty, wantonly and cmdiy, and at other Connael himself, reading Jones’s sel . . . . [Thank you.-— Ed. 
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A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. 

For >eais and years it has been a 
mysteiy to me, and I have no doubt to 
others, wheie the Post Office get then 
pencils — thobe pencils which are of such 
value that they are chained to the tele- 
giaph counter like the nail blushes at a 
political club not a hundied miles fiom 
Noithumbeiland Avenue 

Fiom what mines can such plumbago 
be e\ca\ated— plumbago wan anted to 
make no mark save by intense pressure, 
and when intensely piessed to bieak ^ 
I have bought pencils at eveiy piice in 
retail shops, but never have I found 
anything like these. Ihey are, us the 
dealer said, a unique. 

But now I know, for I have met a 
public official who gave away the secret 

“ Yes,” he said, “ I am a specialist in 
the impiacticable, and as such am 
adviser to government depaitments and 
lailway companies. You have heard, of 
couise, of the “ Corridor Soap ” used on 
( eitain lines, the gieat meiit of which 
IS that it “ won’t wash hands” ? Well, 

1 discovered that soap It took me a 
long time, but I found it at last. I was 
paid a handsome commission by several 
leading companies lor iiuttiiig them up 
to that secret.” 

“Indeed,” said I. 

‘Yes,” he continued, “and it was 1 
who bi ought to perfection the post office 
pencil The post-office mb is mine, tco, 
made to my pattern by a well-known 
him Have you noticed the post-office 
blotting-paper?” 

“I have,” I said, with a gioan. 

“Ah ’ ” he lesumed, his o>e gleaming, 

‘ that was a great find. That comes from 
Fiance ’’ 

“From Fiance?” 

“Yes, fiom Fiance. They under- 
stand bad blotting-paper theie. And 
the post-office ink,” he continued — 
“you might think that became thick 
in course of time, but it doesn’t. 
Let me tell you a secret” — and he 
whispered in my ear. “It begins like 
that ’ It ’s a kind of stirabout from the 
word Go * ” 

“No >” I died. 

“I swear it,” he said. 

FEATS OP FORGETFULNESS. 

“ pLiODiLs Clear,” in the last of his 
bewitching caiueries in Tlie Brituh 
I Weekly, records a number of feats of 
j memoiy performed for the most pait by 
defunct worthies. It is some consolation 
I to think that many living luminaries 
I are capable of feats of obHviousness 
[ quite equal to, if not surpassing, the 
exploits so carefully chronicled by the 
vivacious CLiudius. 

Thus we have it on the best authority 
. that Mr. WmsT 02 r Churchill is tots^y i 
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unable to recall the opinions which lie 
expiessed with the utmost conviction, 
and even passion, little moie than thiee 
years ago. 

Loid Roslblry, again, in spite of his 
notorious sympathy with the afflicted 
cahmen of London, has pathetically 
confessed that he never succeeded in 
memorising the number of a hansom.r 

Captain Rasher, R.N., although pos- 
sessed of remarkable hteraiy gifts, is 
seldom able to recollect what he has 
committed to paper unless at least twenty 
fair copies aie piinted for the use of the 
Fiist Sea Lord. 

The Marquis Towxshtnd, though care- 


fully instiucted in the Greek tongue 
when a hov, is no longer able to repeat 
even a single page of Liddell and Sooti’s 
Dictionary by heart. 

Ml. Sidney LEE,*on one occasion while 
crossing the Channel in a fog, ^ied to 
while away the hours by repeating the 
whole of Shvxspe^e’s plavs by heart, 
but bioke down in the middle of the 
Thud Act of Titus Andronieus. 

Lord CouRPNEY, at a recent meeting of 
the Statistical Society, owned with deep 
contiitioii that he could no longer repeat 
the hst of Derby winneis since the j^ear 
1780, in which that classic race was 
first run. 




ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS. ' 

[Showing how the practice o£ fl.\ ing (in others; 
may unsettle a boy’s mind.] 

(With apologies to Wordsworth ) 

I ILVVE a boy of three years old ; 

His face is plain as it can be ; 

His nose is of the Roman mould, 

But — ^he belongs to me. 

One morn we walked in Sheppey’s Isle, 
For there was nothing else to do, 

And prattled in the WoRDSWonni style 
Of things both old and new. 

My thoughts were in another place : 

1 thought of Brook Crreen’s pleasant 
flats, 

Our dear old dog, the porter’s face, 

The ""Salve ” on the mats. 

It was the sort of day when one 
Could think and tliink and think and 
tliink ; 

The heat was ti-ying, and the sun 
Seemed to suggest a drink. 

My boy was walking on my right ; 

The name I call him by is Jim ; 

As there was no one else in sight 
I had to talk to him. 


The lambs were getting on my mind ; 

The heat by now was simply vile ; 
‘‘Brook Green,” said I, “we’ve left 
behind. 

And this is Sheppey’s Isle. 

“ My little lad, which like you best ? ” 
Said I and shook him for a while, 

“ Our little flat in London (West) 

Or this here Sheppey’s Isle ? 

“ And tell me, would you rather be. 

My precious little juvenile, 

In Brook Green Mansions (No 3) 

Or here in Sheppey’s Isle ? ” 

He, hesitating, looked at me, 

Then answered with a happy smile ; 

“ Brook Green ’& played out ; I’d rather 
be 

Down here in Sheppey’s Isle.” 

“Look here now, James, is this the 
truth ? 

My Httle Jimmy, tell me why.” 

“ I do not know,” replied the youth. 

“ Why, bless my soul ! ” said I, 

“ Brook Green is handy and all that, 
And suits me almost to a T. ; 

Wliy would you change the little flat 
•For Sheppey by the sea ? ” 


At this my poor boy dropped a tear 
And made no audible reply ; 

Ten times I shouted in his ear, 

“ Why, Jimmy ? tell me why.” 

At last he found bis tongue again 
And thus to me he made reply, 

“ Cos here I ’ve seen a naryplane. 

And that ’a the reason why.” 

“ When a sheep is seiiously cut or otherwise 
injured the sheep shall immediately report the 
fact to the person in charge of the shed.” — 
Otago Daily Tmes. 

A very smart lot these New Zealand 
muttons, and we wish very much that 
this class of reporter might have been 
included in the invitations to the 
Imperial Press Conference. 


Owing to the arrival of Carkeek in 
England and the unexpected appearance 
of NoRiiJABLE for Derbyshire, a certain 
Worcestershire wicket-keeper who is 
justly proud of his name has gone green 
with envy. 

Great SOCen’s Mascots.— I. 

“The bearded pard of Master Francis 
Drake .” — Bide ford Gazette, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. i liis pi ivate looui, either leariving depu- 

Extr^cto) moH THE Diary of Toby, M.P. { ^ enjoying auoth^ inteiview 

» wliilbt my liou. friend (Iumber) 

House oj Gmnmons, Manila}], May ^ J&f Tvilling and ready to iiupait the 

— ^For some vivid moments there seemed I true principles upon which a Budget 

prospect of interruption of dehate on should ho founded. aVs B\NrBLiiY spoke 

Budget Eesolulions consequent on Cnv^CELIJ0]^ of the Exchlqudr enteied, 

Chancellor of Exchequer being haled to ^ attempt at a smile. Gentle- 

Clock Tower, placed on bread and water Vl^# t IhbJIIL opposite not to he trifled with, 

diet, and permitted to wear Mr. Chuplin’s ( g ImJtL Explanations and apologies pioved un- 
clothes ody on Sundays. It was Cap- Sl » MV 1 availing. Division on motion lo lepoit 

tain Craig who created the scare. Evci 1 progress would occupy a quaiter of an 

on alert, he had observed report of pOM JV 2 hour, would ser\ e to stretch the legs of 

interview conceded by Ch\ncelix)U oi a who had remained in attendance. 

Exchequer to a morning newspaper. In V H ^ jHb would bring in Membei's who 

its course Chancellor reported to have VM r were selfishly dining. Taken accord- 

said, “Tradeis who think they aie jk \ iugly, and a good half-hour wasted, 

unfairly treated may take one of two \ 4 V Then Kimber resumed his speech wheio 

courses. They may behave as business ^ v W v^s 

men and come to me, or they may be- 1 All might have been avoided had 

have as politicians and go to Mr. Austen | \ u Members concerned adopted Sherwcll’s 

CHAMBERL.V 1 N.** W ' / ' ^ procedure, described in phrase that 

In this, which he described as “an 1 hugely delighted bored House. Coming 

attempt to intimidate traders sitting . „ „ to particular turn in prodigiously long 

on Unionist benches into crawling on ,,-11 ^ speech, he complacently reniaike<l : 

their knees to the right hon. gentleman,” ‘ a' t ^ mmmiu* winch was ‘‘Now, Sir, I will anticipate a muiniur 

the gallant Captain perceived a breach of Sheiwell) which was raised just now.” Lioad- 

privilegCt Fortunately for Lloyd-George, ^ ^ George’s prophetic soul was not equal 

Speaker did not view incident in tiiat Lloyd-George wasn’t there. In order to the more difficult task of anticipating 

serious light. But it serves to show that search-parties might go forth, Kihber’s murmur befoie it hui-tled 

how in the midst of life we run dire Kdiber moved to report progress. Bah- through the House, 

risk of being immured in the foulest [bury seconded motion, drawing vivid I Business done— Committee sat up 

dungeon of the late with Budget 


picture of the ChanillijOR lounging in 
his piivate loom, either leceiving depu- 
tations or enjoying another inteiview, 
whilbt “my hon. friend” (Iumber) 
was willing and ready to impait the 
true principles upon which a Budget 
should bo founded. aVs B\nblry spoke 
Chvxcellor of the Exchequer enteied, 
with weak attempt at a smile. Gentle- 
men opposite not to be trifled with. 
Explanations and apologies pioved un- 
availing. Division on motion lo lepoit 
progress would occupy a quaiter of an 
hour, would ser\e to stretch the legs of 
those who had remained in attendance, 
and would bring in Memherb who 
were selfishly dining. Taken accord- 
ingly, and a good half-hour wasted. 
Then Kimber resumed his speech wheio 
he had left off. 

All might have been avoided had 
Members concerned adopted Sherwcll’s 
procedure, described in phrase that 
hugely delighted bored House. Coming 
to particular turn in prodigiously long 
speech, he complacently reniaike<l : 
“ Now, Sir, I will anticipate a muiniur 
which was raised just now.” Lioyd- 
George’s prophetic soul was not equal 


-Committee sat up 


Castle keep. 

Not the only dis- 
turbing element in 
, the quiet evening 
I Lioyd-George pro- 
mised himself. 
About half-past 
eight discovery was 
made that his place 
on Tieasury Bench 
was empty. As 
matter of fact, sole 
occupant at this 
moment was the 
Infant Samuel, 
“ and,” as Joynson- 
Hioks remarked 
with motherly soli- 
citude, “no one to 
look after it.” Kim- 
ber on his legs 
talking at large on 
the iniquity of high 
licences. Not dis- 
posed to waste his 
eloquence and ar- 
gument on empty 
Treasury Bench. 

“Where is the 
Chancellor of the 
Exchequer?” he in- 
quired, his roving 
eye engaged for a 
moment in attempt 
to glance under the 
Table. Evidently 



% 


“lilAKINa TJP FOR lOST IIME IX OOMLIOT WITH UIS WIO.” 

(The Loid ChanecUor ) 


late with Budget 
Resolutions. 

House of Lords, 
Tuesday, — If the 
political vulgarians 
who go about the 
country shouting 
“ Down with the 
House of Lords ! ” 
were occasionally to 
look in upon that 
assembly engaged 
(without fee) upon 
the nation’s work, 
they might be dis- 
posed to take a 
juster view of the 
situation. Dayaftei 
day noble lords, 
with exemplary 
punctuality, meet 
at a quarter past 
four. In stately 
procession, led by 
Black Ron, followed 
by the Purse-Bearer, 
the Lord Chancel- 
lor approaches the 
Woolsack and 
straightway begins 
that disputation 
with his full-bot- 
tomed wig, which 
at the present epoch 
is, if not tlie most 
important, certainly 
the most persistent 
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procedure during a sitting of the House 
of Ijords. On sultry days in early stages 
o£ incumbency of office the original Radi- 
cal “ Bob ” Reid used to assert himselC 
in the stately person of the Lord Ciian- 
CErxott by casting aside the skirt of bis 
gown and displaying a pair of terrestrial 
legs. 

“ And before the Bishops too ! ” said 
Mr. J. O. Talbot with pained voice, re- 
garding the incident from the niggardly 
pen allotted to Commoners. 

Never before in its long history had 
similar scandal been connected with the 
Woolsack. Happily it is a thing of 
the past. Whether a little bird whis- 
pered in the Lord Changelior’s ear J. G. 
Talbot’s -remark, or whencesoever hint 
came, it proved effective. Even through 
I the summer solstice the Lord Chancel- 
I lor’s knees are decently, draped ; but the 
wig still nightly suffers. : 

The Lord Chancellor installed, there 
follows an interval of a quarter of an 
hour for private business. This custo- 
marily takes the form of jvhispered con- 
versation ' among the haK-dozen Peers 
who compose the House. (It is, by the 
way, a nice and significant calculation 
that, whereas a quorum in the, Commons 
requires the presence of forty Members, 
in the Lords three Peers suffice to make 
a House.) On the stroke of half-past 
four public business is called on. On 
an average of two nights a week it is 
in a state analogous to ^ that of snake& 
in Iceland, There is none. Where- 
upon, with extreme gravity, the House 
adjourns. Black Rod and Plrse-Bearer 
re-appear. The procession from the 
Woolsack is re-formed, and the Lord 
C nvNCELr.OR strides forth, as he goes 
scattering largesse from an empty 
Purse. 

To-night a prolonged and laborious 
sitting. No fewer than four Bills dealt 
with. Brassey introduced one providing 
for registration of firms and persons 
carrying on business under trade names. 
Read a first time. Then the Lord Chvn- 
OEiiDR, rising, withdrew a pace aside 
from the Woolsack. Onslow, Lord 
Ohairnian. of Committees, popped into 
the Chair at the Table, and before you 
knew where you were the Municipal 
Corporations (Qualification of Clergy- 
men) Bill passed thi-ough Committee. 
Lord Chancellor returned to Woolsack 
and made up for lost time in conflict 
with liis wig. Onslow popped out of 
the Chair; observing this, Pentiand, 
with pretty wit, introduced a Bill pro- 
hibiting use of hop substitutes in brew- 
ing^ Bone w'ith you. 

Next came Hamilton or Dalziel, hold- 
ing the Electric Lighting Act Amend- 
ments Bill in his hand as if it were a 
torch. Third reading agreed to. 

Then, real business of the long sitting 
grappled with. Cawdor, dramatically 


assuming air of extreme exhaustion, 
asked how long the Whitsun holidays 
would last. Crewe, leaning wearily on 
the Table as if collapse were imminent, 
replied in hoarse tones tluit as there was 
prospect of sitting later than usual in 
August perhaps they had better take an 
exceptionally long holidav' at Whitsun- 
tide. So lie made it a month, less four 
days. . 

With gasp of relief the wearied Titan 
of the Legislature forthwith adjourned 
at twenty minutes to five, the sitting 
having lasted ten minutes. 

Business done , — Commons sitting till 
a quarter past two this morning, again 
pegging away at the Budget. 

Thursday. — ^Budgets, like otlier curses, 
sometimes come home to roost. House 
just now rent by rumour that from 
Monday next the price of “ nips is to 
be put up at the various bars. All very 



Evtreme Eviiaustion in the Lords, 

“Please, Sir, how long holidays shall we 
have, Sir ? ” 

(Earl Cawdor ) 

well in capacity of legislator to discuss 
analogous operation of Budget in town 
and country. But when it comes to a 
rise of a halfpenny a glass on your own 
refreshment, it is, as the French say, 
another pair of sleeves. 

Understood Biat the bar - tenders 
are expected to extract twenty “ nips ” 
from each botde of spirits retailed. 
James O’Connor, painfully working the 
sum out, arriy^ at conclusion that this 
means an additional charge of tenpence 
a bottle. This obviously out of pro- 
portion to increased Budget tax. In- 
stead of being losers under new order 
of things, a pampered Kitchen Com- 
mittee win add to their ill-gotten gains. 

This shall not be if James O’Connor 
can help it. Has tabled notice of inten- 
tion to raise question at earliest oppor- 
tunity. First impulse was to submit it 
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as one of urgent public importance and 
claim to debate it on motion for adjourn- 
ment. But the SrEAKEU habitually dis- 
countenances that form of procedure. 
Will therefore put question to Chairman 
of Kitchen Committee. 

Business done . — Irish Votes in Com- 
mittee of Supply. 


THE SECRET OUT. 

[“It has become known that Herr Richard 
Strauss is engaged on the composition oC a 
light opera to be called Sylvia und der Stem 
(Sylvia and the Star), the libretto of which. ; 
is* written by Herr Hugo Vv.n Hofmannsthal. 
Although the plot is kept secret, it has trans- 
pired that the scene is laid at the end of the 
18 th century, a period which, it is believed, 
should lend itself well to light, melodious music 
and handsome costumes .” — The Times.} 

Here, at last, perhaps, is the new idea 
for which Mr. George Edwardes is always ; 
seeking. How to vary the monotony of 
the ordinary musical-comedy plot ? — that 
is liis problem. He tried foreign back- 
grounds, he tried stage backgrounds, he 
now tries shop backgrounds. But here 
is something far more actual — news- 
paper and political backgrounds. It is 
all the fashion now, too. Sylvia and The 
Star is only a beginning, but tbink bow 
amusing it might be, and how ihu- 
minating ! 

Although the plot is secret (that stuff 
about the eighteenth century is obviously 
to put you off the scent) we can tell a 
little of it. Sylvia (Miss Gertie Millar) 
is the fiancie of a young and rising Con- 
servative (Mr. George (ji-rorsmith, jun.), 
who, when the curtain rises, is visiting 
at Sylvia's home, where May Day is 
being kept in the old-fashioned way, 
with certain new devices introduced by 
the Smart Set. Among the guests is 
the editor of The Star (Mr. Nainby) and 
the chief literary critic of the same paper 
(Mr. Edmond Payne). Sylvia's mother, 
the Countess of Oloot (Miss Connie 
Ediss), has, it seems, literary aspirations, 
and she has written a novel which was 
highly praised in The Star under the 
title The Benascence of Nous, Hence 
the presence of Mr. Edmund Payne. ' 

What with song, dance and quip, the 
First Act goes merrily on, ending up- 
roariously in a game of forfeits, the 
penalty which falls to Sylvia's lot being 
the task of editing The Star for a week. 
Curtain. 

In Act II. we find ourselves in The 
Star office, where the fun is fast and 
furious. Sylvia, being all for her hus- 
band, and assisted by him, writes 
astonishing loaders against the Liberals, 
and receives astonishing visits from, 
among others, the Prime Minister (Mr. 
0. B. Clarence) and the Chief Liheral 
Whip (Mr. Walter Passmore). Needless 
to say all comes right in the end. 

So much for the plot. As to the 
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music, we can of course say nothing, 
but it IS significant that an Italian com- 
poser only a year or so ago wrote the 
score of an opera which he called 
Martha and the Moon. Verb. sap. 

Sylvia and the Star is doubflfss des- 
tined to have successois, and indeed 
we have already heard of librettists 
getting hard at work on OeHrude and 
The Olohe, Ettelyn and The Evening News, 
Polly and The Pall Mall, and Winnie and 
The Westminster. It is an imitative age 

[KINDNESS AND DUMB ANIMALS. 

‘‘ I ’ll tell you a story,” began Ponker. 

‘^One evening, a certain Mr. Geo. 
Hartley Bentworth o£ Cutter Street was 
going home on the top of a Walham 
Clreen ’bus when it got into a block in 
the vStrand. Presently he looked up from 
his paper and noticed tliat people all 
about Mm were craning their necks to 
see what was going on further down the 
strf^et, while an um-easoning panic 
seemed to have seized aU the horses 
Evidently sometliing unusual was taking 

place But what are you doing?” 

For Ponker’s patient listener was 
stealing to the door with his tobacco jar, 
his hair-pin (or smoker’s best friend), 
and the evening paper. 


It ’s another Invasion story,” he said 
coldly. 

‘‘Wrong,” retorted Ponker. “But 
you are right in supposing that I am 
telling you a story with a purpose. Sit 
down and be quiet. 

“‘What is the matter?’ asked Mr. 
Bentworth of the diiver. 

“ ‘ There ’s an elephant asleep in the 
middle of the road,’ said the man, ‘so 
we shall have to go round by the Em- 
bankment.’ ” 

(Rather a mild-spoken diiver, thought 
the audience.) 

“In consequence of this delay Mr. 
Bentworth arrived home ten minutes late. 
In the front garden he came upon the 
gaidener, who was talking to the post- 
man Both had pale faces, and seemed 
frightened. 

“ ‘ Anything wrong, William? ’ asked 
Mr. Bentworth. 

“ ‘ There ’s a strange beast in tlie gar- 
den eating the sweet peas,’ replied 
William. ‘ Like this ; ’ and he in- 
flated his cheeks and regarded his 
master with a vicious leer. 

“‘An unprincipled-looking monster,’ 
thought Mr. Bentworth; ‘I should not 
like to meet him without a gun.’ Then 
it occurred to him that William was 
trying to look like a hippopotamus, and 


wus succeeding, upon the whole, pretty 
well. 

“ So he advised the gardener to buy 
I a penny bun, and lure the auimal out 
I by the tradesmen’s entrance. Then he 
went indoors. j 

“ ‘ My deal,’ he told his wife, ‘I am 
hot and flurried, so I shall have a bath 
before dinner.’ 

Oh ! don’t,* said Mrs. Bentworth, 
looking up from her drawn-thread 
work. ‘ There ’s a crocodile in the bath, 
and he made such a funny noise when I 
I disturbed him. I don’t think he is quite 
so good-tempered as the last one we had 
staying with us, — the one that bit the 
milkman’s leg, I mean,’ 

“ Mr. Bentworth sighed, and asked i 
what there was for dinner. As if in 
answer to his question the cook buist 
into the lOom, and said ; 

“ ‘ Please ’m, I ’m sorry, but shall I 
send out for some cutlets ? A cata- 
mount has taken the leg of mutton and 
is worrying it under the dresser. And 
nuise says has anyone seen Master 
Freddy ? ’ 

“No one had seen Master Freddy. 
No one ever did see him again ” 

“Yes ? ” said a tired voice presently. 

I “Oh! that’s aU.” 

i Ponker’s listener rose and felt his 
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pulbe. It seemed normal. “ You said 
it was a story with a purpose,’* he 
complained. 

“It is,” saidPouker. 

“ Well, what have you told it me for? ” 

“My good fellow,” explained Ponker, 
“there are a lot of well-fed people, 
paying the lax on unearned incomes 
and wearing hygienic wool, who, be- 
cause they have nothing to worry about, 
worry about everything. They have 
been writing to the papers again to say, 

‘ Sir, surely in this enlightened age the 
public conscience should revolt against 
the keeping of wild animals in captivity 
at the Zoo.’” 

“ But you know very wdl they don’t 
mean that the animals should be let 
loose upon London,” expostulated Pon- 
ker’s kindliest critic. 

“Then kindly teU me precisely what 
they do mean.” 

“ Oh ! that they should be repatriated, 
perhaps.” 

“But many of them are Zoo-horn, 
and as to the others isn’t it kinder to 
feed a rhinoceros with huns than to send 
it to meet Roosevelt in Africa ? ” 

“ Well, perhaps the lethal chamber 
>) 

“But that means wanton slaughter, 
and these people are humanitarians.” 

“ At all events they are quite harmless 
cranks,” said Ponker’s listener with an 
air of iinality. 

“ No cranks are harmless,” exclaimed 
Ponker sternly ; cranks are the bacilli 
of national degeneracy, and some day, 
\Yhon it is too late, England wiU wake 
to the fact, and ” 

But Ponker’s hitherto patient listener 
was stealing softly from the room with 
his tobacco-jar, his hair-pin for smoker’s 
best friend), and the evening paper. 


MY PARTNER. 

ITe missed the put : he missed it clean : 
He missed it on the eighteenth green ! 
When all the fate of all the game 
1 )ppended on his careful aim. 

^rho grass, though just a trifle keen, 

Was smooth and soft as velveteen ; 

Six inches only lay betw'een 
The hole and him, but all the same 
He missed the put. 

And now when I recall the scene, 

And think how mad I must have been, 

I marvel that I overcame 
fl'he sudden impulse to exclaim : 

“ Confound the Venerable Dean, 

He missed the put ! ” 

** A1)OTit 300 spectators attended the Barnsley 
Queen’s tirounds on i^aturday on the occasion 
of a long knock piggy match for £50.” — West- 
mhimtcr Gazette, 

If any of them have seen An English^ 
mail’s Home how they must despise the 
j waster who spends his afternoon looking 
on at a football mateli. 


AT THE PLAY. 

“Love Watches.” 

“ Frederick Harrison and Chabixs 
Frohman present Miss Billie Burke in 
Love Watches’’ So ran the announce- 
ment, suggesting at the start that, in 
the opinion of these gentlemen, Miss 
Billie Burke and not the play was “ the 
thing.” And, indeed, as far as the play 
was concerned — a trite farce, described 
as a comedy, on the hallowed lines of 
one of the old love-and-jealousy schemes, 
and adapted from the French into the 
American — they were well justified. 
Whether they were equally justified in 
the matter of Miss Willum Burke must 
remain a question of taste, notwithstand- 
ing the repeated assurances, on the 
authority of the book, tliat Jacqueline 
(the character she played) was “ adora- 
ble Miss Burke has a certain pretti- 



ness and piquancy (or what passes for 
piquancy in America), and she was ex- 
traordinarily vivacious ; but her gamin- 
erics were rather ungainly, and for much 
of the time she had the air of a poup6e 
with springs wound up almost to the 
snapping point. She was there, of 
course, to make things hum, but her 
restless mobility never aRowed me to 
recover from the mental strain which I 
suffered in trying to make out who was 
who all through a First Act that seethed 
with obscure French names, though it 
had little else of French in it. 

Subsequent Acts were relieved by the 
quiet humour of Mr. Ernest Lawford in 
the part of another Ernest, a lack-love 
pedant ; hut the value of the things 
which were said both by him and about 
him depended often upon their sugges- 
tion of the improprieties which were 
left unsaid when the original was 
bowdlerised. 

The onti-ance, early in the play, of 


that intelligent actress, Miss BfamiETTA 
Watson, inspired hopes of something 
good and in the English language ; hut 
she disappeared after a few seconds, and 
never recun*ed. Even so, we saw more 
of her than of a certain other character 
described as a dancer and even a “ living 
picture.” This lady, a creature of rare 
promise, whose mere mention suggested 
the most intriguing possibilities, never 
appeared at all. 

As for the merry widow, Lucie de 
^lorfontaine, as played by Miss Maude 
Odell, I must confess thather fascinations 
appeared to me to afford an inadequate 
ground for jealousy on the part of any 
young wife. 

I am assured that Miss Gladys Unger’s 
adaptation has had an encouraging suc- 
cess in the U.S.A. If it has, then it 
only confirms me in the comfortable 
conviction that the ideals of American 
humour are not the same as ours. 

O.S. 

“ Light o’ Love.” 

Appareiillj’' the Actor-Manager system 
flourishes in Vienna also. Liebelei (of 
which a translation was produced at the 
Afternoon Theatre last Friday) was, I am 
almost sure, written to the order of an 
Austrian Manager, that his wife might 
have an opportunity to show her genius. 
Possibly the Manager himself took the 
part of Fritz ; improbably, however, as 
Fritz was dead in tJie Third Act. But in 
any case it was on Christine that all eyes 
throughout the play were riveted. 

Chriktine, the daughter of a poor 
musician, was desperately in love with 
Fntz, a gentleman of leisure. Of Fritz’s 
feelings for her I cannot speak for 
certain (that is the weakest point' of the 
play as it was acted), but off the stage I 
he had been pursuing an intrigue with 
an invisible lady in black velvet. The 
lady’b husband discovered “the letters”; 
and the inevitable duel was arranged (off 
the stage). This took place a day or 
two later (off the stage), and Fritz 
was kiRed. Meanwhile we had been 
watching Christine. 

The First Act, showing a supper party 
in Fritz’s rooms, should have been de- 
lightful, for besides Fritz and Christine 
there were present Theodor and Mizi, 
two jolly young people gaily played by 
Mr. Charles ILude and Miss Margaret 
Buss^. But the tragic demeanour of 
Mr. BtaRY Ainley overawed us, and we 
were afraid to laugh. 

The Second and Third Acts took place 
in Christine’s rooms. Nothing happened, 
and we saw little of Fritz ; but various 
people came on and talked to Christine 
about him — telling her that aR men 
were like that, and that she would soon 
get over it, and that he would come 
back to her, and that he had hem 
kiRed, and that he really did love her, 
and was buried yesterday, and so forth. 
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xVnd for two Acts we watch her to see 
how she likes it. 

Though much in each Act is excellent, 
the play is badly balanced as a whole. 
After the First Act interest dies out in 
the story, an<l centres instead on the 
actress. 

It was something of an oideal for Miss 
MiEO^REr Halstav, and she came ont of 
it well. In real life I have never seen a 
woman in agony, so that I cannot say 
that her performance was niinatnral. It 
was artificial certainly, but under the 
stress of great emotion people do become 
artificial. Anyhow, her conception of 
the part was the correct one. Mr. 
Ainley’s, I thought, was not. The 
whole point of the play must have been 
that Fritz was a careless fellow, who had 
only been amusing himself with Christine. 
“ He spoke ot you too,” says Theodor, in 
describing the last scenes, and Christine 
seizes hyaterically upon the “ too.” Mr. 
AmLEY, to judge by the way he went on 
in the Second Act, would have talked 
of her exclusively. Upon my word, I 
thought he really loved her. M. 

RUS IN URBE. 

[“Mr. Joseph Tels, the energetic founder of 
the Vacant Lxnd Cultivation bociety, is trying 
to induce the Ix)ndon County Council to ^ant 
the use of vacant land in Aldw>ch and Kings- 
way, f r conversion into small holdings,” — 
Daily Bxpreaa ] 

1 ’VE found a spot 
Where Cupid might 
Have built a cot 

For Psyche ; 

There runs about 
The sacred site 
A paling stout 

And spikey. 

Here perfect peace 
And quiet reign, 

Here mortals cease 

From weeping. 

Here sorrows flee 
And here I fain 
Would start with thee 
Housekeeping. 

Here, nothing loth, 

Through life we ’d go, 
Arcadians both 
Together ; 

You ’d cook and dust 
And wash and sew 
Whilst I discussed 
The weather. 

You milk the cow 
With skilful hand, 

And see the sow 
Had plenty. 

While my cigar 
Would' fill the Strand 
With dreams of far 
Niente. 

If joys so fair 
Should lose their zest, 



















As folk declare 

If cruel fate 

They will do, 

Drove us apart 

If we grew cross 

And made us hate 

And felt depressed 

Each other ; 

And grown with moss 

If this should be 

And mildew, 

(As may it not !) 

Why, there ’s the play ! 

Just think how wc 

Should Nature pall 

Should score, lo\e! 

We ’d leave our gay 

Before our eyes 

Rose-bowers, 

The cure we’ve got — 

The cow we ’d tie 

The Law Courts rise 

Within her stall 

Next door, love. 

And off we ’d fly 


To ours. 

“ AUa Marblial’s younger brother is ncaily 
as tall as him<<elf.”- The ^poHetmn, 

And if there came 

We see nothing much in a man’s being 

Some hap, sw-eetheait, 

nearly as tall as himself, but wo know 

Our burning flame 

at least one cricketer who is a bit above 

To smother, 

himself. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Doubtless you have iu your time said some harsh things 
about solicitors, but you cannot imagine what nasty remarks 
other i>eople have made until you read heavies of the Lower 
Branch (Smith, Elder). Mr. CHRisriAN, a Bachelor of Laws, 
intent on learning the worst, has read and noted every 
book in which the word “attorney” occurs. lie has un- 
earthed all the unprofessional writings of the Profession, and 
not a solicitor, whose pen has ever run away from his 
precedents, has escaped his notice. If at times the humour 
of the author and his solicitor friends inclines to rotundity 
(like the humour of all good men of the Law) the reader 
learns much that he shoidd, but does not, know about a host 
of writern w'hose names have been on the Rolls. Ind^d, 
nearly all deceased men of literary note (including an editor 
of Punch) seem at one time or another to have sat upon an 
office stool and written, “This is the last will and testa- 
ment of, etc.” The book 
deeds thoroughly but plea- 
santly with the attorney in 
every tr^-ing drcumstance — 
as an author, as a mtin of 
importance, as a theme of 
poetry, and even as an at- 
torney. In it appear Messrs. 

Dodson and Fogg side by 
side with Theobald (attorney 
and literary critic), Mr. 

Baines Gareio with UHAitLES 
Jeremiah Wells (attorney 
and poet); but quite the 
most delightful of all is the 
candid Egyptian who i^rac- 
tised early in the b.c.’s and 
described one of the parties 
to an agreement as “Mr. 

Blank of Blank, middle 
height toilh a poo)* heardy 
Every solicitor must, every 
barrister shoidd, and I hope 
most laymen will, read the 
book, if only to learn that 
the real complaint against 
Bfllicitors is that, by the mis- 
fortune of birth, they are not angels, but mere men. 

If it had occurred to the author of An Ineompleat Etonian 
(Hedjbmann) to call her new book after herself, instead of after 
her hero, a good name for it would have been An Ineompleat 
Orammarian. Here are samples of her slip-shod style : 
“ Everywhere his feet had trodden was the better for Ms 
passing;” “she was everything of which Vanessa had no 
experience and was unable to place; ” “he had been too 
long used to play the cuckoo for him to lightly contemplate 
building a nest.” She shows a marked singularity in her 
treatment of plurals in -a : she speaks of “ this phenomena,” 
and “a different strata;” she says that “the effluvia of 
dead and rotting things was iu his nostrils.” Here and 
there she uses a word in a sense peculiar to herself: con- 
fuses aglcy wdth agog (“he. found the trade all agley with a 
new discovery”); and talks of “those high fallacious hopes 
infogral to his youth.” Finally, her punctuation is that of a 
child who doesn’t know the difference between a comma and 
a semicolon. This illiteracy of manner, almost unbelievable 
in a writer of “Frank Dandy’s” experience, sets one against 
the matter of her book. But anyhow it is not a great 
performance. She wastes her cleverness (for there are ideas 


in the book) over a lot of unattractive people, not easy to 
realise, and not always worth realising. Two characters, 
David and Bice, might have redeemed it, but one dies early 
and the other remains a mere suggestion. 

I don’t know whether the book contains portraits of Mis. 
Fr.\nkal’s private friends or enemies under assumed names. 
There is one apparent reference, of a disagreeable kind, to 
a certain marriage that has made matter for social gossip ; 
and it may well be that some of the superfluous minor 
characters, of whom we learn particulars that appear to 
serve no very useful purpose, are drawn from the ranks of 
her acquaintances. If this be so, she will be wrong to reckon 
upon a veiy wide interest, on the part of the public, in 
personal references of which only a very limited number 
possesses, or is likely to worry about possessing, the key. 

Nearly a quarter of a century ago, at the close of tiventy 
years’ management, Sir Squire and Lady Bancroft used the 
first opportunity of well-earned leisure to write an account 
of their career. The interest of the public was pleasantly 

testified by demand forseve- 



THE SPREAD OF POLITICAL INTELLIGENCE- 

First Preparatory Selioolhoy (lo second ditto), “Isn’t the Budget 

SCiXOiLOUS!'* 


ral editions, a “run ”in its 
way something akin to that 
of Caste and School. The 
book being out of print, to 
the joint authors came the 
^ppy thought of re-writing 
it, with addition of the meL 
lower reflections of later 
years. As now presented, 
The Bancrofts (Murray) com- 
prises a record of sixty years. 
To the charm of its personal 
aualities is added some- 
thing in the way of a his- 
tory of British drama in the 
latter part of the nineteenth 
century. The work naturally 
takes the form of a duo - 1 
logue. Sometimes the lady , 
speaks, anon the gentleman, 
who, I regret to observe, 
though playing fair through- 
out, has the last word. That 
both stood in the first rank 
of their profession is a fami- 
liar fact. That both write 
well is proved again in the pages of this portly book. It 
presents a story, simply told, of a strenuous life crowned 
with lare measure of success. Whilst necessarily indicating 
the triumphs of its authors, a delicate reserve pervades the 
narrative, saving it from the deadly sin of self-glorification. 


Hertford is another boat that is making considerable improvement. 
Several of the crew rowed courses whilst others restricted themselves 
to a sharp bout from Iffley to the Red Post:*— Sunday Times. 

They mustn’t forget to meet on the first day of the races. 


“ Once again Sir Charles Santley appeared to sing * 0 ruddier than 
tlie Cherry.* ’* — Mtisical Netes. 

What he actuaUy sang, as distinct from what he appeared to 
sing, we cannot say. Possibly it was “ 0 ruddier than the 
rhubarb.” 

“The picture shows the royal train leaving Dover. It was drawn 
by the engine which was on show last year at the White City.” 

Da^y Mirror, 

k creditable performance. For the moment ile almost 
thought it was a photograph. 
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Piiivcn IIcxRY OF wlio lias just 

passed Ixis oxatninat on at tli? Coai- 
iiioi cial Academy at Cologne, intends to 
enter on a commercial career. It is onl\ 
just to Kixo Leopoid or Beioum to 
point out that there is no great iiovelty 
in this. 

[ “I am not wedded to my scheme,” 

I said Mr. Lloyd-Gcorgc, in the course of 
the debate on the Budget. This con- 
fiims the opinion of many persons that 
it is the most unholy alliance ever entei cd 

into bv a Chancellor of the Exchecpiei 
* * 

* 

Mr AsQtiiii’s retort to the bankers’ 
memoiial against the Budget was that 
taxation was higher in Germany. Yes, 
but in Germany the tax-pa} or gets the 
Dread noughts that he asks for. 

“More and more of us aie discovering 
the channs of birdnesting as an adult 
pastime,” says Mr. W. Br vcn Tiiovus 
111 a natural history article in The Dally 
Mall The only diawbacks, Mr. Lro\[)- 
George infoims us, are the nasty pecks 
you sometimes get from the birds you lob. 

We understand that our new Arm> 
aiiship, which is shaped like a fish, is 
to be called “The C^od-y,” as a coniidi- 
ment to the gentleman of that name 
who has done so much for military 
aeronautics. 4: ^ 

Mr. W. A. Bvtrd, of Lennoxlove, East 
Lothian, The Ejcprss informs us, has 
returned from a big game shoot in 
Africa with two fine live lions, which 
hav’o been housed on his estate. It may 
not be generally known that a brace of 
young active lions is far more effective 

than the same number of house-dogs. 

* * 

* 

It is being asked jn art circles 
whether the Chantrey Trustees intend 
to make any further purchase this year 
than that of Sir Lawrence Alua-Tadema’s 
])icture, for which they gave £ 1 , 750 . 
The answer is that they have reached 
the Limit. 4c « 

The Devil hvLS been withdrawn. This 
perhaps is just as well, for it has spoilt 
the reputation of at least one lady. “ I 
went to The Devil last night and enjoyed 
it,” was the phrase that ruined her. 

It is rumoured that a certain dramatic 
author appi-oached “The Follies” with 
the proposal that they should pot his 
play, and received the reply that they did 
not pot bad meat. 

* * 

Ht 

“Sweet Seventeen” writcb to us 
about a very serious grievance, but once 
more we must say that we refuse to 












Ihc Balaman. “TcLLncn vvoi. You be E^glvnd, and I ’li be Victor Trumpet’” 


interfere in what, after all, is a purely 
domestic affair. “Sweet Seventeen” 
wrote a sex novel last year, and it has 
just been published anonymously. Her 
mother now refuses to allow her to read 
it on the ground that it is not fit for her. 

%* 

The descriptive writer has been 
brightening up cricket again. This 
time it is the special reporter oi The 
Globe who tells us how, in the exciting 
match at the Oval, Ha\vv'\rd gamely 
stood his gioiind “with wickets falling 
like chaff before the reaper.” Y'our 
reaper needs a very tricky swerve to 
distinguish husks fioin grain. 

Clothes would appear to be becoming 
an obsession with the wife of a ceitain 
distinguished Minister. She is now 
going to spend her Whitsun holiday at 
OldClovelly. 


We venture to draw Mr. Stephen 
Coleridge’s attention to the following 
passage in a contemporary “ In accord- 
ance with ane'ent custom the hounds of 
the Coleman Street Ward of the City of 
London were beaten \esterday.” 

I “Henry in Search of a Wife” is an- i 
I noimced as the Title of a forthcoming 
novel by Mr. Courlvnder, and we are all 
eager to know whether it will prov^e to be 
an historical romance wdlh IIenry YIII 
as hero. 

Describing the shoit hole on the new 
Moretow n links, Golfing says ; — 

“The i>m is distant fioin the tee ?tboni a 
liiuKhed and forty yaids or thereby, and is 
oval in. shaixe, its length l>eing nearly twice 
It 1 bieadth. One of the narrow ends faces the 
Ice, and is on the level ” 

Good golfers, however, rarely pay much 
attention to the peculiarities of the pin. 


yol, oxxxw. 
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BLANCHE'S LETTERS. 

Parli Lane. 

DrARCtir Dapiixd, —Quite an amnsing 
function — “Tea and Tailoring” — is to 
come off in a lew days’ time on the 
Terrace of what old-fashioned people 
call the House of Commons. It’s a 
men’s affair, reallu, hut of course we 
shan’t he shut out ! 

A certain Berlin jSc/nze/Jer, who claims 
to have revolutionised the tailor’s art, 
is to give a show of his “ creations ” on a 
number of mannequins he’s brought 
over. People arc simply raving about 
his things, and calling them “extra- 
ordinarily ingenious,” especially an even- 
ing coat which, by removing the tails, 
can he worn as a dinner-jacket, and a 
frock-coat that, turned inside out, be- 
comes a dressing-gown ! I hear that, 
when the show is over, the Schneider- 
in-chief is to make a little speech (after 
booking orders from a number of Free 
Trade Members), in which he will say 
that the Derrace of the House of Gom- 
mons is the finest show-room in the 
world, tliat he is very grateful for the 
use of it, and that, with all the generous 
help and encouragement he’s had, he 
feels gonfident of being able to remove 
the imjmt prestige so long attached to 
British tailoring! I disapprove of the 
whole thing ; hut really^ you know, my 
deareet, in the present state of things 
it’s counted simply 'poisonous form to 
stick up for your country and give a 
thought to its trade and things. 

Norty ’s immensely disgusted with the 
matter. He says his only consolation is 
that the Belineider couldn’t have a worse 
ad. for his “creations ” than some Mem- 
bers of the Government will give him 
by wearing them 1 He means to ask a 
lot of questions and make a lot of 
speeches about it in the House, and give 
it ’em hot ; as he says himself, “ I ’U 
give ’em the length of luy tongue, if 
they’ll give me the length of the:* 
ears 1 ” 

Evei 7 one’s giving dances just now; 
hut I’ve knocked ’em once more with 
my party of a night or two ago. I sent 
out the ordinary cai*ds, “ Mrs. Multimill 
at Home,” with “Dancing” in one corner 
of the card, but in the other corner was 
“ Bare Feet.” Wasn’t it a dilly idea ? 
It aU went with a bang. Reporters were 
killing each other to get in and make 
pars, and take snapshots. I’m still roar- 
ing at the remembrance of how some of 
the people looked. IIow they could dare 
to come 1 Beryl Clai-ges refused owing 
to “ another engagement.” I knew she ’d 
have that “other engagement.” She 

wears fives, you know, and But I 

won’t say any more ; I ’m above detract- 
ing from other women, I hope 1 

Lots of kind things wore said of some 
feet that I won’t particularise further ; 

and Ray Rymington has made some 
verses to “My Ladye of the Shell-pink 
Feet,” the opening line of which, “ Pink 
shells, pink shells on the sea-bhore,” is 
di'eadfully reminiscent, I’m afraid, of 
one of the }^.mto. song^. 

1 ’ve got a new Cause, my dear 1 Isn’t 
that lovely? And you’d never, never, 
never guess what it is! The Planet 
Mars ! ! That dear, clever creature wlio’s 
given uj) his whole life to Mars is over 
here just now, and is a great draw for 
dinner. He ’s got a most glorious plan, 
and I ’m going to help him carry it out 
for all I ’m worth, and make others help 
too. He’s going to set up enormous 
megatelephoiies in all the English- 
speaking countries, and then, when Mars 
and the Earth are nearest to each other, 
we ’re all to shout together, “ Are you 
there?” Isn’t it a sereamimj id&i? I 
can hardly wait till it ’s time to do it, I 
want to hear the answer so ! Norty 
says that, even if they are there, it 
doesn’t follow that they speak English ; 
and how should we like to hear, in 
answer to our “Are you there?” 

“ Sorechty* or *'Jawohl ” ? He ’s a hor- 
ribly aggravating boy. 

That poor dear Oldpark is being led 
such a life by his Texan countess. 
She’s always grabbing in the Muni- 
ment Chamber down at Oldpark and 
springing family privileges and tradi- 
tions on her husband that are quite 
news to him. She’s found out now that 
Charles the Second or Richard the Third, 
or one of the others who wanted money 
and bon owed from the Oldpark of those 
days, gave him in return the privilege 
of coming to Court “in full panoply, 
with ])lowing of tnimpets and Hying of 
flags.” “ What ’s a panoply, anyhow ? ” 
asked the Countess when she ’d mastered 
it so far, “ I ’ll order one right away ; 
and we ’ll use aU our privileges at the 
next Court, trumpets, flags, and ah!” 

“ Oh ! ” screamed poor Oldpark, “ those 
rotten old privileges have been waived 
for centuries.” “Ain’t I saying so all 
the time ? ” she said ; “ and they ’ll be 
waved again, those flags will, before 
we’re many weelis older. Some of my 
folks will be over hy then, and I want 
the whole crowd to see Hypatia Oldpark 
go to Court with all her privileges, and 
the vuiTy best panoply that can be got 
for dollars!” She’s unearthed some 
old suits of armour, too, and means to 
have a tournament down at their place, 
with lists and heralds and largesse and 
all that sort of thing, and a Queen of 
Love and Beauty — ^herself, of course ! 
She wants to force that poor wretched 
Oldpark into a suit of armour and make 
him hold the lists against all comers. 
Bosh says the Society for the Prevention 
of Cruelty to Husbands ought to step in. 

D’you know, my dear, what is the 
newest way out of any paHieularly bad 

hole you ’ve got into? Lapse of 
memory ! I see Punch has something 
this week about “Fpts of Forgetful- 
ness,” It’s been tried with immense 
success in several rather bad cases 
lately, Wee-Wee was telling mo to-day 
slie’s a ghastly heap of bridge-debts on 
her shoulders and doesn’t know how on 
earth slie’s going to pay them. She 
says the only way out of it that slie can 
see is to have a lapse of memory, and 
forget who she is herself and who every- 
one else is. 

Talking of lapses of memory reminds 
me that trance-performers are quite the 
rage just now, and I’ve discovered a 
wonderful pair of trance - performing 
sisters and brought them out at an 
afternoon party I gave last week. I’d 
a big crowd here, and I told them before 
the performance began — ^for, of course, 
it’s the very essence of these trance- 
affairs to impress upon the audience that 
the people can’t do it in a normal state 
— “ Now this girl who ’s going to iilay 
can’t really play a bit, and this girl 
who ’s going to dance doesn’t know the 
first thing about dancing.” And then 
they were hypnotised, and the girl who 
can’t play played a merveille^ and the 
girl who can’t dance did an extraordi- 
nary dance, a mixture of the Salome 
and the Cachuca ! Everyone was in 
fits, and 1 was simply loaded with con- 
grats at having found such a pair of 
marvels. Only Beryl looked sniffj’ ; sol 
said to her, “1 hope you believe, my 
deal’, that it’s all on the square, and 
that the girls really ca??’fc play and 
dance in a normal state?” And she 
said, “ Why, of course, I believe it, 
dearest. I ’m quite sure they can’t play 
or dance in a normal slate— -oj* in any 
other state ! ” 

C’est une cliaite comme il y cn a peu, 
n^cst-ce-pa$? 

Ever thine, Blanche. 

How th.e Empire is Kun. 

Letter from the Durham County 
Education Committee to a Headmaster : ' 

“In reply to yonr letter of the 14th insl. 
asking for peimission to grant a day’s holiday 
on the 24tli inst., I beg to inform yon that it 
\\ ill b® placed before the District Sub-Committee 
■which meets on that date ” 

Whereupon the clerk put on his coat 
again and went out to lunch. 

From the report of a local committee 
oftheY.M.C.A. 

“ Very large n-umhers of visitors -wore then 
attracted to the place, many riding in Aiily 
from tlie surrounding districts; hut, on the 
whole, the condition of these ammals and the 
care taken of them was good.” 

Intending visitors will be glad of this 
information. 
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L*cbtnkOU {loJoiUb) “1 su, old iivm iul a IOO&E mER aboui iol <*’* 

Jones “ Wll\ — FR— ^\01 jLD lOU BLTir\E IT, I MET SmITII AUW, AND ilE H4D TUE ALRVL TO \&K MF TOL [I ” 

Robinson “He cot it, or course’” 

Jonc^ “K-no, he didn’t' T toid him I o>^LD it to lou'” Robinsm “An' ” 

Jones “But I iind I was mistaken 1 don’i owe \oi a sou’ V\l paid up ncRY cent 1’\e boirowld oi \i>L and uiOMisr lou 

HIRE AND NOW NEVER TO PESIER lOU AGAIN TOR AIONn It WAS A SHAMr — V BFASTLY SHAME— BIT DON T BL AIAIMID, IT IL NOI OCclR 

again' Good day'” Robinson (diz‘thj) ‘ Good day ' ” 


THE LATEST DEMENTIS. 

[“Ml William O’Biien, latel> MP foi Coik, 
telegiaphs fiom Floience that ihe repoit in The 
Catholic Iluald that he intends to reside jei- 
maiiently m Jciusalem is ‘an absnid imen- 
tion ’ ” — Daily Mad ] 

Mr. Joins Diexov, M.P., lias vviiecl to 
The Ohsein,er to state that the allegation 
that he has gone to Jericho at the 
request oC his constituents is a gross 
exaggeiation of the facts. What really 
happened Tras that Mr. Tim Heviy, 
hearing the nimour about Mr. O’Briex, 
genially observed, ‘'I wish Jon\^ Diirois 
would go to J ericlio.’* 

On enquiry at the House of Commons 
oil Friday no confirmation could be ob- 
tained of the exhilarating report that Mr. 
SwiiT M\c^rEiLi, Mr. Jo&t\h Wedgaaood. 
and Sir Henry Cotton have anunged to 
go lion-hunting in Somaliland without 
guides when Parliament rises. The 


I rumour appears to have had its oiigin 
' in the fact that in one of his fascinating 
speeches on the taxation of land values — 
a subject which he always contrives to 
lender as entertaining as a Palais Royal 
farce— Mr. Josim WEDC.woon declaied 
that there were always lions in the path 
of leform, but that they caused no alaim 
to him or those who thought with him 

Mr. H\iJ Caine has telegiaphed to 
The Blratfo7*d on-Avon Mercury that 
there is absolutely no foundation for 
the report, sedulously ciiculated at 
Portsmouth and other seapoits, that he 
is the author of BveoVs Letters. 

CUpt Bacon, IlN,'liis cabled to The 
Army and Nat^j Oatelte to contradict 
the leport that he is the author of the 
noYol Ineomyarable BcllairSy which, as 
every bod j ought to know, was written 
by Mr. and Mis. Egfrion Casilt Capt 
Bacon, who, we understand, has just 
issued a special edition de luxe of 50 


copies of his Essays^ chaiacteiises as a 
“ pieposteroiis figment’* the statement 
that he intends to reside peimanently 
on the top of Fisher’s Peak in Colorado. 

Sir John Fisher has sent aremaikable 
telegram to the editor of The Era to say 
that there is absolutely not tbe faintest 
slu'ed of truth in the extraordinary 
statements (1) that he was lesponsible 
for the dramatisation of The Bath 
Comedy under the title Sued Kitty 
Bellairs, (2) that he w^as going to be 
laised to the peerage with the title of 
Loid Bacon of Silver Stieak. 


The Hark of a Gentleman. 

From a story in Printer's Pie : 

“His sml case was a handsome one of 
ciocodile bkin with heav^” •-ilver fittings, and I 
instinctiAely saw that he was a gentleman ’ 

Alas, how few of us pass the test. 
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THE SECRET OF THE ARMY AEROPUNE. 

[Mr. AVilltam le Queux wishes to deny 
; indi>|iianlly that the following talo was WTitteii 
by him. On the conliary, he ideutilies himself 
eonipletely with the proprietor of The Dally 
Mad ill deprecating the publication of scaie 
stories. As the proprietor of The Daily Mall 
truly says, such stones “place England and 
Englishmen in a ridiculous and humiliating 
light befoie tlie (i email people.” At the same 
time Mr. le Queux is bound to confess that 
the story printed below hears an astonishing 
resemhlance to his latest imaginative work, 
^pien Ojf iheKaleer — a book only just published, 
but written in llio days of Ins hot and unre- 
generate youth, many weeks ago.] 

Yes,*’ said my friend, Ray Raymond, 
as a gi-im smile crossed his typically 
English face, looking round the cham- 
bers which we shared together, though 
he never had occasion to practise, 
though I unfortunately had, “it is a 
very curious alfair indeed.” 

“ Tell us the vrhole facts, Ray,” urged 
Vera Vallance, the pretty fair-haired 
daughterof Admiral Sir Charles Vallance, 
to whom he w^aa engaged. 

“ Well, dear, they are briefly as fol- 
lows,” he replied, with an affectionate 
glance at her. “It is well known that 
the Germans ai'e anxious to get hold of 
our new aeroplane, and that the secret 
of it is at present locked in the inventor’s 
breast. Last Tuesday a man with his 
moiistacho brushed up the wrong way 
alighted at Basingstoke station and 
inquired for the refreshment - room. 
This leads me to believe that a das- 
tardly attempt is a])Qut to be made to 
wrest the supremacy of the air from 
our grasp.” 

“And even in the face of this the 
Government denies the activity of Ger- 
f man spies in England ! ” I exclaimed, 
bitterly. 

“ Jacox,” said ray old friend, “as a 
patriot it is none the le.«53 my duty to 
expose these miscreants. To-morrow 
we go to Basingstoke.” 

Next Thursday, then, saw ns ensconced 
in our private sitting-room at tlio Bull , 
Hotel, Basingstoke. On our way from 
the station 1 liad noticed how ill-pre- 
pai-ed the town was to resist invasion, 
and I had pointed this out bitterly to 
my dear old frieud, Ray Raymond. 

“ Yes,” he remarked, grimly ; “ and it 
is simply infested with spies. Jack, 
my surmises are proving correct. There 
will be dangerous work afoot to-night. 
Have you brought your electric torch 
wuth you ? ” 

“Since that Rosyth affair, I never 
travel without it,” I replied, as I stood 
with my back to the cheap mantel-shelf 
so common in English hotels. 

The night was dark, therefore we pro- 
ceeded with caution as we left the inn. 
The actions of Ray Raymond wera 
curious. As we passed each telegraph 
pole he stopped and said grimly, “ All, I 


thought so *, ” and drew his revolver. 
When we had covered fifteen miles we 
looked at our watches by the aid of our 
electric torches and discovered that it was 
time to get back to the hotel unless we 
wished our presence, or rather absence, 
to be made known to the German spies ; 
therefore we returned hastily. 

Next morning Ray was recalled to 
town by an urgent telegram, therefore 
I was left alone at Basingstoke to foil 
the dastardly spies. I stayed there for 
thirteen weeks, and then went with my 
old friend to Grimsby, he having received 
news that a German hairdresser, named 
I Macdonald, was resident in that town, 
j “ My dear Jack,” said my friend ^y 
Raymond, his face assuming that sphinx- 
like expression by wliich I knew that he 
had formed some theory for the de- 
struction of his country’s dastardly 
enemies, “ to-night we shall come to 
grips with the Teuton ! ” 

“ And yet,” I cried, “ the Government 
refuses to admit the activity of German 
spies in England ! ” 

“ Ha I ” said my friend grimly. 

Ke opened a small black bag and pro- 
duced a dark lantern, a coil of strong 
silk rope, and a small but serviceable 
! jemmy. All that burglarious outfit 
belonged to my friend ! 

At this moment the pretty fair girl to 
whom he was engaged, Vera Vallance, 
arrived, but returned to London by the 
j next train. 

At teno^clockwe proceeded cautiously 
to the house of Macdonald the hair- 
dresser, whom Ray had discovered to be 
a German spy ! 

“Have you j^oiir electric torch with 
you?” inquired my dear old college 
friend. 

“ I have,” I answered giimly. 

“ Good ! Then let us enter ! ” 

“You mean to break in?” 1 cried, 
amazed at the audacity of my friend. 

“ Bah ! ” he said. “ Spies are edways 
cowards ! ” 

Therefore we knocked at the door. 
It was opened by two men, the elder of 
whom gave vent to a quick German 
imprecation. The younger had a short 
beard. 

“You are a German spy?” inquired 
Ray Raymond. 

“No,” replied the bearded German in 
very good English, adding with mar- 
vellous coolness, “ to what, pray, do we 
owe this unwarrantable intrusion?” 

“ To the fact that you are a spy who 
has been taking secret tracings of our 
Army aeroplane ! ’’’retorted my friend. 

But the spy only laughed in open 
defiance. 

“ Well, there’s no law against it,” he 
replied. 

“ No,” x’etorted Ray grinily, “ thanks 
to the stupidity of a crass Government 
there h no law against it.” 


“ My God ! ” I said hoarsely. 

“ But my old friend Jacox and I,” con- 
tinued Ray Raymond, fixing the miser- 
able spy with his eye, “have decided to 
take the law into our own hands. I 
have my revolver and my friend has his 
: electric torch. Give me the tracings.” 

“ Gott — ^no ! ” cried the German spies 
in German. “Never, you English cur ! ” 

But Ray had already extracted a letter 
from the elder man’s pocket, and was 
making for the door ! 1 followed him. 
When we got back to our hotel he drew 
the letter from his pocket and eagerly 
examined it. I give here an exact copy 
of it, and I may state that when we sent 
it to His Majesty’s Minister for War 
he returned it without a word ! 

'^Berkeley Chambers, 

Gannon Street, E,C. 

Dear Sir, —In reply to yours of the 
29th lilt, we beg to say that we can do 
you a good line in shaving brushes at 
the following wholesale prices : 

Badger . . , . 70s. a gross. 

Pure Badger . . 75s. a gross. 

Real Badger . . 80s. a gross. 

Awaiting your esteemed order which 
we shall have pleasure in promptly 
executing, 

We are, Sir, 

Yours obediently 
Wilkinson and Au.BUTr. 
Mr. James Macdonald.” 

That letter, innocent enough upon tlie 
face of it, contained dastardly instruc- 
tions from the Chief of Police to a 
Geiman spy ! Read by the alixhabetical 
code supplied to every German secrat 
agent in England, it ran as follows : 

{Phrase 1} “Discover without delay 
seci’et of aeroplane’s successful descents.” 

{Phrase 2) “Forward particulars of 
best plan for blowing up 

(3) Portsmouth ^Dockyard. 

(2) Woolwich Arsenal. 

(3) Albert Memorial.” 

(Phrase 3) “Be careful of Jack Jacox. 
Ho carries a revolver and an electric 
torch,” 

“Ah!” said my friend grimly, “we 
were only just in time. Had we delayed 
longer, England might have knelt at 
the proud foot of a conqueror 1 ” 

“ Hal” I replied briefly. 

Next morning we returned to the 
chambers which we shared together in 
London, and were joined by Vera Val- 
lance, the pretty, fair daughter of 
Admiral Sir Charles Vallance, to whom 
my old friend was engaged. And, as he 
stroked her hair affectionately, I realised 
thankfully that he and I had indeed 
been the instruments of Providence in 
foiling the plots of the Grerman spies ! 

BUT now WILL IT ALL END ? 

WHEN WIIX GERMANY STRIKE? 

[It will end now, before our readers 
strike. — Editor.] A. A.^ M. 
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M, Oh, he said that, did he? Anything else ? 
CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; L. A. Yes ; he said if ever I reduced a woman to despair 

hv tiilling with her young affections he ’d come and smash 
Ob. Lmus Abthob’s Road to Ksowledge. Oaynor. But, I say, Mabs ! 

(Litde AhIihi’, atjed 12; His sister Mabel, aged 18.) M. Well? 

Little AHlmv. Have von ever been in love, Mabs ? L.A. When people fall in love with one another isn’t it 

Mabel. You queer little atom ! Wliat a funny question l 3 ecau^ they le beautiful and nice . 

^ .g]. I ^ M. Something of that sort. 

L. i. But have vou, Mabs ? 

M. No, of course not. Why should I ? 6® another tdl they die, don t 

L. A. I don’t know, Mabs; but aren’t you old enough? ^ n .i * 4 - o 

I mean,ouglitn’t you to be falling in love with somebody now you get all that • 

you’re eighteen? “ L Out oi a book ; but is it true, Mabs ? 

M. Oh, it doesn’t go like that, you know, Arty. Some- M- Oh, I daiesay it s tiue enough. 

times pe^iple never fall in love, and sometimes they wait L. A. 'Hion do yoii think Mrs Gaynor was ever beau ifu 
until tlW h-e much older than I am. ’ . Because Papa doesn t thiuk she was, and I don t 

L. A. Don't you want to bo in love, Mabs ? tbink so either. 

M. No, not a bit. 1 ’m ludmcd to agree witli you and Papa. 

L. A. But isn’t it very jolly to be in love ? 4‘, "J^y . 

M. No, I shouldn't think so. People who are in love ^ m sure T can t say. You d better a^k him. 

always strike me as too silly for words. Uncle John said it was because she had pots of 

Jj.A. Well, anyhow, Uncle John doesn't think they 'ro silly, money, and he supposed Mr. Gaynor thought tiity thousand 
M. What has Uncle John been saying about it ? down was better than a straight nose and a pleasant temper. 

L. A. 1 asked him yesterday about it, and ho said it was But I think it must bo dreadful to marry when you re not 
just the rippingesl thing in the world. He said it was much love, because then you go on not being in love lor ever 
better than drinking champagne, or riding a steeplechase, or and ever. 

getting your debts paid. You seem to know a loh t 

M. Well, I don’t drink champagne or ride steeplechases, L. A. I’m glad you think so, Mabs, because I try very 

and I don’t ow’e anybody money, so what Uncle John said hard to learn about things. But I say, Mabs, are you in 

doesn’t appeal to me. love? , , ^ , <r n t 

L. A. No, Mabs, I thought it wouldn't ; but he said much M. You asked me that before, an(l I told you I wasn t. 
more than that. He said when people were in love they were D. A. But you said people fell in love with one another 

so bucked uptliat they felt they could hug anybody, but they because they were beautiful and nice, and I'm sure you re 

only wanted to hug one pemoii really, and if she didn’t want to beautiful and nice, Mdbs.^ 


hug them back they felt miserable, but it was much jollier 
being miserable about that than being happy about anything 


M. Of course, if you think so, Arty, I must be. 

L. A, Yes, Mabs. And the other day you told Lucy 


else, because when she did come round and give you a wink Harding that Dick iStanier was the handsomest and nicest 
you went up top notch again in double-quick time. That's man in England. 

what Uncle John said. M. You litile 

M. iSilly old Uncle John ! I don’t believe he 's ever been L. A. And if he 's that, Mabs, you must love him friglit- 
in love limiself. fully. I don't see how you can help it. Have you told liim, 


I don’t believe he's ever been 


L. -1. But, Mabs, you said just now that it was the i^eople Mabs ? 


who were in love who were silly. Didn’t you say that, Mabs ? 
M. 1 daresay. What then ? 

L. jI. Well, if you don’t believe Uncle John has ever been 
in love you shouldn't call him silly. 

M. Oh, lie's silly in a different viay. 

L. A. No, I don't think ho is really, Mabs. 

M. What do you mean ? 

L. A. Only that Uncle John said he 'd back himself against 
anybody else for falling in love, lie said he 'd got a heart 


M. Y’ou absurd little creature. Told him? There’s 
notliing 

L. A. Oh, yes, there is, Mabs. But perhaps ho ought to 
say something lii*st ? 

ilf. Well, it 's considered usual. 

L. A. All right, Mabs, I'll tell him what you said about 

him, and then 

M. If you dare to do any such thing 1 'll 

L. A. And then, Mabs, perhaps he 'll too the line. That 's 


anyoouy else lor lauing ni love, lie saui lie a got a Heart jl. ivnci tnen. Maos, pernaps ne u too tiie line, mat s 
as big as a liippopotainus— i-ooui for all and plenty to spai-e. wbat Uncle John called it. 

He's never been out of love, he says, since he was ten years M. Uncle John 's very vulgar ; and if you dare to breathe 
old. He was born so, he thinks, and he can’t help it— -the a word to Dick, I’ll come and smash you. So there, 
litile dears are too mudi for him. But he 's going to try and L. A, All right, Mabs, I won't. But you do love him, don’t 
go on heai*ing up when they won’t have him, because it 's you ? And yon 're not too silly for words, are you ? 
always one down t’other come up with him, so he 's always M, There 's Mamma caUing you. Run a^vay quick. 


always one down t’other come up with him, so he 's always M, There 's Mamma caUing you. Run a^vay quick. 
ke])t busy. * — — 

JLS year St ^ ^ From a bom-dmg in tbe HaiTOgate Distnet- 

L. A. I didn’t mind', Mabs. I like Unde John to talk like asSut. 

that. Oh, and he said they were all one to him, hut thei’e We ^ever sleep for your convenience. 

uas d ways one who was moi*e so than the others. Ho said ^^Q sympathy with these garage-keepers ; we also 

10 reamt the other mglit he was left on a desert island with j^ever sleep for anybody’s convenience hut our own. 

Mrs. Gaynor, and after a dozen years or so he began to fall 

I in love with her all right, but he woke up just befoi;e he -phe wiimcr takes £120, Hie second has £50 to console him, anc 
coiT^ teJl lier about it. ido said tliat was the bravest thing there are siibstantial prizes for others who follow them home .” — Evenuti 

he d ever thought of doing, and many a man had got the yews. 

y.C. for less ; but be wasn’t particularly proud of it, because By following tbe winners borne tbo others ought at least t( 
he was like that and couldn’t be different. make sure of a di-ink. 
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TO A MAYFLY. 


(Ephemera viihjarlis) 

[“(Jolf or'ca<«ionally has a ■v\eahwiiiii« 
efle< t oil and is a thing to bp ionght 

against ” —Daily Teleyraph ] 

ThMPSirmE woods aie ia summer’s 
keeping, 

SnUisliine ’s sleeping 
On banks ol May, 

Spring lias taken lier «miles and weeping 
0\ er the liills and far away ’ 

Now, Epliemeia, now you gladden 
Siieains, an<l madden 
I l^lie morning rise ; 

I Craftiest mon&ters now are bad on 
I By the veriest tyro’s flies ! 

1 Now from Llemory’s mist and vapours 
' Gut that tajiers, 

< J3y Fancy thrown, 

' Diops you liere on myliooksand papers — 
Gossamer wra'tli — so lightly blown ’ 

Till I see in your green-coat flicker 
Brooks that bicker 
And slieams that swell ; 

And an elderly pulse goes quicker 
Under your old-time magic spell! 

Far too long on the links I ’\c blri\en, 
Tee’d and driven, 

(And cursed mishap !) 

Far too long has my time been gi ton 
I To the cult of my handicap ! 

1 kis my wrist for your gentler science 
Still compliance 
To work my will ? 

Can 1 look for the old reliance 
In its flexible easy skill ? 

Or has Philistine usage rusted 
Tendons tiusied 
Of old to ply, 

When }oin* delicate legions dusted 
Pool and shallow — the green-drake 
fly? 

' ITa I the ruler X deftly dandle— 

Claims of Vandal 
Amusements fleo, 

As it turns to a split-cane handle : — 
Wait till Saturday, then you ’ll see ! 


• “Mr Geoige Giantillo Banker., of Foll\e- 
I stone, has been appointed Libcial ag^nt loi 
I tho Cockei moil til Dnision, at a sa^aiy oi JCJ 20 
1 1)61 annum 

I IF IT DIEPPE VRS II ’s E< ZLV ^ ” 

Yorkshire Post, 

I TJie comment was quite uncalled for. 


“ A blackbiid has built its uest on Mr. Llojd- 
<leojge*3 now house at Daily 

Mirror, 

This will make bird’s-nesting easier 
than over. 

“PoiKE MrsTUvn vt Waisall 
iNNorr-NP AUn Released.” 

Birmbujham Duilij Mail, 

It will hapjien sometimes, and then the 
I only thing to do is to catch him again. 





Firal fipoilsman “Did him ’orse win \ui pei ylr vo>.ey on? 
Serond Sportsman “No, ’e riN< iild ier LOircRiN’.” 


The Everywhere Ship. 

[Lateist PepoH.) 

Harpenden. — A suspicious - looking 
foreigner was seen hero yesterday on 
the common. A watch w^as kept on him, 
and he was seen after dark in an unfie- 
qiiented spot to be bu^y with a cigar- 
sliaped- looking object which had a 
jjrilliantly coloured band round the 
middle. Every now and then a light 
would appear at the end of the object 
and almost immediately go out, to the 
accompaniment of guttural expletives 
in a foicigu tongue. The object is of a 
brownish colour and seems to require 
constant attention from its owner 
Three dozen wooden matches and a 
box with foreign words on it weie 
found near the spot where the sti anger 
was observed at work on the instrument 


I desciibed abo\c, and it is thought that 
he was engaged ni making stienuoiis 
I efforts to get it going. Intense excite- 
ment prevails. 

Later, The coloured band refeired to 
(which also has foicign word sudd it) has 
just been found and forwaided to the 
Board of Trade. 

Tlie Literacy Touch, 

Fro n a publisher’s advertisement : 

“III the Held of })iuo and natural fiction, 
Oaitis Yoike ib well ahead oi her coinpeeis ” 

1 

Golf Notes. I 

“1 don’t tliiuk that 111 a montli of Sunddis 
Miss Foster c uld liaie done 83 labt Thurs- 
day.”— ihrmiiKjham Daily Mad. 

Perhaps in a month of Thursdays she 
might do it next Sunday. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

E\TRAC3TrD FROM THE DiARY OP TOBY, M P. 

House of Commons^ Monday, May 17. 
— The Pri:mier, talking just now about 
the Budget, persuasively assuring City 
capitalists that the aveiage of Income 
Tax is a fraction under ll\d, in the 
pound, was disturbed by the vision of 
something black flashing to and fio in 
I the immediate neigh boui hood of Fiont 
I Bench opposite. At first thought it 
j was a biid seeking sanctnaiy in the 
home of Liheity. On looking up dis- 
coveied it was "only PecjvIIAM Banduky 
waving his silk hat. 

At the moment, leplying to argument 
that iiici eased taxation would diivo 
capital out of the country, PimMira was 
lemaiking that if capitalists betook 
themselves to France they would pay at 
the lalc ot Is 5d in the pound, whilst in 
Prussia a man with £5,000 a year is 
mulct at the rate of a 2 j. IncomeTax with 
near prcspectof increase What Peok- 
iiAM (with the assistance of his liat) 
wanted to point out was that, tliough 
Income Tax may be higher in scale, 
(Jeiman Government stocks are not 
charged with it. 

PiiEMir R a dangerous man to interrupt. 
Swift came the reply, crushing to the 
Peckham patriot. 

“ I am shocked to hear that the hon 
Baronet holds such stocks.’’ 

Pecmiav, replacing hat on head, 
pressed it defiantly over his massive 
blow. 

Since a little incident that happened 
the other day, Pecuivm never loses 
sight of his hat. On memorable occa- 
sion icferied to, about to leave tlie House 



“What NEWS on the Eiilto?** or, Mr 
Chamberlain’s “ Foreigner ” 

“ Disliibutmg some small change of i^ohtical 
economy ” 

^Mr. Chiozza Money ) 



Mr. Bmcll can only that in a mattei of this kind 1 piefer the evidence of a 
policeman to that of a caidmal ” {Loud IniujlUcr ) 

when CiiiozzA Money rose to distiibute nearer, Peokiivai had his first impression 
some small change of political economy, coufirnied. There was no sti aw berry 
he couldn’t find his hat. Was ceitain mark about it, but it undoubtedly was 
that, the bench being nearly empty, his long lost hat. In a moment of 
he, when he came in, placed it on the absence of mind, impressed by cogency 
seat to his left hand. Where was it ? of {Son Alsien’s latest speech on Budget 
At the coiner of the bench sat that Resolutions, Tin: Blzzvrd liad stretched 
esteemed veteran Member known to his forth hib hand, taken up Peckium’s hat 
light-hearted neighbours as The Bczzvrd, and put it on. Xothing in discrepancy 
happy in the privilege of not hearing ol size suggested mistake, 
more than one-half said in prolonged I beg youi pai don,” PrcwiUM loudly 
debate. On the Front Bench below, whispered in his ear, “but }Ou’re 
with radiant smile and cartwheel carna- weaiing my hat.” 
tion, sat Muik Lockwoop. He was the “Yes,” said The Blzzvrp, nodding 
man; always uj;) to mischief; had hidden genially, thinking lie was being compli- 
tlie liat. mented on his mastciy of intricacies ol 

“ Come now,” said Pei khvm, thumping the Budget, “ I ’m beginning to get my 
him on the back, “ none of 3 our larks.” head into it ” 

With evident sinceiitv, Mvriv pro- “ Dear old chap,” said Plokii am, ten- 
tested ho knew nothing about the liat. derly brushing with coat-sleeve the nap 
“Perhaps you left it outside,” he of recaptuied hat, “lie’s so deaf he 
said. doesn’t know one hat from another.” 

With another ghince round aiid under Bubiness done.-^ Income Tax Reso- 
tlie benches, Peckhvm hurried out. lulion agieecl to by encouraging letinn 
Searched all his old familiar Ava\s; of Ministerial maj 011 ty. 
came back hatless. Hoitbe oj IjOhU, Tacbdnij. — Whilst 

“ You should have borrowed a blood- perfoiee still waiting for eight Dvead- 
hound,” said Mark, when result of search noble lords have turned their 

w as reported , attention to coiid ition of the Army, Yes- 

As he sat moodily halfway down the terday Yoiso Wemyss opened fire with 
bench Peckhim’s eye fell upon The Buz- attack on Territorial Force. Described 
ZARP still dobely fdlowiiig debate. Ho, it as totally failing in object for which 
happy man, possessed Lis hat and w’'ore it was designed, Put 4 mg assertion m 
it on hib head. Something in the shape another way, Newion i^mdly declared 
attracted attention. Casually drawing that, “except for a few simple minded 
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persons, bewildered by tbe brazen clap- 
trap of Mr. IKldaxe, no one is undor 
any illusion tih to our military position.” 
Yoino invited House to pass 

Resolution calling upon Government to 
take inunediale steps to place Army in 
impregnable position of defence. 

vSituation a little cmbairassing for 
noble lords on Front Opposition Bench. 
If they supported motion it would prac- 
tically pledge them, ■when in office, to 
establish and maintain an army of a 
m i llion men. Moreover alleged s i tuation 
aukward for them. The Boy Bo»'^, 
writing on his golden ^ wedding day, 
comes to assistance of his nonagenarian 
fiiend, Yolno ^Vl:^nN^. Whenever he 
desires to cite the lowest condition of 
j British Array in respect of capacity, 



''J’uc II vr or FiiLDEniv^K (B\MJUttYj tue Ghevt. 

* Yes, 1 ’m begiiming to get my head into it.” 

(ISii Fiancis Powell ) 

organisation and general efficiency, Jjon^ 
goes back to the period wdien it was, and 
had with brief interval been for fourteen 
years, in hands of late Government. At 
it again yesterday. 

“ 1 have,” he wrote to Yoi no W i:aiyss, 
‘‘ no hesitation in stating that our armed 
forces as a body are as absolutely unfitted 
and unprepared for war as they were in 
1800 - 1900 .” 

F.-M. Midleton wdneed. Cawdor, 
Leader of Opposition pro (cm. in absence 
of Lansdownu from cause which all 
regret, beseeches Y'oung Wemyss not to 
divide. Such coume would, he said, 
“ place noble lords in an invidious posi- 
tion.” That not a consideration to 
which Wemyss is habitually amenable. 
Flourishing Boss’s letter as if it wore a 
battle flag, insists on division. Where- 
xipon ex-Ministers flee, followed by loyal 
lords, and down-trodden Government to 
their amazement find themselves victors 
in Division Lobby by majority of four. 


Attack resumed to-day under different 
auspices with other results. That man 
of war Bedford comes to the front. 
Demonstrates that the Army is in abso- 
lutely rotten state. Demands instant 
searching enquiry. Crewe, smilingly 
watching the President of the Zoo- 
logical Society in this new role, 
hummed : — 

“ Duke Bedpord was a soldier bold 
And used to war’s alarms ; 

But a cannon ball took off bis leg^. 

So he laid down his arms.” 

That of course merely a trope. So far 
from laying down his arms, the gallant 
Duke, backed by fiiU force of Oppo- 
s'tion, carried them to victoiy. Front 
Bench unreservedly supported motion 
for enquiry, and Crewe, leading into 
Division Lobby his forlorn score of 
fighting men, was beaten by a majority 
oi half a hundred. 

Bminess done.-— Commons do further 
talking round Budget Resolutions. 
Moore throws lurid hght on operation 
in Ireland of Stamp Duties charged on 
sales of property. “ Every time a man 
dies,” he said, “the tax must be paid.” 
LLO\D-GnoRGE, alw'ays open to reason, is 
evidently struck by unfair incidence of 
the impost in cases where a landowner 
contracts inconvenient habit of fre- 
quently dying. 

House of Commons, Wednesday , — 
Catiicari' Wason as broad-minded as he 
is vast-shouldered, as high-principled | 
as his stature is lofty. Ever tries to do 
the fair thing as between man and man 
— or even \Yoman. Admits that this 
afternoon ho carried Lis method a little 
too far. On motion to consider Lords’ 
amendments to India Councils Bill, 
Chviterjee Rutherford opposed and 
insisted on Division. Wason, making 
the full circuit of tlie Chamber, voted 
in both Lobbies, ranging himself with 
the “Ayes” in one, adding corpulence 
to the “ Noes ” in the other. 

Theoretically nothing could be fairer ; 
in practice the procedure is not to be 
commended as effacing a vote. Sark 
says the next thing we shall hear about' 
Catiicaut is that he has paired with 
himself. 

At Question time angry debate sprang 
up round Captain Bacon’s letter to First 
Sea Lord, in which he spoke disrespect- 
fully of an hon. Member alluded to as 
“ the bellicose Bellairs.” In accordance 
with Admiralty practice, the letter was 
printed and a number of copies struck 
off. One, misappropriated, reached B.B., 
who on and off has been fluttering it at 
Question time for several days. The 
merry men who circle round that may- 
pole AYiirrERTON naturally take the matter 
up. Bombard Admiral McKenna with 
questions. 

Time was when, in accordance with 
spirit of reasonable rule that requires 


r 



‘‘ J ’accuse 1 ” ; OB, Ju&iiriABLE Ikdionatio;!. 

(Lieutenant Carlyon Bellaii*s is vilified in 
j>rivately printed Admiralty paper and leceivos 
apologies from Sir John Fisher.) 

notice of questions addressed to a 
Minister, supplementary questions were 
strictly limited or sternly repressed. 
Useful object-lesson to-day of effects of 
alteration of system. For* full ten 
minutes unseemly wrangle raged, in- 
creasing in heat and noise. Questions 
repeated in slightly varied terms 
brought repetition of reply from bad- 
gered Minister. Meanwhile at least a 
dozen Memhei’S who had obeyed Stand- 
ing Order and given printed notice of 
questions found themselves shut out by 
the time mle. 

Business done . — Death Duties de- 
plored. 

Cricket Notes. 

From the day’s results : — 

“Yoikbliire v. Kent, at Ijeeds — Yorksliire 
won hy aix innings and 88 runs. 

Leicebtershire v. Kent, at Leicester— Kent 
won by an innings and 81 ninb ” — Daily News. 

' The experiment having proved popular, 
Kent proposes next season to play twelve 
simultaneous matches blindfold. 


“ Cricket attracts fewer spectators and 
more readers than does any other spec- 
tacular sport,” says an authority in the 
same paper. This may explain why, a ‘ 
little lower down the column, he con- 
fidently refers to Rhodes as “ our leading 
left-handed batsman.” He must try to 
get away to a cricket-match one of these 
days. Rhodes is the big man with the 
long black beard. 


“ Smart footman ; 22 years* good character ; 
age 23 .” — Bath Chronicle. 

What an abandoned life he must have 
led in his first year ! 
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OUR "MOUNTED" FORCES. 

Enquivilig Tvooiici {neio to the uayb of the Territorial Army), “No\v -^^nvT be''Omes o’ ihc'^e ’oK«.r«* T^iirs wr Buexh. m cwt 
Horse Contractor “Whi, bless ter, 1HEY^E got to go and *os& tolr or n\fi c\mps \rirR thi^ • ” 

Irooper ‘‘Then I suppose in time or ^\ar ’both six or ls ^ould \\r to ridf oni 'obsi 


LITERARY NOTES. 

MLfeSRs. Bli er and Bluer will sliortly 
bring out a volume of exceptional interest, 
entitled Hoyal Murderesses, beingaser.es 
of enchanting studies, beginning with 
wScMiRAMis, of famous queens and prin- 
cesses who were compelled by the exi- 
gencies of their exalted situation to 
imbrue their hands in the gore of their 
fellow-creatures. The name of Messis. 
Bluer and Bluer is a guarantee for the 
high moral tone that is a feature of 
those remarkable studies, which have 
been written by Mrs. Glorrina Bloiigram, 
the famous American Feminist, and 
illustrated by Signor Annibale Sguar- 
cione. 

Serious Memoirs, as Mr. Shorter once 
observed in a memorable phrase, are 
always sure of a cordial welcome, and 
the pulilic will be glad to hear of the 
latest ventuie in this held of the enter- 
prising firm of Odder and Odder. This is 
nothing less than The Li feof Lola Monter, 
by the Rev. Piofessor Jonah Joskin, 
Professor of Romantic Criminologv in 


the University of Seattle. By a con- 
catenation of mischances, the name of 
Loi \ MoKfcz has come to be regai*ded 
with a certiiii amount of misgiving by 
most country congregations, but it is 
pleasant to learn tliat her inemoiy has 
been entirely cleared of these aspersions 
by the efforts of Professor Joskin, and 
I the name of Messrs. Odder and Odder 
on the title-page is itself a sufficient 
guarantee of the perfect pi'opiiety which 
I characterises the contents of this fasci- 
nating Memoir. 

Messrs. Broader and Stoutei’s summer 
programme teems with attractive an- 
nouncements, none more so than that I 
which relates to their forthcoming 
volume, Stars and Saints; or, From 
Catalani to CavalicA, The scheme of 
the book is to alternate lives of the 
Saints with those of luminaries of the 
ballet and the lyiic stage, and a special 
feature of the work is that, while the 
lives of the Saints are written by lay- 
men, those of the “divas ” are composed 
by divines. The result of this method 
has been, in the language of the pub- 


' lishers themselves — and who can know 
better? — “to e\oLe an atmospheie of 
vertiginous spmtuality which has the 
effect of bringing all light-minded 
readeis violently and \oluptuously to 
the side of the angels.*' " * 

Messrs. Offle\ and Garbidge announce 
a sumptuoublyillustratedA olumc, entitled 
Feed Fairies * Studies in Feminine Fas- 
cination. This deeply interesting and 
severely scientific work contains a series 
of monumental monographs on the most 
remarkable women in history. It may 
suffice if we mention, inter alias, the ' 
Empre'^s Gatiichinc 01 Piissu, Mrs. Tip- 
per, Licrezia Borgia, Mrs, Eddy, Sappho, , 
Lady Hvmiiiov, Mis Ormjsiok CuAKr, 
La Mho, Mrs. CvRRir Xatiox, Queen 
EL izvTtEtir, Mrs. Elinor Giyn, Sarvh 
BcRNHARDr, Miss Macd Allan, Miss 
Chris I ABLE Pankihrsf, and Miss Marie 
C oRET LI. In view of the fact that this is 
a volume which will be read and re-read, 
the publishers have issued a special 
indestructible edition, piinted on as- 
bestos sheets and bound in sterilised 
porpoise-hide with steel comers. 
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INTERNATIONAL AND IMPERIAL CRIME 
EXHIBITION, 1910, 

AT THE GrKVT BtACK CiUY. 


are promising a number of tlie more 
sensitive police to illustrate the arrest of 
Isleptomaniacs and tbe expression of 
surprise (and possibly relief) on dis- 


ExHiBirioNs are becoming so popular, covering that it is no c^ise of 

and, at any lute ^Yitll regard to side- tlieft, but a highly specialised disease 
shows, so remunerative, that intense more common among the well-to-do than 
rivalry is expected in the near future, the poor. ... 
and also a good deal of ingenuity in A phrenologist will be in attendance, 
hitting upon new subjects to illustrate with a candle, to feel the bumps of 
by stall and entertainment. No one magistrates. 

•n .1 -'■'• p • 1 t, Irnown 


will therefore be surprised to learn T/ieDuiZ^d/aiZ building, better known 
that preparations are already far ad- at the last Exhibition, if we remember 
I vanced for the opening, in May, 1910, aright, as the Copper Cupola, will not 
of the great Criminal Exhibition at be lacking, but in the Crimes Exhibi- 
Hounslow Heath. * As the sympathetic tion it will take the form of an arena for 
co-operation of Scotland Yard has been perfornoances of “Bobbing the Mail 
enlisted, the success of the Exhibition Daily.” 

is already assured, aud oven a hasty In a model of the Marylehone Police 
sketch of its scope and features will Court a gramophone will give recitals 
reveal the unique and Iranscenvlont at intervals of Mr. Plowden’s best things, 
interest of the exliibits. ^ In the Irish village will be shown 

To begin with, the promoters have cattle-driving every afternoon and even- 
been happily advised in securing the ing, real peasants and real “hazels” 
best convict bands and choirs from all being employed under die supervision 
the great prisons — the Princeton Sym- of Mr. Gijsnell. In another part of tbe 
.phony orchestra and tbe Holloway Pill- Exhibition Iiish crime will be manufac- 
harmonic Choral Society. By a wel- tured in the usual way. 
come deviation from the established It is expected that few pavilions will 
convention, long hair will be conspicuous be more poprJar than that devoted to 
by its absence. This circumstance, to- Sherlock llolmes^ under the control of 
getlier with thesuppression of performers’ Sir Arthur Conan Dotle. Detectives at 
names, nothing but numbers lieing used, work will there be seen through smoked 
is expected to win for the Exhibition glass. Traces of crime invited. Sir 
the cordial support of a novelty-loving Arthur will draw inferences from foot- 
public, fed up, to use an Americanism, prints and cigar-ash from 3 to 11 daily, 
with the hirsute extravagance and dis- But perhaps the most popular show 
cordant polysyllables of the ordinary of all will be the factory of spurious 
musician. china, embellished with portraits of the 

Tlie Lake, a splendid sheet of water, most successful dealers in this ware aud 
has been laid out so as to illustrate the their clients. Any Sevres or Dresden 
history of penal settlements. It will articles copied while '’you wait, so 
contain a miniature Devil’s Island aud a closely as to defy detection, 
reduced Botany Bay, and visitors will The Truth pillory for magiatrates will 
be able 'to go fur trips in real galleys, be erected between the rabbit-snaring 
rowed by live criminals chained to the compound and the wife-beaters’ home, 
oars. There is also to he a baby Bospho- On its artistic side the Exhibition 
rus, on which sack-and-bowstring trips will he unusually strong. Portraits ol 
at 3d. a head (or body) will take place all the most eminent peculators in the 
all clay long. Connected with the lake, history of the world will be on view, and 
in the form of a sinuous loop, is a stream a whole gallery will be devoted to busts 
happily named the Turpintine, after the of the best bankrupts. Arrangements 
I famous highwayman. * have been made with The Daily Mm'or 

Arrangements have been made for the for constant relays of portraits of popu- 
erection of a channing Siberian village, lar swindlers. - Naturally a prominent 
in which authentic anarchists, some of place among the works of art will be 
them oi' the highest rank, will be seen given to B.vphaex’s cartoon of the “ Death 
at work in specially refrigerated cells, of Ananias, ’’and Alfred Stevens’ “False- 
The entrance fee to this, as the York- hood plucking the Tongue from Truth.” 
shireniaii sai<l, willhe ‘‘N^wt.” Among the artistic crimes will he an 

The Flip Flap will give place to a exact model of the Albert Memorial. - 
gigantic treadmill, from the upper steps Arrangements for catering have been ’ 
of which an unparalleled view of Loudon placed in the hands of the firm which 
will he obtainable. This will he known now gets everything of this kind. In 
as “ 1 he Golden Stairs.” ^ addition to their ordinary restaurants 

A very interesting booth will he de- they will have a specially select one for 
voted to kleptomania in all its branches, ex-convicts, called The Oakum Club, 
with tniined kleptomaniacs, many of Free skilly will he served on the opening 
them^ titled, visiting sale counters and dav, at which it is expected the Duke of 
showing how it is done. Scotland Yard Allguile will preside. 


AN EMBARRASSMENT OF RICHES. 

I HAVE, adjoining my garden, a plot 
of land of the agricultural value of, say, 
ten shillings per annum. Upon it I 
graze one goat, and sometimes — when 
nobody is looking — practise putting and 
very short approaches. My children also 
have the use of it for the purpose of 
playing horses. Hitherto I have re- 
garded my possession of it with a mild 
complacency, but now I picture myself 
strolling round my estate some morn- 
ing, looking for a stalk of grass long 
enough to clear my pipe, when I see 
approaching me a saturnine young man 
withahlack bog. Tliinkinghehascometo 
sell a sewing-machine or wants to mend 
the clocks, I put ou my stern look and 
say, “ Not to-day, thank you.” It lias no 
effect upon him. It never has at the first 
go-off. So I repeat it in a higher key. 

“I have come,” he says coldly, “to 
assess your mineral wealth.” 

“ Oh 1 that need not detain you long,” 

I say cheerfully, as I dive into my trousers 
pocket. “Four and iiinepeuco half- 
penny.” 

“ I was not referring to what you have 
gotten,” says he in his supercilious.way. 
“Another kind of collector will look 
after that. But what have you got in 
the ungotten line ? No doubt 'there is, 
a rich seam of coal under here.” * - 

I hope tlie refining influences of my 
early training will never wholly desert 
me, even in the presence of a Land Tax 
Inquisitor. 

“ If you are looking at that lump of 
Wallsend,” I reply pleasantly, it ’s 
merely 'a piece I threw yesterday from 
my bedroom window to drive a snail off 
my putting green.” 

“I’ll put down ‘coal,’” says he, 
writing in his note-book, “and it’s open to 
you to disprove its existence if you can.” 

“ If I s.an ? But how can I ? 

He shrugs his shoulders. ' “You must 
sink a bore.” 

“ With all the pleasure in the world,” 

I reply heartily. “I have a hriek, and 
a piece of string. If 'you wiU have the 
goodness to take off your collar and 
acconqiany me to' the river, I know 
where there is a deep hole ” 

But he is naturally impervious to 
insult. 

“Aud now as to your other ungotten 
minerals,” he remarks, 'as he shaipens 
his pencil. 

“ It might be as well,” I say in my 
most biting manner, “if you were to 
tell me at once how far down you pro- 
pose to assess me. I have always under- 
stood that the other end of my little 
property is in a liquescent or molten 
state. It’s almost sure to embrace a* 
little brimstone and lava; I’ve seen 
quite nice broodies made of lava, so it 
» ought to Lave a certain value.” 
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I liurl my barcasnis at liiin in vain. 
He writes, and goes on liis> way ; and in 
I due time 1 see myself receiving a demand 
note lor untold thousands. 

With this weighing upon me it may 
readily he imagined how impobsihle it i's 
for me to earn an income big enough to 
batisfy the standard of the super-tax 
collector. What the (Tovernment is 
losing in this way will never be known 
But 1 do know that rapacity sometimes 
defeats its own ends. 

Four thousand miles down from my 
putting-green, and all mine ! And to 
be light-heartedly assessed by the only 
possible method — guess-work ! Suppose 
they guess radium? With radium at 
its present figure the mere suspicion ol 
half-an-ouiice of it would beggar me. 
And then there is ungotten iridium and 
tellurium to be considered, to say nothing 
of stannium, molybdenum . . . 

And it would take 1 don’t know how 
many generations of us to dig 4,000 
miles in onler to disprove the existence 
of these things. And remote posterity, 
claiming rebate, would be sure to be 
repulsed by some Statute of Limitations. 

The man who wrote my Latin 
(‘rrammar did well to remark that 
“riches are dug-up, an incitement to 
evil.” But he never guessed the curse 
of riches before they are dug u]^. 
I wish to have nothing to ^ do with 
them. 1 only ask to ho left with ‘‘ Wat 
Tyler” (I have just re-named the goat 
after the man who has now become my 
favouiite character in history) in the 
enjoyment of the simple rind or top- 
crust of my holding, vsritli a little green 
turf on which to disport ourselveb 
through our brief span oi sunshine. 

Would the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer grudge me a mere crust ? 


THE ECONOMIST’S FRIEND. 

A TAXI, it is well known, will, when 
you can gel one, carry two persons for 
the same price and the same tip as! 
one, and three and four at an extra six- 
pence each for any distance. This being 
so, it has occurred to an enterprising 
and ingenious stationer in Jerrayn! 
Street (where tbe economical bachelors 
for the most part dwell) to print a 
number of placards, which he retails 
I at sixpence, each bearing a different 
I legend inspired by the Muse of Parsi- 
raonj’', or, at any rate. Thrift. 


I 


I am going to Lord's. 
Share my cab ? 



I 


is the lettering on one. This, it is felt, 
will meet a very real want, especially on 
days of important matches, such as the 
M.C.C. and Australians, when the pro- 
cession of taxis between Club-land and 


OVERHEARD IN THE NEIGHBOURHOOD OF ETON. 

Small Boy (Lo Boy\ “ Here, \ot; ! Suck Cb ax Ice.” 

New Boy. “Can’i; iia\e\*t aw AIune\.” 

Small Boy. “ Oir, tuat\ alt. mtiur. I’ll lend lou some” 


St. John’s Wood Road is continuous, This, it is expected, will be very populai*, 
most of tliem containing only one pas- and one can easily supply others from 
senger. The fare fiom St. James’s one’s own imagination. 

Street to Lord’s is two shillings. By Of course, the prosperity of the scheme 
displaying this placard you can get it depends largely upon the success with 
halved and brought down to one — ^no which one can hii'eataxi. At present 
small thing. Again : London is full of them (we are told), but 

how to get one is a recurring problem. 


I am going to the Horse Show. 
Share my cab ? 


The Martyrs. 

“After Imniing fiercely for an horn* ninl 
a-half the fiiemen gained the ui>pei* liand ” — 
Olobc, 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

'VViiCKHXER the scene of a novel is laid in. India, one can 
predict pretty certainly that the heroine will be a light- 
heaited and light-headed Circe, She will break men’s hearts 
as readily as the more stolid stay-at-hoine citizen breaks the 
shell o£ his bieakfast egg; she will live in a constant round 
of gaiety, in which a good many overworked Anglo-Indians 
may find it difficult to recognise then* adopted^ atmosphere. 
The feather-brained type of woman, who has withal a pretty 
correct eye for the main chance, is Avell to the fore in The 
Flying Mouths (Smuh, Elder); but Miss Irvnces M. Peard 
is too experienced a novdist not to weight her storj" — which 
is the old one of two women and a man — with more sub- 
stantial characters. ^Vith every desire to be chivalrous, I 
regret to say that my sympathies are entirely on the side of 
the man. To be rejected by the firot lady and jilted by the 


Personally, when I am" given a volume o£ well-written 
short stories, 1 rejoice; but the attitude of publishers 
towards such has long convinced me of my singularity in 
this respect. The Public, they say, will not read, or at leist 
buv, anything below the dimensions of a novel. If this is 
really the case, I can only assure the Public, veiy respectfully, . 
that in making an exception in favour of Maud S'iepney 
UawsonV The Slairicay of Honour (Mills and Boon) it will 
be providing itself with several excellent quarters-of-an-hour. 
Mib. IIawson has what may be truthfully called a “telling” 
way with her; she can give to her tales a suggestion of 
freshness and reality not often found within the narrow 
limits prescribed by the magazine of fiction; and, even 
though circumstances compel her to marry off a fresh hero 
' and heroine at the end of every twenty pages or so, there is 
I always an element of the unexpected in her method of doing 
it. One or two of the stories, perhaps, are iiot^ quite free 
from a suspicion of hasty writing. In A Visit to the 
{Enchantress (a capital tale otherwise) it seemed odd that 






To Varsity Blues, (.‘rieket or Football. — Wanted, in a Prepaiatory School, a Yomg Man of proved athletic powers. The class of 
degree is immaterial, as the staff is very strong at present.*’ — Adel, hi ** The Spectator'* 


s very strong at present.” — Adel, hi ** The Spectator'* 

PiCTURC OF THE SUCCESSFUL APPLICANT BEING PRESENTED TO TUE STAFF. 


second is surely bad fortune enough for any hero; but i the hero, meditating upon the unchanged aspect of Bond 
Miss Peaud is implacable, for she n^rly kills him in a j Street, . which lie finds just the same as before he went 
railway accident before dismissing bini to 'the House of 'out fifteen years ago to make money “in a desert-pLace,” 
Commons. Nor does she inform us whether his cracked should on the very next page be greeted by a young lady 
skull and bruised affections are salved by the narcotic air of who says, “I was only a school-girl when you saw me six 
estaiinster. It is a sorry fate for the central figure of a jears ago.” That worried mo a little. Was she concealing 
well-written book. her age, or what ? Perhaps Mrs. RAavsoN will explain in a 

subsequent volume, which I shall be delighted to read. 


Wheu Frvnk T. Bujllen puts out from shore 
He always finds what he ’s cruising for, 

And that s a yarn of angour and grit 
With a genuine ocean swell to it. 

Which, with a lass behind it all, 

We get in Beyond (from Chapman and Halt.), 
8o what are the odds it he sometimes slips 
In matters that don’t pertain to ships? 

An occasional icho where a ichom should be 
Is a tiling of little account at sea, 

Though land-locked lubbers (as you and I) 
May set inordinate store therebv. 


Once more from the offices of The Sphere comes our annual 
feast of Printers Pie ; and once more Mr. Hugh SpoTriswooDE 
is to be felicitated on the contributions which he has gathered 
from many willing hands to make up this “ Festival Souvenir 
of the Printers’ Pension, Almshouses, and Orphan Asylum 
Corporation.” Never ^was known a Pie so rich in the 
variety of its ingredients, so succulent,’ so satisfying Let 
everybody eat of it according to his capacity, at a covering 
charge of one shilling and no questions asked. I should add 
that it differs from your cake, for you can eat your Pie and 
have it too. BT,it you mustn’t let anybody else have it. ^ He 
must-buy -one for himself. ' 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Wl are getting on at last. In pLan- 
toin airsliips Great Britain Is now JacWc 

'po'inceps* 

Meanwhile some surprise Las been 
expressed that, altliougk a Gennan 
l>alloon wLicli was taking part in the 
liuilingham race attempted,^ in its 
descent, to deinolisL an Englishman’s 
Home near Bow, not a single newspaper 
mobilised its war correspondents. 

if: He 
He 

J.ord Chart ES Blresiord tliinLs we 
made a mistake, when the first Dread- 
iioiirjht was constructed, to draw attention 
to that vessel. W e be- 
lieve that as a matter of 
fact it was intended at 
one time to disguise her 
as a torpedo-boat, but 
the proposal was found 
to be impracticable. 

He Hi 

Hi 

And Lord Chvrles 
tells us that, if we can 
come to an arrangement 
with our Colonies and 
keep the two - Power 
standard, “ we can 
smoke our cigars and 
smile.” What, witli 
cigars at IJd. owing to 
the Budget? We fear 
not. * He 

Hi 

Mr. Haldane’s an- 
nouncement that there 
is to be a census of 
horses has caused some 
uneasiness in equine 
circles. The silly crea- 
tures imagine they are 
going to be taxed. 

Hi Hi 

Hi 

A sensational plot 
Las, we hear, just been 
disclosed to the police 
whereby a number of 
vSuffiagettes were to gain entrance to 10, 
Downing {Street, by pretending to be 
foieign manneqiims. 

Hi 

“ A man can get drunk once a week 
fairly safely,” said the City Coroner at 
an inquest. “It is the constant nip- 
ping that does the hann.” Well, the 
Children Act will, anyhow, do some- 
thing to protect the little nipper against 

himself. a * 

* 

Bishop Tulker, of Uganda, started 
life as a painter, we are told, and exhi- 
bited at the Royal Academy. Reformed 
artists are, we believe, extremely rare. 

Hi Hi 
* 

That the author’s profession is in a 
bad way cannot be denied, and from 
time to time proposals are made with a 


\iew to its amelioration. x\t last, appa- 
rently, something practical is to be done. 
“In order,” we read, “to check the 
over-production ol yarns in Lancashire 
the Whitsuntide Lolida\s will be ex- 
tended to ten clays.” 

‘ Hi Hi 
Hi 

It is denied that since the burglaiy at 
Charterhouse School a number of the 
boys have been leaving their lexicons and 
text -books about in tempting positions. 

* Hi 

Pretty manners, and es])ccicilly inspect 
for age, aie so rare nowachijs that we 
were peculiarly gratified at an incident 
which came under our notice in a Tube 
the other clay. The carriage was full, 


and a youth was standing in front of a 
small boy in spectacles. Suddenly the 
latter said, “Excuse me, Sir, but how 
old are you ? ” “ Fifteen,” answered the 
youth. “Well, I’m only fourteen,” 
answered Spectacles, rising. ” Take 
mv seat, I pray you.” 

*** 

“What’s that cap lor?” asked the 
customer of the hatter, pointing to the 
latest monstrosity. “ For shooting, Sir,” 
said the hatter. “ Then I should do so 
at once,” remarked the customer. 

Hi Hi 
Hi 

M. Caaibon, speaking at the French 
Chamber of Commerce in London, as- 
sured his audience that the French tariff 
changes were not aimed at Great Biitain. 
Well, let us hope that there will be no 
erratic marksmanship. 


It is riiiiioiiied in the imisical world 
that a ceitaiii eminent Double Bass is 
about to issue a ciicular stating that 
in S])ite of the Budget his i>rices will 
icmain the same as heretofore. 


THE KEW TERROR. 

Mr. Pu)icli\s Meteoritical Department 
has pleasure in recommending the lol- 
lowing protective devices for use in 
connection with airships * — 

1. The E^GTlSHAr\^'s Dome. — ^Yoii can 
walk beneath this portable roof— light 
but strong, running on ball bearings, 
3-speecl gear— and go abroad with i>er- 
fect safety. Hang your luggage on the 
hooks in the dome, and 
save cab lares. A per- 
fect substitute for the 
old-fashioned lunbrella. 
It will pay you to buy 
a Dome 1 

Mr. T. Roosevelt 
writes : — “ There are 
no airships here ; but 
thanks athousancUimes 1 
The very thing I wanted * 
Close the bomb-proof 
door, and lions can do 
nothing with you. I 
fell off the cow-catcher 
last week, and wasn’t 
hurt any. I shall never 
go out again withoTit 
one of your Domes. 
Bidly!” 

2. A Cheaper Article 
— The Pneumatic Hel- 
MET — for Glancing 
I Shocks. Special ar- 
rangements for Heads 
of Families. 

3. Aviators should 
note this! The Spuino 
SiiocK-AusoimEK. Power- 
ful Springs, held in 
place within our spe- 
cially designed cos- 
tume, extending instantly in every 
direction on being released. You can 
positively enjoy the sensation of the 
longest fall, and anticipate the inevit- 
able bump with pleasure. 

Unsolicited testimonial from l^Ir. Wir^ 
BUR Wiliam “ Say ! I came an Orville 
cropper to-day, but I was all Wright. 
I wear your patent suit in spring, 
summer, and fall. Thought you might 
like these easy puns.” 

4. Absolutely indispensable! Our 
Pa I ENT pAiivcHUTc Trousers. Expand 
as you descend. Air-tight seams. Rub- 
ber facings. 

5, Try our Patent Vertical Action 
M\aiirND Gun, and keep your rights to 
the Empyrean i-espected. Easy terms 
on the Maxim Hiram Payment Syblem. 



Tie Master ‘'Whvt’s mis, John?” 

Gardener “It’s a Bread-Fkuit Tree, Sib.” 

The Master. “Indeed’ a cruiors pl\np. "Well, vc ’d BErreu not lep hie Bvaer 
KNOAV ABOUT If It MIGHT ANTTOY HIM. AnD, 01 COURSE, WE SHALL HAVE 10 D'AL 
WIHI HIM OCCASION ALT T, IsPCCTALIY WHEN WE llAYC MSITORS * 


VOL. CWWI. 
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A HARMONY IN SPLITS. became 

fCo’onel Mai.k Lockwood, in the regTettahlo absence of the Chainnaii “ Joi3 
n£ the Kit<‘hoix Committee, announced, amid much laughter, that the to be?* 


arrived at wbich. a choice of professions for Jones Junior 
became imperative. 

“Jones Senior,’* said Jones Junior, “what am I going 


“ supir-tiiN.” of Id on every glass oC whisky buppiied to the ilaus^ a Poet,” Said Jones Senior, 

had been lediiced by one-hall, and that the chaigi would be lor i£ £ hiiow it,” said Jones Junior, with unconscious 

-Inrt iiuasuies and GJd for long ones. By buying a double portion ' 

Mnmbeis could save one half-pemiy on the cost of two single portions. apti^BD. -n . »» t a *< i. 

The lollowring lines are supposed to he addr4,b^ed to the gallant If y^u Will not be a Poet, said Jones SeiliOl, be a 
Colonel by a meiiibcr of the opi oaite Party.] Socialist.** 

Cou-NEi.! you have tbewuseot Peace at heart; ^ “Father,” said Jones Jranior reprovingly, “I am setions.” 

The recent spirit-crisis pioves you rich in Jrmes Senior, not being able to see for the life of him 

Those (lualities that so l^fcome your part why a Socialist should not bo a serious Socialist, ceased sng- 

As Acting-Chair man of the Commons Kitchen — ' gestmg. Jones Junior thereupcm went through the category 

Sterascoiiofawamorbreed. of professions, and Lad no difficulty in showing how um 

Yet like a mother in our homelv need ! suited he was for each oi them. Jones Senior, who, unlike 

moht father^?, was amenable to argument, sorrow! ully admitted* 
AVhat time you filled the void we all deplore, tlie tiuth of his son’s woids, and matters seemed to have come 

Due to the absence of Sir A. Jalody, ^ ^ permanent impasse^ when Jones Junior was struck 

Changed was the voice that in the battle’s roar brilliant idea. Who could deny that the practice of 

Would ciy,“ I'Zctis/’* To the vanquished woe be! Crime was a profession at once engrossing, original, lucrative 


^ Soft were the tones and even fluty sporting ? That was the pith of Jones Junior’s sugges- 

In which you dwelt upon the whisky duty. Jones Senior, whose moial fibre was of the weakest, i 

Thanks to the Budget, wo were asked to blow a* M in with it. It was at this point that Counsel 

An extra penny piece on every portion; was consuitea. ^ 

Whetlier we took a short or lengthy go Tuestioa that he natural y put was as to which 

There was the same intolerable extortion : «£ the profession Jones Junior should adopt-hdony or 

But vou have halved the W fee, M.sdemoanour. ; U ithout advancing an opinion as to the 

And oh. the blessed difference to me ! s of either, said J J., I refuse from tlie outset to 

devote my life to mere Misdemeanours, a course of conduct 
Onr drams, moieover, as you pointed out, which, to the uninformed layman at any rate, appears to 

If in a double dose we shrewdly bought ’em consist of little else than eating potatoes with your knife, and 

(As would ])e natural in a sesbion’s drought unpunctuality. Ko, if I go in lor Crime I go in for Felony ; 

Likely to last w'ell on into the AutumD\ and if I go in for Felony I go in for Murder,” 

Should, by a simple calculation, “Well spoken, Sir,” said Counsel; “but do you quite 

Save us a solid sou on each potation. reaLse what Murder is ? I have here a small handbook 

. . , . , r , , . which will give us a precise definition of that trade. ‘ The 

And here, as m a glass, I roughly trace ^ word murder is derived from the Germanic MORTH ...*** 

The solvent yon have sought for parly passion ; .. ^ 

I TMogmse a subtle moans ot grace “ < . . . It consists of (1) unlawfully (2) killing (3) a reason- 

lii the long draught lliat men niay split their cash on : gj , 

\\ hen rival wits their toddy store, ^6) with malice aforethought . . .’ ” 

iheycoubtitute the true ideal pair. “ Is ttore much more ?” asked Jones Junior, anxiously. 

Drowned in a blend of barley, malt and rye, • • • (V death following within a year and a day.* *' 

Behold our hot imaginations cooling ! Dropping for a moment the other six points, what may 

The two Front IBenches, seeing eye to eye, * malice aforethought ’ be ? ** 

Shall join, by means of spirituous pooling, read ihat to you,” said Counsel, But at the end 

In harmonies of whisky-soda, of the first twenty minutes’ reading the Joneses interrupted, 

Capped l)y a clinching undiluted coda.**^ 0, S. ** ^o not on the whole think that we can manage it.” 

Arub!t‘al Tcim. “A few measurob added b«youd the natui-al ter- , Counsel felt bound to agree with them. Not only is 
I liiiuatioii of a composilion.”- WehsLcr. there that complication, but the slightest slip will turn all 

- ■ - your effi rts into mere Manslaughter, and there is always the 

danger that you might in the end achieve a Homicide, which 
IN CHAMBERS. might not only be Excusable, but actually Justifiable. Let 

Tins ChOILE OF A PROFEPSIolSr. .‘.I „ T « . , 

lhat IS a good idea, said Jones Senior, not because he 

If the following discussion took place at all (which you are thought Counsel clever, but because he had just thought of 
not bound to believe) it must be admitted that it was not a that himself. 

business matter. Jones, Senior and Junior, wtre personal . . Breaking and entering at night with intent to 

friends of Counsel, and came to consult him upon the matter commit some felony therein a dwelling house, a church or a 

as such. To be a barrister does not deprive a man of the walled town.* How would that suit you? ’* 

greatest pleasup in life, the advising of friends 'jratls upon “The idea of the ‘ walled town * is, of course, childish,” 
the better conduct of tlioir own private affairs. The fact said J.J., “ but tbe other part seems more feasible. I think 
that the giving of advice look place in chambers does not I will take Burglary.” 

make the matter a professional one, but does justify its “ Without any desire to baulk you of your choice, I must 
inclusion in the present series. ^ remind you that not only does the barest description of 

It appears that, lor as long as Jones Junior could, Jones *bre iking and entering’ fill sixtv-three pages, but there is 
J unior had avoided the subject of what he was going to be. also required a Mens Rea.” * ' 

But thougli Joius iSonior loved his son with a great love he “ And what is a Mens Rea ? ” 

could not contemplate wdth equanimity the prospect of main- . “ Much tbe same as Malice Aforethought, only a chaptei 
tainmg ium in hisurcfl ease lor ever. The time had at last ami a half longer.” ^ 


IN CHAMBERS. 

Tins Chohas of a Profepsiosst. 



THE YOUNG LIONS OF THE PRESS. 


Bbitsh Lm. “WELCOME, BOY«' WE’VE AREANGED FOR YOU TO HAVE A ROUXD OF 

DINNERS. LDNOHEONS, GARDEN-PARTIES AND CONFERENCES” 

Chohus or Ivrraaau, Gotbis. “ SPLENDID '—ER— NEED WE GO TO THE CONFERENCES’” 
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Mrs Jonah Q Perks (pA her first visit to Paru — addressirt'i Mattre d'Uotel) “ SvY — eb — GASSO^Of oo Ai ld WNibo-ROOM ?” 
MaUre d^HStd, “First tloob on the righi, Madami Mrs J. Q P. {uith relief) “Oh! you speak Engiish?” 


‘‘ Burglary is off,*’ said J. J. decisively. “ I must be a mere , 
tliief.” 

* ‘Larceny consists,’” read Counsel, “‘of (1) taLing and’ 
(2) carrying away, or, if a Bailee, (3) appropriating (4) 
another person’s (5) personal chattel (6) of some value 
(7) without claim of right (8) with intent to deprive that 
other person of the whole benefit of his title to the chattel 
(9; and...*” 

“That will do. Even allowing for the prolixity of the 
writer, due, no doubt, to his love of ostentation, I refuse to 
have anything to do with Larceny. Have you nothing 
easier than that ? ” 

“IE you would only be content with a Misdemeanour,” 
said Counsel, “you might well be an Incorrigible Eogue 
and Vagabond.” 

“Jones Senior,” said Jones Junior, “this is becoming 
absurd. I think after aU I will be a Poet.” 

ODE TO A SO-CALLED SPRING CHICKEN. 

Long since, in stately progress through your yard, 

From all things underfoot you felt revolt. 

Skyward you fixt^d your passionate regard, 

An other-worldly poult. 

Your voice as well, that ushered in the morn, 

And roused the farmer from his rural crib, 

Clear as tlie clarion of a motor-hom 
(And reproduced ad lib,) — 

This also marked you from the common group 
Of mortal creatures with their few brief suns ; 


You were not meant to know an earthly coop, 

Nor pace terrestrial runs. 

And so, in death, ’twas but the baser part 
(That had not known the thrill of joy and pain, 

The hope to soar, the ecstasy of art, — 

Your legs, to make it plain) — 

’Twas only these that served our simple clay, 

And passed the boundaries of human lips ; 

And I have dined on one of them to-day 
With imnmes de terre in chips. 

But not the breast ! — ^where beat the aident soul 
Which made you challenger of rival kings . 

That mounted up to some ethereal goal, 

Rapt on your seraph wings. 

“How do you know,” the careless scoffer seeks, 

“ What after-world awaits domestic brutes? ” 

“Have T not dined ” (I answer) “here for weeks 
On limbs as tongb as boots ? ” 

And when the waiter hears my murmured pbint 
He tells me (with that low respectful cough, 

As who should speak of some departed saint) 

The nobler parts are off. 

“ Off 1 ” How he puts it in a single word ! 

I see you cast your mortal coil and rise, 

Leaving no relic of the carnal bird 
Rave amputated thighs. 
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OOR JAMIE. 

[*¥r. Punch is unable to explain the following 
article. He sent liis special Sporting Corre- 
spondent to Birmingham (at great expense) to 
report the Test Match, and this is all that he 
has received in exchange. Whether his corre- 
spondent read Mr. James Douglas’s book,4di«n- 
iuress hi London ^ duiing the luncheon intervals, 
and unconsciously assimilated that writer’s 
style ; or whether the expert article intended 
for this paper is, by some accident of the post, 
now in the offices of The Morning Leader, 
Mr, Punch cannot presume to say.] 

Hair-breadih Escapes in Birmingbl^m. 

The other morning, being afflicted by 
the crudity of the Carlton, I drifted into 
Biraiingham. A vast crowd of men 
was pui*suing its way with single intent- 
ness of purpose in one direction. They 
looked neither to the right nor to the 
left. They did not even look at me. 
My curiosity was stimulated. Where 
was this vast crowd drifting? Moved 
by a whim, I followed them. Tliis was 
indeed an adventure. What on earth 
was going to happen ? 

And then suddenly it flashed on me 
that I had stumbled upon a “Test 
Mat^.” A game of crickets between the 
glorious manhood of this happy isle 
“set in a silver sea” and the equally 
glorious manhood of that other island, 
Australia. In my boyhood there used 
to be a catch question we asked one of 
the other, “ Which is the biggest island 
in the world?” When the answer 
came, “Borneo,” or whatever it might 
he, then swift as a razor-stroke flashed 
the triumphant retort, “No, Australia.” 
Perhaps the objection would be made, 
and sustained by childish recourse to 
fisticuffs, that Australia was not an 
island, but a continent — cannot re- 
member. At any rate England was now 
playing Austi-alia at this game of crickets, 
on this ground at Birmingham, whither 
I had diifted. 

Two men armed with blades of willow 
standatthewickets. Twoothers — clothed 
in white smocks, the emblem of Justice 
and Truth— stand by to see fair pky. 

ends of their dark trousers project 
from beneath their white smocks as if to 
show that they are but human after all. 
Indeed my neighbour informs me in a 
whisper that when just now old Lilley 
appealed for a leg-snap the men in the 
white smocks would not allow the 
appeal. Verily, to err is human, 

“Blooming beg^r must have been 
blind,” says my neighbour. 

1 him that Justice is proverbially 
blind. 

ItouDd tlie wickets eleven men are 
placed at craftily cunning angles. One 
of them, strange to say, is swathed and 
gauntletted, though the day is warm, 
it gives him a strangdy overdressed 
appearance. Yet in a subtle way it 
makes one feel that whatever comes he 


will be ready for it. Beside him the 
others look bare, unclothed. Uproari- 
ously nude. This over-dressed man is a 
very Jason among them. He reminds 
me of Pelleaa. He reminds me of 
Harry Lauder. 

I ask my neighbour to point out 
this Lilley to me. There he is, over 
there. It is our swathed and gaunt- 
letted friend. The over-dressed man. 
So that is George Lilley. 

The ball is bowled. It flies through 
the air with the swiftness of the swallow 
and the subtle swoop of the snipe. 
The batsman flings his bat at it 
viciously, as one slashes at a thistle. 
There is a click. And then echoing 
over the sward comes Luiey’s voice, 
“ How ’s that ? ” 

It is a wonderful voice, of a modulated 
resonance that would touch a Tetrazzini 
to tears. It has echoing deeps in it like 
velvet darkness, and the syllables are 
soft plumes of sound. On the upper 
register it writhes into discordance, hut 
on the lower it is a plastic harmony. 
It lingers and stirs and embraces and 
clings. It stabs hut leaves no scar. It 

is all violet voluptuousness. It 1 

shall get it soon . . . 

There is a ragged volley of appeal 
from lesser voices. The man in the 
white smock bites it into silence. “Out,” 
he snaps. And in the interval of waiting 
for the next batsman my companion 
points out A, 0. Maclaren to me. 

So that is Maclaren. “Arthur,” my 
neighbour calls him familiarly. It is a 
friendly game, this game of crickets. I 
shall call him Arthur, too. A-m I not 
initiate now ? One of the great cricket- 
loving manscape of England ? 

Arthur Maclaren. I wonder what the 
“0” stands for. Columbus, possibly; 
or Cato. No, surely it is Cromwell — 
the leader of men. For this Arthur 
Maclaren dominates his fellows as a 
pretty actress at the Carlton dominates 
the swain who attends her thither. He 
is a clean-cut king among men. One 
perceives that he is a fighter, iron-grey 
and doughty. He should be wearing 
a plume in his helmet, a breastplate 
of gold ; gleaming greaves should be 
on his calves. At the least he should 
have the leg guards and gauntlets. 

He stands at his ease, tossing the joUy 
red ball from one hand to the other. If 
he were a conjurer he would turn it into 
a rabbit. One feels that he would have 
made a good conjurer, and that it would 
have been a good rabbit. Now I look 
at him again he reminds me of Bertram. 
He has the nose of a OiESAR. It stands 
out like a cliff. It is the Scawfell of 
nervous vitality. I could write a book 
about his nose. He is as delightf ull y 
English as the Kaiser is German. You 
could not imagine a German Maclaren. 
He reminds me of Bismarck. I have 


met him somewhere, I feel certain; 
perhaps on the heights of Olympus, 
perhaps at the Carlton. He stands there, 
at short mid-wickets, this Arthur Mao- 
laren, a white glamour of fluent curves ; 
and it would take a Shakspeare, a 
Shelley, a Watts-Dunton to sing his 
praise. 

It is a great game, our ^me of 
ci-ickets. The rout of youth climbs its 
shattering way through the playing fields 
of Eton to the headstrong heights of 
Tugela, untainted by the meretricious 
yesterdays. Out of the throat of the 
brutal past we have bitten our way to 
chivalry. Our soul is toxic with the 
delight of battle, aflame with the acrid 
keenness of its scent. This is the 
effervescing secret of our inheritance. 
This is the battle of nations — England 
against Australia. 

[For latest scores see page 6.] 

A. A. M. 


MORE “UNGOTTEN” MINERALS. 

As a true Englishman and patriot my 
motto is, “ Every (other) Briton must 
pay his income tax.” My objection to 
Income Tax Commissioners is that they 
persist in concentrating their attention 
on me instead of harrying notorious 
evaders. However, of one thing I am 
certain — too much study of the Budget 
proposals is unwise— especially last thing 
at night. 

The first part of my dream was not so 
bad. I had been hunted into my hen- 
roost by a covetous Chancellor, With a 
view^ to gaining favour in his Noncon- 
formist eyes I posed as a Passive 
Resister. Unfortunately this did not 
appeal to him in his official capacity. 
He handed me an Income Tax form and 
sternly bade me fill it up. 

This was quite easy. 

Earned income, £»300. Income derived 
from houses, buildings, land, roller 
skating rinks, Rand mines, tithe, and 
breweries, 7iil. Total Income, £300, from 
which I could deduct £150 on account 
of fifteen children all under the age of 
sixteen. 

Net income £150, of which £160 is 
exempt (which, as Euclid would observe 
in bis concise way, is absurd). 

Income for Taxation purposes, minus 

£ 10 . ' 

I drew up an account of minus £10 at 
9d , and said politely to the Chancellor, 
“ As far as I can make out the Govern- 
ment owes me 78. 6d. I might have 
charged you on the Is. 2d. rate, as you 
have not earned it, but I am a patriot. 
Please give me Is. dd. and eight Drea^ 
noughts at once.” 

The Chancellor scowled at the form. 

^ “Ah!” he said, “hut you have two 
rich undes with a quarter of a million 
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each. There must be an entry under the 
heading of Ungotten Minerals.” 

“My dear Chancellor,” I protested, 
“ it would be easier for a Church School 
teacher to extract a salary from a Welsh 
County Council than for me to raise a 
solitary sovereign out of my deplorably 
miserly relatives.” 

“A couple of strokes of a pick-axe 
w’Oiild place all that gold at your dis- 
posal,” he answered grimly. 

“ But I should be hanged ! ” I pro- 
tested feebly. 

“You call yourself a patriot and 
grudge the Government its Death Duties, 
do you? One halfpenny in the £ on 
half a million amounts to £1,01:1 13&‘. 4d. 
Unless this is paid in fourteen days 
immediate distraint will be made.” 

But the dream brightened at the 
hnish, for 1 had a consoling vision of 
an auctioneer attempting to raise this 
sum from a sale of my rejected MSS. 
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BEDFORD MUSAGETES. 

{After Matthew Arnold.) 

[The following lines are supposed to be , 
addi’essed to Mr. Redford from the Afternoon 
■I'healre by Mr. Bernard 8nAw, who accuses the I 
Censor of making The Merry Widoxo his j 
standard of dramatic pi'opriety.] 

Not here, my good fellow ! 

Are plays meet for you. 

But where Aldwych is hoisting 
Its pomp to the blue ; 

Or where moon-smitten millions 
Unceasingly crowd 
At the entrance of Daly’s — 

Go there and be proud. 

To the seats on the house top 
The multitude flock ; 

They ai'e fighting their hunger 
With peppermint rock. 

On the faiUeuil beneath sits 
The blue-blooded swell ; 

He has robed him and dined him 
Remarkably well. 

What gowns are these coming ? ® 

What hats, and by whom? -^^d some 

W^at skirt-trains oiitsweeping strife 

The vacuum broom ? , pas 

What sweet-breathing music Why, earth. 

Unchastened of Time? That mak 

What hosen illumed by ^ ^ j 

Th, light 

Tis Edwardes presenting The rest of 

His loveliest dream ! The child 

They all were stupendous, . 

But this is the cream 1 ^ mi 

The Cory 

Lo, here is the drama The time-ho 

Your wits understand ; TI 10 

The Muse you have fostered — ■ — 

And foist on our land ! “ Sussex : 4.0 for 

Thef choruses chirrup What is one le| 

And pass to the wings ; among so many * 
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The wags entertain us 
And somebody sings. 

What strife do they teU off? 

’ What passions expound ? 

Why, earth, and the motive 
That makes her go round. 

First show they the flirting 
Of flappers, and tlien 

The rest of existence, 

The childhood of men ; 

The dance in its daring, 

The Corybant’s wreath ; 

The time-honoured chestuut, 
The Stars and their teeth. 


Notice on Yarmouth (LW.) Pier : — 

“ Any person going on tlie pier without first 
producing liis railway ticket, or paying the 
authorised toll, or insulting or annoying the 
piermaster or any other official, is liable to a 
fine of £5 ” 

With such a choice of alternatives the 
fine should not often be incurred. 

S.P.C.K.N. 

“ An exciting fire broke out yesteitlay on the 
premises of the Society for Promoting Ohris- 
tijm Knowledge in Northumberland-avenue.’* — 
Daily Mirror. 

A similar society for Wiiitefriars would 
be no bad thing. 


“ Sussex : 4.0 for 1 Ltinch.”— /%ar. The result of the Derby was something 

What is one leg and a slice of ham of a paradox, for Edward the Seventh was 
among so manv ? Fii-st and William the Fourth was Third. 
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DEVOTEES OF DISCORD AT QUEEN’S HALL. (No. «x> 

TixEPATHy OB Kleptomania? -"***^ - "" 

We lave be^ favoured-if the can be btongly descends (by request) to bis lowest note 

employed in such sl context — ^wilh an advanced proof of the ^ h / 

analysis of a work entitled Ode to Discord, perpetrated by a _ 

tSir Charles Stanford, which is to he performed by the New (No. n.) fe 



The Thiid Movement or Burst partakes of the nature of an 
Oasis in a Grand Sahara of Cacophony, but in the Finale, to 
quote from the analysis, “ the forces of Discoid a^ain awake, 
and their resuscitation is indicated by a Prelude founded on 
snatches of a theme which continually doiiiinates the move- 
ment. This subject is* admittedly a chromatic version ot the 
well-known Volkslied, 

* Wn wollen mclit Lis liuh 

Nach Hause wiedei geheii* 

(hteially, *We will not go home again until caily to-monow 
monmig*), 

as will be evident from the following quotations : — 


(No. 17.)^^^ 


Wir wol-len nicht bis Mor- gen Iruh Nach Hau se 


s -o CZZIL-y 


DESIGN FOR AN ODE TO DISCORD 

Symphony Orchestra at Queen’s Hall on the 9tli inst 
We have been spared the “ poem,” — a considerate omission, 
to judge from the music, which is throughout in an 
advanced stage of de-composition, but the perusal of this 
preliminary document, which desmibes the Ode as "A 
eShimerical Bombination in Four Bursts,” has filled u& 
with mingled feelings, in which anxiety predominates. 
Thus we read that the orchestra will be reinforced on this 
occasion “by a Hydrophone, a Tambnrone Bombastico, a 
real Jamboon, and a Contrabass-Macaroon,” while the 
dramatis wrsonce include “ Chioinatic Brigands, Double- 
sharpers, Contrapunters, and syncopated Suftragetti.” Th-is 
is bad, but worse fallows. Thus in the opening movement 
a reference to waterfalls is suggested “ by the soft ‘ swishing ’ 
(to borrow a graphic Eton phrase) of the Hydrophone,” while 
in the Second Burst our attention is called to tlie following 
“ beautiful progression on the trumpets ; — 

which passes into a resumption of the main theme (No. 7) in 
E fiat minor, and shortly after in E major, where the Trombones, 
the bloodhounds of the orchestra, triumphantly bay it out in 
I full force.” The Burst ends with the impressive Invocation 
of the Bass Tuba, which enters with a booming roar, and, after 
striking the astonishetl firmament and rebounding tlierrfiom. 


wie • der ge hen, 


(Na x8) g — • y- ” 

Wol-len nicht bis Mor gen fmh Nach Hau-se wie der gehen, 

the first being the subject of a fugue, in which the ' blithe 
Anarchs ' disport themselves to the manner born. TJie 
booming of the Chimsera, personified by the Tuba Mirabilis, 
is heard through the tumult, while the chromatic scales of 
the Anarchs crowd round it. As the welter proceeds, phrases 
from the main theme of Burst the Second (No. 7) appear, the 
approach of a dimax being heralded by the organ-tuner’s 
scale, ascending step by step, all three themes combining at 
the longed-for appearance of ‘the Hideous.’ The Volkslied 
now rears its hitlieito diminished head in an augmented 
form, when the movement reaches the key (more recognisable, 
perhaps, by its signature of one shaip than by its sound) of 
G major ; the solemn notes of the oigan accentuate the piety 
of the tliiong, 

tNo .9.) 

and a series of slrepitously explosive augmented fifths leads 
to tlie^ high-water mark of sonority, where the unhappy 
Volkslied is thundered out in both foims, simultaneously 
dovetailed. 


(No. 20 




-M m 

T r 


A short allusion to the theme (No, 7), a rush of descending 
chi-omatic diminished fifths, and a swirl of the Hydrophone 
indicate the sudden hnsh of the Anarchs as they hear their 
inevitable fate approaching. Then the Outraged Volkslied 
asserts itself on the Homs of its Dilemma in its true Diatonic 
colours ; — 




!i_Hoins. 


^ j» 1 8-— i 1 — 1 

z*itTM=»=8=-l5=S= ES=SI=i==!^=^ < 


and the Trumpets also are just expressing their determina- 
tion to put off their return home until the Diatonic Daylight, 


(No 22.) 5 


tlz=:Si=t=»^=M^ 

p — p — 0 — gc — ip^ 


when the Goddess once more comes to the rescue of the 
affrighted Anarchs, and with a foHissmo ‘Hence, loathed 
melody,’ and a shout of reprobation from the Chorus, the last 
vestige of Tonality departs.” 

Enough has been quoted to indicate the nature of this 
appalling work. But what Mi\ Punch wants to know is 
whether such onslaughts ought to be allowed to be made 
on the unprotected tympana of the British public with 
impunity? Ought composers to be peimitted to tax the 
systems of performers without being super-taxed in turn? 
These are only a few of the thoughts prompted by a perusal 
of this blood-curdling analysis. And this is not merely a 
question of national hygiene. Graver issues are involved by 
ttie composer’s unscrupulous use of themes clearly bon*owed, 
though in perverted form, from composers who in most cases 
are no longer able to protest against this treatment. Tele- 
pathy can hardly explain this op-lifting from Befxhoven and 
Wagner. ISeptomania is probably the most charitable 
excuse that can be put forward. 

M}\ Punch notes in conclusion that this lurid forecast of 


the music of the future has been appropriately illustrated by 
the pencil of an artist named Morrow. The scene depicted 
is that of the Shrine of Discord, in which the goddess, holding 
her notorious apple in one hand and a broken tuning-fork in 
the other, surveys the orgies of her votaries ^Yith contorted 
features and eyeballs askew. Note in the foreground the 
ignominious exit of the old masters — Mozart, BIaydn, Beet- 
hoven, etc. — one of them minus an ear, and all deluged by 
streams of water ejected from the nozzle of the hydrophone. 


Westminster Abbey* 

For whom shall England’s high memorial fane 
Offer a resting-place of hallowed stone 
When they have nobly lived their destined span? 
The nation speaks her choice, but speaks in vain ; 

The final verdict lies with one alone — 

A Mr. Robinson, a clergyman. 


Trousers as Poot-warmers. 

From a testimonial to a leather company 
There has never been ilie sli^test suspicion of dampness, ami 
what I think of as much importance when alternating runs of four 
and five miles in the motor, with shoit -walks through deep slush, 
my feet have remained dry and warm throughout, as made on the 
principles you suggested and worn inside tho trouseis.** 


“In an aside Mr. Healy e\piessei the conviction that the Budget is 
wrong, lock, stock, and baiiel .” — Dady Chvoniele, 

Especially harrel. 
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WHITSUNTIDE MANCEUVRES. 

c.o. “Fix-bayonets^’* 

iSergcattt-Major. “Beg pvrdov, Sir, i‘*iar>i^’ witetuut BATONErs. Order from IIead-Quauters return ale Bayonets to Sfoeb 
LASl' week.” C.O. “On, YES, YES, MY MISTAKE. UnFIX—BAYONETS 1“ 


. - *• His butler was a ruined Duke ; his footmen, vou could see, 

MY MILLIONAIRE. Were youths of ancient lineage and very liigh‘d€^ee. 

{“ Kvor^-titiirg wrs worthy cf a millionaire of cultmited taste.”— T/ze housemaids were a giddy throng of twenty titled girls, 

Weittmhisur Gasette,) , And every day his boots Yvere brushed by Marquises or 

I HOPE I am a modest man : I do not brag aloud Earls. 

you know tke reason well: Lwyd-Georoe kad taxed 

But yet I cannot doubt it gi^s tke mild^t man an air Wiik'^oS^ tccord tkey left tkeir Park, tkeir Castle or tkeir 
To know that he has spoken to a solid mulionaire. 

Tkis Uisd was mine ; my'wealtkv friend was not as others ?P pl^sances tkey fom^lyiad graced, 

chose to serve a millionaiTe ot cultivated taste. 

Tlungs arenot as tkevused to be-somekow they never were; 
° S thick with gems, kis lingers teemed budget days ai-e dai-k for all, since aU must pay a 

And on kis ckwt were diamond stars and other costly things. 3^^ mind one memory can never be effaoed- 

His waistcoats were a sight to see ; their buttons were of meeting with a millionaire of cultivated taste. 

gold; . ■ 

His shirts were trimmed with yards of lace, light-brown and - , ' 

very old. It ^nay he remembered that a fortnight ago we commented 

His bath-taps ran with ruby wine, and when he combed ids' disposition of parts of the Hertford crew to train 

hair independently of each other, and recommended them to meet 

With golden combs you felt he. was indeed a millionaire. during the races. We now read in The SpoHsman 

“ Ou Thursday Queen’s, through a luibhap in the boat, lost a place to 
I cannot tell the thousand things that went to make him Hertford, but the latter made amends on this occasion, and, gaining 
great : rapidly by the Weirs Bridge, caught Hertford as the boats were coming 

The sums he paid in income-tax ; the cost of his estate ; 

His motor-cars and newspapers-^he ran the lot for fun — From which it would seem that they took our advice. On 

And all the moneyed deeds he did, and aU he could have other hand (to quote the same paper) : — 
j > done. « University 2 finished a long way behind University 2.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

E\TRiCTED FROM THE DiART OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Lordsy Moyiday, May 24 — ^In 


I 



Tim Historian op Scotoh Whisky. 

‘ I say, Ml Speaker, without feai of contra- 
diction, that it IS without exception the hncst, 
the best, etc , etc.” — ad lu fimium* 

(SirHeniy Ciaik) 

moment^ of liappy inspuatioH, Lord 
Lovat, sixteenth Baxon, fell upon a way 
that seems to point to revolu- 
tion in procedure. Bfeidontho. T 


No noble lord (and very few bon. 
Members), having answeied his own 
question, would immediately after re- 
suming his seat jump up again and 
lemark, “xVrising out of that reply, I 
beg to ask whether and so on. 

It happened that shortly before this 
happy thought struck Lo^\T in the 
Ijoids a new tain was given to Ques- 
tions in the Commons by action ot the 
Prime Minister. Dr. Fox, lound whose 
personality stiU lingers mental mistiness 
as to why he should not be personally 
lovable, attempted to pose Premier with 
inqiiiry as to how he reached the con- 
clusion that was the aveiage lato ol 
Income Tax paid last year. 

“Sn,” said the Premier, “the figure 
of Qjd. is arrived at by dividing the 
total yield of the tax by the aggiegate 
income of taxable peisons coming under 
review by the CWmissioneis of Inland 
Revenue. The other figuies are ob- 
tained by multiplying the figure of 9^d. 
by the estimated yield in a lull year^of 
the tax after the pioposcd alterations 
have been made, excluding and includ- 
ing the super-tax, and dividing by its 
estimated yield on the existing basis ” 

Dr Feil’s countenance, as this pains- 
taking explanation proceeded, was a 
pleasing study. As the syllables fell m 
slow utterance stonier and stonier grew 
its absence of expression. When the 


last word in the stupendous second 
sentence was spoken, he clapp'^d Lis 
hands to his head and staled into space. 



The Chvmpion or Oirtsh Wh-h-isky. 

Tay Pay explains that the leasoii of its 
supeiioiity (pace Sir John Dewar and otheis *) 
to Scotch Whisky is that it “lies id’e so much 
longei ” (The ineie mention of the matter "will 
piobahly be sufficient to incite the Irish con- 
snmei to lemedy this nat onal shoitcoming) 

Here is another useful hint. If in 
foithcoming holidays Admirvl McKenna 
will piepare for Mangnall’s- 
^ QuESiioNS Ashley a few answei s 


paper a question addressed to 
Under Secretary tor War touch- 
ing details of Territorial Force. 
Having submitted it, he re- 
marked that it was hopeless 
to expect information from the 
Government. 

“I shall therefore,” he said, 
“ endeavour to answer the ques- 
tion myself;” and straightway 
proceeded to do so. 

Of course the principle un- 
derlying this innovation is not 
new. Readers of Donibey and 
Son remember how the eldest 
of Dr, Blimher^s pupils at 
I Brighton chiefly occupied his 
time in writing long letters 
to himself from persons of 
I distinction, addressed “ P. 
Toots, Esq., Brighton, Sussex.” 
Never before has it been 
applied to the business ot 
Parliament. Its advantages are 
obvious. Valuable time will be 
saved to overworked officials of 
the State who now spend their 
early mornings in preparing 
answera to multifarious ques- 
tions, thelargemajority trivially 
controversial. It will avoid 
heated temper; above all, will 
stay the pestilence of supple- 
mentary questions. 



Getting a bit Mixed. 

Tim Healy lunches at “ The Bull.” 

Mr Healy, infiniated by Mr Haio’d Cox, who had tin own 
“diuuks of John Stuart Mill” at hm head, exclaimed with pas- 
feionate fervoui that ” theij [the Iii-hjhad to weai the shoe, and all 
Ih^ knew was that the pioof of the pudding was m the eating ” 


constructed on this model, it 
would lead to the saving of 
precious time and would earn 
the gratitude of Members whose 
questions standing lower down 
on the list are habitually cut 
out by his expansive curiosity. 
In this pai-ticularly hard case the 
dose would have to be repeated 
daily for perhaps a week. At 
end of that time it would cer- 
tainly piove effective. 

Btisbiess done , — Spirit Duty 
Resolution carried over Report 
stage. 

House of ConimonSy Tuesday, 
— ^Tim Hevly back again, bring- 
ing his sheaves with him in 
the form of choice invecti\e 
Has his peiiods of ** retreat,” 
too long and too frequent for the 
House. Compensation found in 
the foice and eneigy with which 
he lets himself go when ho 
drops in on the old familiar 
scene. To-day he finds question 
of Irish tobacco to the fore. 
Ireland in unaccustomed mood 
wants something from the Trea- 
sury ; a rebate on the duty of 
eiglitpence in the pound on 
home-grown tobacco would do to 
go on with, Lloyd-George s^ m- 
pathetic but shocked. Why, such 
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aa arrangement would be pure Protec- KircHEar CoMinrrEE, on Mark Lock^vcod AND VENUS, > 

tion ! In the form of a grant something (Colondj, as Vice-Ohairman, the storm • .v , • . 

even more liberal might be done-has feU. It seems that in overweemng [Mr. ^ 

indeed been conceded, and Ireland has confidence in impregnabihty of their ..“general T(ill as embodied k 

for several years benefited by it. ^ position immediately on introduction cu mstituti ns” ASuDragotte 

Tim consumed witli wratk at tliis Budget the Kitchen Committee clapped interposed witli the lemark that “ the geneial 
evasion. Protection pleased him not, a penny on the price of a full glass of will included the 1 ^ill oi the women.” Mr 
nor Free Trade either. whisky, with glaring absence of mathe- II^ldvne expressed a hope that “the ladies 

“They ate both Mse,” he mati^l precision adding a si^ 

that impartiality that marks the really the half glass. Bute\en the woim will gga^gi^tlyl^^l^adth^ police called in, and, after 
f ‘irgeraind. “There is nothing light or turn. There followed an outburst oi the fifteenth and final ejection, declared that he 
wrong about either. What suits you is angry indignation, for parallel to which had always voted for women’s suffrage] 

I best.” Sark says you must ^ back to the « You speak, Mr. HAi,nAS-E.” a Suffragette 

I Irishmen were in the most advan- epoch that saw birih. given to the Bill 

. tageous position for knowing whether of Rights. Kitchen Committee promptly uqc vym +he Peonle whole- 
Ireland was well treated or not. hauled down their flag halfway. The g^j^^ 

“We have to wear the shoe, cried supertax was reduced one halfpenny, has the idea ever entered your head 
Tim, shaking a fearsome forefinger at This did not wholly pacify. rphat ‘ the People * are not only male ? ” 

the cringing figure of the Chancelu)r Challenged across floor of House by 

OF rnr4 ExciiKQiuat, “ and all we know is Robert HoBARr, Mark Lockwood ap- “The People are those,” Mr. Haldane 


that the proof of the pudding is in the peared at the Table, metaphorically in a 
eating.” white sheet, and endeavoured to explain 

This suggestion of a sort of shoe things away. He admitted that even the 
padding, or of four-and-twenty 
high-lows baked in a pie, per- • 
plexed the crowded House. Al- 
ready its witheis had been 
wrung by the testimony of Mr. 

UoiLDiM.. based on the opinion ' 
ol au expert, as to the peculiar | 
quality ot tobacco grown in Ire- j 
land. It seems that a cow could 
fill herself (as if she were a pipe) * 
with the home-grown plant and 
“would not have a pain.” 

W^bereas if the same discrimi- 
nating quadruped wcie.to lirowse 
on American tobaenso - plants "Jyy 

“the results) would be devas- . ” _ 

tating.” ^ 

All this was phiin sailing com- Uader One Flvg (-stone) ! 

pared with 'I'im’s mystic sugges- . i a x- i -i • • ^ • 

tion of tie top boot or blucher 




Uader One Flvg (-stone)! 


Au aideiit, patriotic subscriber enjoying The limes 
Empire-Day Supplement, 


replied, 

“ W’^hom the Vote lias endowed with a 

WTII; 

And until to extend it to you we 
decide, 

You have no right to ask it — 
Be still!” 


“ You incline to our part — or you 
say that you do — 

And our wrongs you profess 
to deplore, 

Yet when we endeavour to ask 
if it 's true — 

We are promptly put out at the 
door!” 

“ I owe to my office this difficult 
task — 

By the General Will to abide ; 

But I sympathise deeply with all 
that you ask — 

So long as you ’re safely out- 
side!” “ 


pudding. ^ ^ .. 

The speech stiired the somnolent increase of a halfpenny per glass would 

House like a sudden gust of wind. Cer- leave the purveyors not only free from the 

tdinly it blew from the north-east, but Chancellor op the Exchequer’s impost “ A very fine basket of trout was obtained by 
was wholesome in its energy and fresh- lamented by “ the Trade,” but would Mr. Cunningbam, Edinburgh, last 

neos. Through its truculence, its ram- yield a slight increase of profits. On the basket scaled about 5 lb , s jme oi 

pant raging at England and aU that is other lian^ must be taken into account 


English, tlxore sounded one fine note of the virtxie of inculcating temperance tt x i ^ , 

simple eloquence. “England ” Tim said, by limiting the expenditure of hon. Here at last is a fishing story which we 
in voice trembling with suppressed Members upon alcoholic drinks. F m^illy almost have believed but for the 

emotion, “has done her best to turn the and this was the Coloners great point, averages and the respectively. 

perfumed garden of Ireland into a “Members can avoid paying the odd 

blackened potato patch.” halfpenny by purchasing two portions ciini*h«v« 

done. -More Budget Reso- at the same ^ , o 

27iui s(iaj/.— A fortnight ago entry vvas suggested itself. When put forward in piuperty, and submit saie to the next meetr 
niacle in tins diary forecasting ^revolt the simple language at Mark’s command ing*'— Local Paper, 

^inst iniquitous action of Kitchen it was so obvious. Good-humour im- beo- to submit a t^ndpr nf five 
Committee in making haste to raise mediately restored. Members of Kitchen poLdsi 2e WmdS it 
l^nce of whisky consequent on higher Committee are able once more to meet to see mm ao u. 

Budget impost As was then pointed for the despatch of business in their 

out, it is one thing to legislate for a mob own room, a custom intermitted of late What to do with our High-water Marks. 

^ hoveriug round the spot of From a letter in The Western Morning 

nnd of your action in insistent dangerous-lookmg pickets. News: ^ 

demaud of waiter for another halfpenny Business done , — ^House adjourns for " « a j xv i,- v x i j* • j- x- • 

per glass of your favourite refresher. Whitsun recess. Back a^ain this dav • high-water mark of mdignauon is 

Tn uawduu xca.cb 3. agdxn xms uay raised to its zemthwhen aa official residence 

1 in i^retted absence of Chmiimah of wedc. [ « for a Frenchman’s showroom." 


The Climbers. 
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EVERY HOME ITS OWN LAW-SOURT. 

Jane v. Piokues and Othcrs. 

This case came before Papa and Uncle 
Tohy,^ L.JJ,y being an appeal from a 
decision of Nurse^ J., in tbe domestic 
divisional court on tbe previous day, 
Azint Selhm, K,G., appeared for the 
appellant, and Cousin Teaser, K.G. 
(with him Bohby), for the respondents, 
\\ho were sued through Mamma, their 
next friend. 

It appeared that on the afternoon of 
March 11 th the respondent PicUes, aged 
eight, with two others of lesser age, were 
left in the nursery under the charge of the 
ajppeUant, during the temporary absence 
01 Ntirse, They had in their possession 
a silver coin of the realm, to wit a six- 
pence, which during the course of a 
series ol unlawful frolics the respondent 
Pichles, aided and abetted by the other 
respondents, wilfully and maliciously 
dropped down the back of the appellant. 
The latter with some difficulty shook the 
said coin from her person and appro- 
priated it. An action was at once 


commenced before "Nurse, J., on her 
return. It was argued on behalf of the 
defendant that the action of the plain- 
tiffs in so disposing of the sixpence 
clearly amounted to a constructive gift 
of the money to the person down whose 
back it was dropped. On the other 
hand it was contended for the plaintiffs 
tliat on account of their tender age by a 
legal presumption they were irresponsible 
for their actions, and that in any case 
there was insufficient evidence of malice. 
This view was upheld by Nurse, J,, who 
ordered that the money bo forthwith 
restored and that the defendant pay the 
costs of the application. Against this 
decision Jaws appealed. 

A2ini Selina, K,C., for the appellant. 
The parting with the coin by bestowing 
it upon the person of her client was 
undoubtedly a constructive gift, even 
though it was not so intended by the 
respondents. Moreover, there was ample 
evidence of sufficient malice to rebut the 
presumption in favour of the respon- 
dents. Previous to the act over which 
the dispute arose they had clearly been 


endeavouring to cause annoyance and 
discomfort to the appellant. She had 
been led by fraudulent representations 
into consuming a chocolate biscuit from 
vvhich the sandwiched sweetmeat had ‘ 
been removed, pepper having been j 
substituted in its place. Counsel was 
not sure that the respondents were not 
indictable for the administration of 
noxious drugs. 

Cousin Teaser, K,C., objected. Pepper 
was not a noxious drug. The condiment 
in question had been provided for the 
use of the family by his learned friend 
herself, and if* it were in any way 
noxious she (his learned friend) was 
indictable in the first instance. 

The objection was allowed. 

Cousin Teaser, K.G,, addressed the 
Court with great confidence and a Smut 
on his nose. He wondered that his 
learned friend had the face 

Aunt Sdina (inteTn'upting) was sorry 
that her learned friend had such a poor 
apology for one. 

Cousin Teaser did not understand. 
A poor apology for what ? 




PUNC H, OB THE LONDON OHAEIVABI. [Jcim 2, 1909. 

Respondents, who hnd on more than Fint ?7. 0, Phank you. 
one occasion throughout the action been Third N, G. I *m afi-aid he ’s mistaken, 
detected and reproved for making un- Fry’s at mid-on. That’s Gillingham 
seemly grimaces at the opposing Counsel, at third man. 


were ordered to pay the costs, and left 
the court in tears. It was later un- 
officially understood that on urgent 


ae costs, and left First N. G, Oh no, I know Gilling- 

It was later un- ham. He ’s very different.^ 

that on urgent Stranger, Fry is at third man. No 


representations from their next friend one else walks like that, 


lordships’ minds at rest once for alL 
Ihe witness Gooh was then called, 
and deposed that that there Jane was 
a greedy gal, she was, and never did 
appreciate the pore little innercents in 
their little pranks, as one might say. 
Boys would be boys. 

Au7it Selina objected to this part of 
the evidence as uTelevant. What was 
required from witness was fact, and 
not aphoi’isms however original. 

Gooh (reamning) further deposed that 
it weren’t out o’ no sense o’ right and 
wrong that appellant had retained 
the disputed money, but because she 


the Court had been induced to indem- 
nify the respondents out of its own 
pockets. 

IN THE SHILLING SEA.TS. 

Scene — Lobb’p. 

First New Gomer. HuUo, is that you ? 

Second N, G, Yes. 

First N, G. What are you doing 
here? 

Second N, G, I just came to see the 
Australians. 

First N, G, Are you alone ? 

Second N. G, Yes. 


are you doing and get one. 

Voice, Card. 


Second N, G, Who ’s captain ? 

First N, G, I don’t know. Warner, 
I think. 

Stranger, No, Fry. 

Second N. G. Thank you. 

First N, G, There ’s a card boy at last. 
Hi, caid! 

Stranger, It’s no good calling. He 
can’t get here for hours. You must go 


wrong that appellant had retained First N, G, Come and sit here. First I 

the disputed money, but because she Second N, G, Pleasure. It’s a long managed, 
(appellant^ were that spiteful If she time since I saw you. one. 

(appellant) had had St. Paul’s crammed First N, G. Isn’t it ? Let ’s see, how Second 
down her back she ’d ’a’ kep’ it, she long. Why, it must be 1892 ? sold out. 

would. Second N, G, Is it really? Yes, I Fint 1 


Aunt Selina (cross exaynining). You suppose it is. 
state that whatever had been pushed 27iird 27. C. Huho, eight 
down this unfortunate girl’s back by down. By Jove, that’s good, 
these depraved young scoundrels she in? 


wickets 

Who’s 


would have appropriated ? 


Another voice. Here, caid ! 

Another voice. Card ! 

Another voice. Card ! 

Voices together. Card ! » 

First N, G, How stupidly this is 
managed. I’ll toss you who goes for 
one. ^ (They toss,) 

Second 27. G, (returning). He’d just 
sold out. 

Fint 27. G. What rot ! The whole 
system ’s absurd. 

Stranger, Will you look at my card ? 

First 27. G, Thank ~you. (JReads^ 
Hullo, why Trumhe^’s oxxt. A duck, 


Fourth 27. G, Looks like Gregory to too. What a shame ! 


Gooh (emphatically), WhichIcertingly me. Yes, that’s Gregory at the Pavi- 


Aunt Selina, Have you ever known 
the respondents to place chattels or even 


lion end. 

Stranger, No, that’s Macartney. 

Third N.G, It’s TrUxMPER the other 


hereditaments down people’s hack on end, I ’ll swear. 

, previous occasions? Stranger, No, that’s Armstrong. 

I Gook didn’t know about chattels and Third 27. G, Thank you. Who ’s 
suchlike, but she distinctly remembered bowling, I wonder ? 
that respondents had treated her in the FoiiHli N. G, Fielder, of course. Can’t 
same manner one day last month with a you see ? 

live frog, which she didn’t mind, bless Stranger. No, it’s Buokenh.vm bowling. 


Third 27. G. Hullo, what are they 
going in for? Not tea, surely, with 
only one wicket still to fall. 

Stranger. Yes, tea. 

\Gries of derision and catcalls from 
all round the ring, as the 
players begin to troop off.} 

First N. G, Well, I call it a scandal. 

Second 27. G. A perfect outrage. I 
hope the crowd will protest. 

Fourth N. G. Tea, indeed ! Fancy the 


their little hearts, and made witness larf Fourth N, G. Thank you. The light ’s old crjcketers asking for a tea interval. 


something crool it did to see the pore very bad. I can’t see a thing, 
thing leppin’ about all over her (wit- First 27. G. Where are you living 
ness’s) kitchmg. - now ? 

Auiit Selina (impressloely). Did the Second 27. 0, Same old place. And 
respondents on that occasion evince the you? 

slightest desire to retain the frog in First 27. G, I ’ve moved to Biyswater. 
question ? . Why, your boy must be quite an age 

Cook. They said it was a Valentine, now? 
bein’, as I rememl}er, the fourteenth o’ Second 27. G. Yes, he’s at BaJliol. 
Fobuerry.^ ^ First 27. G. And the others ? 

Aiiiil Selina. My Lords, I need not Second N, G. My eldest girl was mar- 


ry bad. I can’t see a thing. Fhst 27. G, In my time they used on 

First 27. G. Where are you living a hot day to bring out a loving cup. 
►w ? Tea 1 Cricket *s goiag to the dogs. 

Second 27. 0, Same old place. And [The hoots continue. Fry is seen to 

spinnt for ihe Pavilion and call 
First 27. G, I ’ve moved to Biyswater. up to the Australians' balcony. 

by* your boy must be quite an age The next man in runs lightly down 

►"W" ? the steps and mcjzes for the-pit^, 

Secoiid 27. C. Yes, he’s at BaJliol. The eineketers turn round and 

First N . G. And the othem ? follow him. The crowd cheers.} 

Second N.G. My eldest girl was mar- First N. G. That ’s a very good thing ; 


further tmubleyou. Pespon dents own ried last week. Let’s see, has Noble there migbt have been a very ugly scene, 
witness has admitted that under pre- been in yet? Third N.G. Very sensible of Warner, 

cisely similar circumstences the object First N. G. He’s out, I tbink. The wasn’t it? 

m question was a gift— nay more, a cards axe very slow in coming. Fourth N.G. Warner! That wasn’t 


I sentimental gift. I leave the issue to 
your brdships’ discretion. 

Gousin Teaser interposed, but 

Papa, L,J summing up, was of 
opinion that the respondents had 
proved their own liability. 

Unde Tdbyt L.J., concurred. 

Appeal uphdd. 

e e V 


Stranger. Noble ’s out. 

First 27. G. Thank you. 

Second 27. G. Where’s Fry? 

First N, G. I don’t see him for the 
moment. 

Third 27. G. That’s Fry at mid-on. 
First 27. 0. Thank you. 

Stranger. No, Fry’s not at mid-on. 
Fry’s third.man. 


Third N.G. Very sensible of Warner, 
The wasn’t it? 

Fourth N. G. Warner ! That wasn’t 
Warner ; that was Foster. 

Stranger. It was Fry. 

Fourth N. G. Thank you. i 

the First N. G. W’ell, I don’t suppose the ! 

new man will last long, 
u (Thompson bowls him.) 

First N. G. There — ^what did I say ? 
1-on. The Crowd. Now' they can drown 
. theiiselves in tea if they like. . 
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THE REVENGE. 

(A True Story from Odessa ) 

Three students of Odessa 
Were Leo, Nic and Jan ; 

Tliey loved to smoke and crack a joke, 
They loved to clink the can ; 

They loved to flirt with Tessa, 
klarie, and Olga too, ^ 

They loved their larks, these gay young 
sparks. 

As sparks are apt to do. 

In vain would staid professors 
Attempt by hook or crook 
To wean those boys from giddy joys 
And bring them all to book. 

The hardened young transgressors 
Just winked the other eye, 

And thought, “ W’hy turn our brains to 
learn 

The square oix + y? 

“ There ’s Ivan I Ivan knows it ! 

He loves to sit and cram, 

And we *11 contiive to sit next Ive 
When doing our exam,’* 

Aofid BO with many a prosit 
To Ivan’s subtle biain 


They laughed and joked and chaffed and 
smoked 

And clinked the can again. 

The day, so dread and fateful, 

At length must needs arrive, 

When a!l the three arranged to be 
Close round the desk of Ive ; 

And, feeling didy grateful 
That he was well prepared. 

They made a note of what he wrote 
And X + y was squared. 

That night there was much dining, 

And Ive Avas toasted well ; 

They wished him health, they wished 
him wealth. 

More times than I can tell. 

But every silver lining 

Must have its leaden cloud : 

The pass-list came, and oh, the shame ! 
All four of them were ploughed I 

Then wroth waxed Nic and Leo, 

And Jan was far from cool ; 

’Twas clear as day, decided they, 

That Ivan was a fool ; 

And stifiight the outraged trio 
Together atiiodo abroad, 


And Ive was thrashed and kicked and 
Irashed 

For being such a fraud. 

Now sad their sitnation 
Deep in a dungeon vault ; 

Grim, grim their fate, for they awak 
Their trial for assault. 

Yet great their provocation, 

And when the lads are tried 
The judge— who knows? — ^may think 
their blows 
Were not unjustified. 


Throwing Good Money after Bad. 

“The per-capita wealtli of Ihe^ little town of 
Onnneisdorf has been suddenly incx eased as a 
con^e<inence of the visit of a Berlin merchant, 
who sought to cure a tempotary ht o£ metal (•jh ) 
depiebbion by throwing away handfuls of money 
and precious stones ” — DattyMaiL 


0 1C B W 

“Crawford 1 ... 0 ... 160 . . — ” 

— NetLcastle Daily Chronide 

We can imagine his appeal for “just 
one more over,” and the captain’s 
apologetic refusal. 



396 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIYARI. 


[June 2, 1909. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Sin John AitPAon was oE tlie class of meu tlxat has made, 
extended, and still preseives the British Empire. For a 
period of forty years, between 1868 and 1907, he was active 
in the service of his country. His range of experience was 
singularly wide. Gazetted to the Royal Engineers in his nme- 
I teenth year, he \sas appointed, while still young, to the post 
of f^cretary to the Committee on Fortifications, in which 
capacity he visited Halifax and Bermuda. He was in Pans 
‘ at the occupation of the Germans, assisted at the Congi-ess of 
Berlin, served on the BulgarianBoundary Commission, was sent 
to Egypt during the crisis of uhich Aami was the central 
figure, fought in the Soudan, was Prhate Secielary to lord 
Lansdowne when Viceroy of India, was at The Hague during 
the Conference of 1899, being temporarily borrowed from the 
j Intelligence Department, of which he was the head before 
and during the Boer War. It seems to have been an impulse 
common to the Foreign Office, 
j and the War Office, whenever a 
good man was wanted, stiaight- 
w'ay to send for Ardagh. 

The story of this strenuous 
Life (Murray) is told by Lady 
Ardagh. No temptation would 
, have made him place it on 
record with his own hand. As 
modeat as he -was courageous 
and capable, he was almost 
morosely reticent about his own 
1 achievements. This characteris- 
tic was most notable during the 
dark days of the Boei War. 

As chief of the Intelligence De- 
partment, uninstr noted critics 
naturally turned and rent him 
wdien discoveiy was made of 
the hopeDss inefficiency of the 
Army, and of the Administia- 
tion’s colossal ignorance about 
the strength and resources of 
the Boers. Ardagu bore other 
people’s burdens in silence. 

It was only when tlie Royal 


Commission was appointed to inquire into the unhappy 
1 business that disclosure was made of the fact that the 
counsels and warnings of the Intelligence Department had 
been systematically ignored by a Government fuRy and accu- 
j rately informed. Lady Ardagh has clone well to Hft the veil 
from this noble figure. 

FriseiUa of The Good hUent is not, as you might reasonably 
supine from the title, a seafaring romance, but a story of 
life in a north-countiy village, as it Is imagined by Mr. 
HalliwciIi SoiCLiPFE. I put 111 that last remark because, 
with every possible respect for an author of multifold 
achievement, I am unable to believe a word he says about 
the inhabitants of Garth. Good Intent was the name of a 
farai, where dwelt heroine Pnseilla^ and was wooed of two 
swains, David the Smith and the returned ne’er-do-well 
squire, Btnihen Gaunt. Eventually, after a fever epidemic 
which tries the true metal of Gaunt (and the author’s treat- 
ment of-tliis is by far the best thing in the book), PHsciUa 
marsies him, amid prospects of the rosiest. At least we 
are told so ; but as a matter of fact aH the persons of the 
tale are so palpably artificial tffiat it is impossible to credit 
them with any future existence whatever. They are tiie 
autumnal rustics of Drury Lane rather than those of life ; 


and their dialogue, with its almost maddening frequency of 
poetic metaphor, proclaims their origin on cveiy page. Still, 
Mr. SuTOLirrE’s pictures oE Fell country are so alluring that 
he has almost persuaded me to renew an old acquaintance 
with it this very month; though, like the conjuror in Peter 
Pan, I “haven’t any hope really” that the inhabitants will 
proA^e such a company of inglorious Miltons as he would have 
me picture them. 

Another Priscilla, Priscilla and Gharyldis (Constakle), 
was a farmer’s daughter, with modern ideas on milking and 
manure, whose parents married her to a plausible and well- 
to-do scoundrel. Luckily, however, for her peace of mind 
they were no sooner married than separated. As they were 
leaving the church her newly-made husband was arrested on 
a charge of fraud, and clapped into prison, and the news- 
papers, shortly after his release, reported that he was 
drowned. So Priscilla, guilelessly believing what they said, 
mariied the squire, a shiltless youth without much backbone, 
and made a man and a Member of Pailiament of him by the 

example of her own resolute 
character. But, j ust when they 
were beginning to live happily 
ever after, the scoundrel turned 
up again, and held a pistol at 
the squire’s head, one barrel 
loaded with blackmail, the other 
with the law, exclaiming, “ Your 
money or my wife ! ” The 
squire was for giving him 
neither, and must infallibly 
have got the worst of the en- 
counter, if a previous victim of 
the scoundrel’s had not saved 
the situation by killing him 
with a pitchfork. And, after 
all, she need not have done it 
(except as a relief to her own 
feelings), because it turned out 
that PriscilWs first marriage 
had been conducted by a sham 
parson. However, it ’s no 
use crying over spilt blood, 
and Tve must take Mr. Frank- 
roRT Moore’s book as we find 
it, and be as thankful as 
we can. Its title is, perhaps, the worst thing about it, for 
there is no suggestion that Priscilla in the story itself stands 
for one of two alternative perils. The jingle of sounds— a 
little arbitrary in any case — ^migbt have served if it had 
called up any corresponding association of ideas; but it 
doesn’t, and so it is just a jingle.-- 



DESIGN FOR STANDARD TO BE DSED AT CRICKET 
MATCHES WHEN THE YOUNG PRINCES ATTEND. 


Mr. Bernard Gapes has returned to romance proper without 
polemic interludes on style, and that is an excellent thing, 
because I would not willingly have missed a page of The 
Love Story of St. Bel (Methuen). The scene is laid in 
fourteenth-century Siena, and (except for the heroine and a 
very unpleasant hunchbadk who impersonates his brothpr, 
the perfect knight St. Bel, and may in fact be termed the 
dragon) St. Ca'XHERind is the most prominent personage^ in 
the book. Of course, when a writer introduces an historical 
dea ex machind (and the Saint occupies this role in settling 
the feuds of the contado), there is likely to be a good deal of 
creaking about the ropes ; but Mr.GAi^ knows them So well 
that it is hard to believe he was not there in person, disguised 
as an arbalister or Black-. Dominican. His chalracterS^talk 
in an archaic maimer which is admirably sustained from 
start to finish without ever becoming tiresome, andUiiat is 
no small testimony to the author’s skill. 
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CHARIVARIA. at Christie’s 

The British naval attache in Berlin It bore the 
presented the German Emperor, last Sacrifice.” 
week, with a copy o£ the British Navy 
List, but this attempt to intimidate His The Protes 
Majesty strikes ns as puerile. nental prison 


An old master was sold the other day We have made a careful comparison of 
at Christie’s for twonty-one shillings, the two reproductions, and we are glad 
It bore ^^the appropriate title, '‘A to be able to report that, in spite of the 
Sacrifice.” anxious time which the ladv must have 


had in the interim, she betrays no signs 
The Protestant chaplain of a conti- of it. 


Majesty strikes ns as puerile. | nental prison has resigned because the *** 

*** ^ I magistrates refused to increase his Chicago is now justified, and the 

According to a report just published | salary. In these days of dwindling potted meat industry hopes that the last 
lunacy has decreased in Scotland during congregations, such posts- -where wor- lia& been heaid of the siUy outcry 
the past few years. A Tory corre- shippers are forced to attend — ^must be against chopped fingers. Dr. F. Gow- 
spondent writes to say that the full much coveted, and there will, we should iand Hopkiv^, lecturing at the Roj’-al 
extent of the decrease will be apparent at fancy, be no difficulty in filling tbe Institution, hab declared man to be the 
the next General Election vacancy. most perfect food lor man. 


An improvement is to be noted in the 

manners of a certain militant 

body. The tliree Suffragettes 
who went to church at Clovelly 
on Whit Sunday and eat 
opposite Mr. Asquith, did not 
cry, “Votes for Women! ’’dur- 
ing the service. 

^ * 

The President of the British 
Dental Association, in his ad- 
dress at the opening of the 
Conference at Birmingham, 
spoke of “ the deplorable state 
of the teeth of the civilised 
races.” (The italics arfe ours.) 

You can always tell which are 
the civilised races, because the 
others have no dentists. 

3je * 

* 

Prince George of Servia, it L 

is said, is now anxious to j 1) 
become an ex-ex-Crown Prince. / 


An official of theGreatWest- 
ern Railway informed the New- 
bury Licensing Justices that 
the reason why a cup of tea 
was dearer than a glass of beer 
on their line was that the Com- 
pany lost 50,000 cups and 
saucers a year. Evidently tee- 
totalers do not stop at taking 
the pledge. 

4c % 


The wife of Professor Paifen, of the 


HetdUr, “Aru*?s’T jevn so ii\rd ’i,ain5t ’scoatounded wall, or I’ll 
BE GO in’ flop MIIEN I GET TO THE CORNER!” 


most perfect food lor man. 

4! 4e 
* 

An American hiide has insisted, 

before going to the altar, on 

her prospective husband sign- 
ing a sworn statement before a 
judge setting forth his various 
j , pledges. One of these is that 
I 1 he will never keep a dog. Let! 

us hope that this does not mean j 
that the lady is a cat. 

I ”4* 4s 

* 

I It is scarcely creditable to 

our London Press that it 

i * should have remained for a 

I provincial paper to chronicle 

a bowling feat in the Test 
j Match, which, we have reason 

j' to believe, is unique in the 

annals of cricket. “ The 
most stnking contrasts of the 
^ match,” says The Liverpool 

Daihj Post and Mercury, 
f “ were the scores of 0. B, Fry 

^ and Hobbs, hoth of whom icere 

out to the first hall in the 
opening innings,'* 

By-tbe-by the invention of 
a bowling machine is an- 
^ nounced. It is hoped later 

on to perfect mechanical bats- 
\ men and fielders as well ; 

\ then everyone, including the 

cricketers, will be able to 
^ V » , watch a match in comfort. 


^ ♦ BE GO IN’ FLOP MIIEN 1 GET TO THE CORNER!' -m i x 

Mr. Bernard Shaw, we are ' ^ Flannels for Foresters. 

informed by The Nation, has completed University of Pennsylvania, has obtained “ I'he party was met by Mr. Andeison, Lead | 

another work. It is cdlled Press Guttings a divorce as a protest against the Pro- forester, arid I 

e^l>iled Jrmi the Gorreapm^e and fessor’s ^ews of domesticity, Ws oiitline 3 p|“es°JtewJtUoir htbits rf^g^wth, and 
Jbdttomal Columns of the Daily Press, of the ideal day for a maiTied couple, leading features, and, being arrayed in the fair 
We understand that the author is con- as expressed in a recent lecture, being gamiture of early summer, were beautiffil to 
sidering the advisability of having a that “ botii should rise at six, the mother hehold^—Falhirh UemJd. 

short alternative title for convenience of should prepare breakfast, work six Pale green with a sUipe, we should 

reference, as in Acts of Parliament. hours outside the home, purchase a . imagine ; and something resonant in 
*,ij* ready-cooked dinner, and find time later waistcoats for Mr. Anderson. 

Speaking of the reappearance of for the house cleaning.” The Patten 

Mr. Franz von Vecsey at a recent con- Wife evidently did not find a Model ljj.st tliree balls imzzled him and 

cert, T/ieGZaBgow? jEfcmZd says, “ Though Husband, appeared a tiifle nervous. A ball from 

the music he had chosen was entirely of Macartney jumped over the batsman’s shoulder, 

a virtuous kind, he played it in such Several of our more enterpi'ising bit Macartney on tbe bead and went for a 
masterly style that even Sauret’s inter- newspapers which published a repro- -Birmingham Evening Dispatch. 

minable cadenza to Paganini’s violin duction of Holbein’s “ Duchess ” when The boomerang ball is very deceptive, 
concerto in D had a musical value.” there was a danger of her leaving us, but sometimes defeats its own end. 
If only he bad chosen something more repeated the performance when it was Too much back spin, therefore, should 
vicious !' announced ibat she was to stay with us. not be employed. 
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THE HIGHER LANGUAGE JEST. 

[Mb. Lloto-Geoboe recently opened the extended links at Pwllheli ^ 
and lemarked as among the merits of the “ beneficent game ol goil 
Uiat it tested a man’s temper and language.] 

The truth, had been already guessed 

It needed not a Cymric wizard 

To find that golf affords a test 

Of language latent in the chest, 

Of temper in tlie gizzard. 

Long ere Pwllheli leapt to fame ^ 

Through yonder Ministerial Taffy, 

Ourc elves had cursed ourdrivir’s aim, 

Addressed our cleek in words ol* flame, 

And brutalised our baffy. 

Ourselves had foozled shots tlian which 

Nothing on earth could well be sober ; 

Had seen the humorous pellet pitch 

In arid pot or watery ditch, 

And smashed in twain our loiter. 

We, too, around the hole had said 

Things more adapted to the gutter ; 

Had for the time mislaid our head. 

And turned the polished green one led, 

Blasting our blameless putter. 

FiiU many a saintly man we know 

Who, baffled by a hopeless stymie, 

Being one down with two to go, 

Permits himself to mutter, “ Blow 1 ” 

Or oven runs to Blimey ! ” 

Sometimes the faults of other men 

Provoke the impious interjection ; 

It happens in a foursome when 

You lay your partner dead— and then 

He makes a resurrection. 

But there ’s a game we ’re bound to play 

That tends lo language still more stormy : 
Where there are thumping stakes to iiay, 

Pouched by a Bogey, so to say, 

Who starts by being dormy. 

All of us tliirst to have his goro, 

We yearn to raise the ruby blood- jet ; 

Useless ! he has no veins to bore, 

He ’s solid rubber, rind to core. 

This is the game of Budget. 0. S. 

CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Ok, Little Arthur’s Road to Knowledge. 

(Little Arthur, aged 12 ; Papa, aged 48.) 

Little AHhur, Papa, are you going to send me to school 
soon? 

Papa. Yes, my boy, you ’U go to school in a year or so. I 
haven’t quite made up my mind as to the place, but it ’ll be 
one of the big public schools. You ’ll like that, won’t you ? 

i. A. Yes, Papa, I hope I shall ; but T’m to go whether I 
like it or not — ^isn’t that the arrangement, Papa ? 

Papa, Oh, yes; you’ll have to go aU right ; but even if 
you don’t like it just at first, you’U realise some day that it 
was the very best thing that could have happened to you. 

L. A, I suppose so, Papa. But why must I go to school, 
Papa? 

Papa, What do you mean? 

L, A. Why can’t 1 go on as I ’m going now, Papa? I’m 
learning a lot of things. There’s French and English and 
geography and mathematics and poetry, and I’ve begun 
German. 

Papa. Oh ! I daresay you ’re learning plenty of things, 
but we want to make a man of you, you know. That’s why 
you ’re to go to school. 

L. A. But shouldn’t I grow up and be a man all right if I 
remained at home, Papa ? 

Papa. You ’d be a sort of man, I daresay, but not the sort 
[ want you to be. Boys must have the nonsense knocked 
out of them some time or other, and there ’s no place like a 
school for that. 

L. A. I see, Papa. Then I suppose I ’ve got a lot ol 
nonsense about me? 

Papa, Yes, any amount. 

L. A. But how did I get it, Papa ? 

Papa. I ’m sure I don’t know. 

L. A. Did Mademoiselle teach me nonsense? 

Papa, Certainly not. 

L. A. Did Mamma teach me any ? 

Papa, Of course not. Don’t be silly. 

L, A. No, Papa, I won’t. Then did ijou teach me nonsense, 
Papa? 

Papa, Now look here, Arthm*, a joke ’s a joke 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I suppose it is; but I wasn’t making a 
joke that time. I don’t make many jokes. I only thought if 
it wasn’t Mademoiselle or Mamma it must be you, because 
nobody else has taught me anything at all. 

Papi. I don’t remember haviug taught you anything. 

L, A. Ob, Papa, you did. I saw what you did, you know, 
and I tried to do the same ; and then there *s reading books 
and sermons and newspapers, and asking questions for 
inP rmation, and 

Papa, Well, that’s just the kind of nonsense a big school 
will knock out of you, 

L. A. Ttiere you are, Papa. I learnt it from you, and 
now you say it’s nonsense, and yet you don’t think you 

taught me any nonsense. I ’m sure I don’t know 

Papa. No, you don’t. You don’t know anything, and 
that ’s why you ’re to go to school. 

L. A. I sea, Papa. They ’J1 teacb me not to do all the 
tilings Mamma and Mademoiselle and you have been teach- 
ing me to do. Is that it, Papa ? 

Papa. No, it isn’t. They ’ll 

L. A. But, Papa ! 

Papa, 1 ’m doing the talking now. 

L. A. Yes, Papa. 

Papa, And I want you to understand tliat you ’re going to 
school to get your character formed. You ’ll learn to play 
games — cricket and football, and so on — and to make your 
own way in the world — to take a knock, and give it, if 
necessary, and to hold your head up like a man. 

L. A. Then you want me to play games, Papa ? 

Papa. Of course I do. You know 

L. A. Yes, I know, Papa; you said games had made 
Englishmen what they were. 

Papa. Yes, to be sure I did. Games are the backbone of 
an English education. I don’t want you to be like one of 
these molly-coddling foreign boys. 

L. A. Very well. Papa, 1 ’U learn games. And then, Papa, 
you want me to learn to fight, too, don’t you? 

Papj. What put that into your head ? 

JL A. Well, Papa, you said I was to take a knock and give 
it, if necessary, and I can’t do that without fighting, can I ? 

Papa, I didn’t mean that you were to spend your life in 
fighting ; but you ’U have to show a proper spirit, and if a 
, chap hits you you must hit him back. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I ’ll try to. But I saw two men fighting 
in the village the other day, and the policeman came past and 
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stopped them, and one of their noses was bleeding like 
anything, and the policeman said they would both be charged 
with it. He didn’t seem to like it at aU. Shall I be put in 
prison if a chap hits me and I hit him back ? 

Papa. Really, you are the most absurd boy I ever met. 
Don’t you see the difference between brawling in a village 
and taking your own part in a manly way ? 

L. A, But that ’s just what one of the men said. He said 
he was only taking his own part, but the policeman said he 
could tell that story to the magistrate. 

Papa. Isn’t it nearly your bedtime ? 

L. A, Nearly, Papa, but not quite. And, oh. Papa, if I ’m 
to learn games and fighting and aU that, I shan’t have much 
time for books, shall I ? I’m afraid I shall forget all my 
French and geography and music and poetry. 

Papa. Not at all. You’ll have lo do your work, too, you 
know. Greek and Latin and all that. 1 want you to work 
very hard and be a credit to us. 

L. A, Yes, Papa, but you didn’t think Mr. Baines was a 
credit, did you ? You said he ’d fogged himself with books 
and learning and getting scholarships, and the result was he 
was about as much use as a bilious attack. You said that, 
didn’t you ? 

Papa. If I did I didn’t mean you to hear it. There’s a 
proper moderation in all things. 

L. A. But I don’t see how I ’m to work very hard and be a 
credit, and have a proper moderation all at the same time. 

Papa. Don’t you? Well, you can go to bed now and think 
about it there. 


A COMING PRODIGY. 

[A medical paper says that crying is a healthy exercise for a baby.] 

Time was if James, as though possessed by pain, 
Exuded tear-drops in a noisy fashion, 

A vulgar tendency to grow profane 
Bore witness to my sentiments of passion. 

But now I know that such heartrending cries 
Are but a baby’s mode of exercise. 

I feel his teai-s are bringing fame to me, 

His sobs are incoherently prophetic 
Of coming days, when I can claim to be 
Father to one exceedingly athletic, 

Who blends the charms most pleasing to the eye 
In Samson, Hercules, and 0. B. Fry. 

And so, if in a moment strangely gay 
For once the baby lips forbear to quiver, 

I fear his lack of exercise will play 
The very deuce with Little James’s liver ; 

And, creeping to the cradle, I begin 
To urge him to exertion — ^with a pin. 


"A certain peer who has been very pro-Roberts debate said to 
me, ‘Lord Roberts Roberts’ debate said to me, ‘Lord Roberta 
gets no further.’ ” — Sunday Chronicle. 

Lord Roberts isn’t the only one. 
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A WEEK-END IN THE COUNTRY. 

“ Whtl not come down ” (wrote 
George), “and spend a week-end with, 
ns? We’re all alone. The country is 
looking lovely just now, and it will do 
you all the good in the world. Ikesh 
air and exercise are what you Londoners 
want. There is a good train at 2.30.” 

“ The very thing,” I said to myself, 
and I wired, “ Gaming by the two-thirty. 
At two -thirty -four I wired again, 

** Gaming by the five-nine.^^ How it was 
I missed the 5.9, 1 cannot explain, but 
it was not until half-past ten that I 
arrived at last. 

“ Not at all,” said George in reply to 
my apologies. “Afraid you didn’t see 
much of the country coming up from 
the station, though. Never mind ; you ’re 
staying tiU Tuesday, aren’t you? That ’s 
good. Breakfast at ten.” 

It was a glorious morning when I 
woke for the first time at four. At six 
and at eight it was still delightful, and 
I congiutulated myself on my escape 
from London. However, I only just 
managed to get down to breakfast by ten. 
George turned up twenty minutes later. 
“Glorious day, isn’t it?” he said. 
“We must have a good walk. HaUo, 
here’s Muriel. You know my sister, 
don’t you ? ” 

“Good morning,” said Muriel. “Isn’t 
it a glorious day? Polly down yet, 
George ? ” 

“She’s having breakfast upstairs. 
She’s going to church, though,” 

“ Yes, I’m going with her.” 

“ That ’s right. Now then, old man, 
what would you like to do about 
church?” 

“ Well,” I said doubtfully, “of course 
one can always go to church in London.” 

“Just as you like, you know. The 
can-iage is going. And the ladies would 
love to have you.” 

“Rather,” said Muriel. “Gracious, 
we must fly.” 

I looked at the beautiful day again . . . 
and helped myself to another cup. 

“ You ’d better go without us,” said 
George to Muriel. “ Wehaven’t finished 
breakfast yet. Tell you what, though — 
we’re going a good walk, so we might 
call for you, and all come back together 
through the woods.” 

“ That’s an idea,” I said heartily. 
After breakfast we went into the 
library. I began to fill a pipe. 

“That’s rather a jolly book,” said 
George, picking one off the table. “ You 
might have a look at it some time.” 

“I’ve heard about it,” I said, looking 
at the title, “ I know it 's gcod ; ” and I 
began to dip into it. 

“What a perfect day,” said George 
at the window, yawning and stretching 
himself; “I must just write a letter, 
though.” 


I turned back to the first page. . . . 

It was really a very jolly book. . . . 

“Hallo,” said Gfeorge, “they’re back 
from church. We shall have to do our 
walk this afternoon, old man. How ’s 
the book ? ” 

“Heavens,” I cried, “ it ’s one o’clock. 

I had no idea.” 

“Well, come and have some lunch. 
What a V onderful day ! About this 
afternoon — ^would you like to go up 
through the woods, or shall we get down 
to the sea ? ” 

“Don’t mind a bit,” I said cheerfully, 
and went in to lunch. . . . 

“ What do you generally do on a Sun- 
day after lunch?” said George, as we 
lit our cigars. 

“ In London I generally go to sleep,” 

I confessed. 

“Sd do I,” said George. “Try the 
sofa in the library, won’t you ? You ’ll 
find it quite comfortable, and then you 
won’t be bothered by the ladies.” 

We all met at tea in the drawing- 
room. 

“Tea outside is so uncomfortable, 
don’t you think?” said Mrs. George. 
“ You ’re three lumps, aren’t you ? Isn’t 
it a perfect day?” 

“Perfect,” we all agreed. 

» o o 

“I hope it will be fine to-morrow,” 
said George, as he gave me my candle 
that night. “You’ve hardly seen the 
countiy yet. We might have the car 
out — ^unless you ’d rather walk ? ” 

“ Walking would be better for us, I 
suppose ? ” 

“ By Jove, yes ; you Londoners want 
exercise. I’ll teSl you what. We’ll 
go out in the car and take lunch with 
us, and then the ladies can drive back, 
and you and I will walk. How ’s that ? ” 

“ Ripping,” I said. 

Monday was another glorious day, 
from four o’clock onwards. I was down 
aU right at ten, and so was George’s 
sister. 

“ What are you men thinking of doing 
to-day?” she asked, when 1 had got 
going on the fish. 

“George said something about all 
going out in the car.” 

“ That will be jolly. It *s very pretty 
round here, isn’t it ? ” 

“ I haven’t seen it yet/’ I said. “ I ’ve 
hardly been outside the house.” 

“ George must take yon round before 
we start,” 

When this was repeated to George 
half-an-hour later he was enthusiastic. 
“ Come on,” he said, as soon as he had 
finished his breakfast ; and I followed 
I him out. 

“ This,” he said, as we stepped from 
the library on to the lawn, “ is where we 
generally play croquet. A jolly game, 
I always think.” 

“ Oh, rather.” 


“Do you play much? Well, then, 
don’t you agree with me that it ’s a mis- 
take for the man who goes first not to 
have a shot at the hoop ? ” 

“It’s rather risky,” I began, “be- 
cause ” 

“WeU, now, I don’t think so. I’d 
back myself to do it any time. Look 
here, we might just have a game and 
then I ’d show you what I mean. Would 
you like to ? ” 

“ Rather ; I ’m always ready for 
croquet.” . . . 

“ We mxist have another,” said George, 
an hour and a-half later. “ You didn’t 
get any of the luck.” . . . “And a con- 
queror,” he added half an hour after- 
wards. “ The balls just went right for 
you that time.” 

“What a perfect day,” said Mrs. 
George at lunch. “ How ’s the croquet ? ” 

“ We’re just playing the conqueror,” 
said George. “Jove, it’s hot. I’ve 
never known such a day.” 

We finished the third game (which 
George won), and came in for a drink. 

“It’s aU eye,” said George. “Same 
as at billiards. If you can smack ’em at 
one you can smack ’em at the other.” 

“ Well, I can’t smack ’em at billiards,” 

I sighed. 

“Nonsense! Really? I wonder what 
I could give you ? Do you care for a 
game ? Come on, then.” 

Muriel came into the billiard -room 
about four. 

“ Billiards— on a day like ibis 1 ” she 
exclaimed. 

“ It ’s clouding over a bit now,” said 
George, as he chalked his cue . . . 
“ That takes me out, I think.” 

“ Why don’t you play a sociable game 
for lour?” said Murid. 

“ Bridge ? ” said George. “ Well, get 
Polly then. And we ’ll have tea in here.” 

“ Do you play Bridge much ? ” Muriel 
asked me. 

“I love it,” I said truthfully. 

“ So do I,” she said, and she went off 
for Polly . . . 

At about seven o’clock, “ No trmnps,” 
said George. “Ah, I thought so,” he 
added. “ It ’s begun to rain.” 

We all looked out of the window. 
“ What a pity ! ” we all said. 

“ Spoilt your week-end rather,” said 
George. 

“ Oh, no, I ’ve had a perfectly ripping 
time,” I protested. 

“ Still if it had kept fine You 

know, in the country one does want 

“ Must you go early to-morrow ? ” said 
Muriel. 

“I’m afraid so.” 

“WeU, you must come again, that’s 
aU,” said Mrs. George kindly. 

“And come when it’s fine,” said 
George, “ and get a little country air and 
exercise. Do you aU the good in the 
world.” A. A. M. 
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AMONG THE ADVERTISEMENTS. 

L “Stop! Stop eight where you are! 

Your hair is falling out 1 ” 

It is the autumn of life. I have 
stopped right where I am, and, lo 1 my 
hair is falling out. It is useless to 
replace it. Once, in the beginning of 
things, I thought it might be done, and 
when the first hair, leaving its follicle and 
passing through the cutis vera and the 
epidermis into the open air, lay before 
me in all its silent tragedy, I was not 
downcast. 1 took that hair to the works, 
thoroughly overhauled it, polished and 
sharpened it, parted it on the right side 
and replaced it. In less than a week a 
second hair lay on the shoulder of my 
coat, making its mute appeal for liberty 
or the grave. “ It is the spring of life,” 
I said, “and your work is still to do.” 
I had it trimmed and relined throughout 
and fresh buttons put on. But when I 
sought to replace this one, it would not 
be replaced. What mistake had I made? 
Was it not, after all, the spring of life ? 
The mistake was not there. Whether it 
came of romance ora careless barber, that 
hair was not mine. It was an import. 

But now, every time the wind blows 
my path is strewn with these sad tokens 
of a zenith passed. I have tied the little 
fellows up in bundles of five, and 
Dorothy, Violet, J oyce and Miss Mallow 
have each been supplied with a bundle. 
But the remedy is temporaiy, and neither 
Dorothy, Violet, J oyce nor Miss Mallow is 
open to a second bundle. Reader, have 
you any cushions that you w’ould 
have stuffed, for it is the autumn of 
life ? 

I cannot prevent this faUing-out, can 
I ? But why should I want to prevent 
it ? Do not I spend half-an-hour a day 
getting hair off my face ? Why should 
I spend another half-an-hour a day 
getting hair on the top of my head? 
Why should I have 8,683 (no, that was 
yesterday; I should say 8,679) stalks 
sitting idle on the top of my head, while 
I carry them about all day for nothing? 
Are they beautiful in shape ? Only for 
their perfect and unbending straight- 
ness. Is red tinged with bluey-greyish- 
brown a tii\t pleasing to the eye ? I do 
not want the stuff. I wiU stop no longer 
right where I am. I will keep moving. 
Let it aH fall, out. 

No, thank you, gentlemen, I do not 
want a bottle to-day. 

II. “Do NOT BE A MISERABLE FAILURE IN 
LIFE.” 

It was the winter of life, and all his 
hair had fallen out. He had tried 
'999 different kinds of cocoa, and each of 
them was the best and none of the others 
was pure. He had stopped right where 
he was, and his hair had ceased falling 


out. There was no more to fall. Neither 
Dorothy, Violet, Joyce nor Miss Mallow 
would disgorge their gratuitous bundles. 

“Shall I be a miserable failure in 
life ?” he said. Then something caught 
his eye. It was an advertisement. 

“Thank you,” he^ said, “for your 
prompt reply. I will not.” And he 
went on and bought a wig, 

ITT- “The desiee to possess beauty 

IS KEENEST WHERE REFINEMENT IS 
STRONGEST,” 

His fountain pen had filled itself in a 
flash, and was now sitting^on his study 
desk trying, trying with all its little 
might to leak. All the fleas and beetles 
were dead, and the growth of the book- 


shelf was visible to the naked eye. The 
strong healthy baby, determined to have 
the best, had finished its thirteenth 
bottle (all of different makes) of the 
Only Food and was making the day 
hideous with its shrieks for the other 
six. Dorothy, Violet, Joyce and Miss 
Mallow were not to be seen, but there 
can be little doubt that they were stand- 
ing before their several mirrors, growing 
momentarily more beautiful in four 
different varieties of coisets. 

“I wonder how they will like my 
wig? ” he asked himself. 

IV. “ Do YOU WANT TO KNOW HOW TO GET 
BID OF THAT SUPERFLUOUS HAIR.” 

Excuse/ne, Sir, but it is a wig. 
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ABSTEMIOUS ARISTOCRATS. 

As a certain amount of scepticism has 
been provoked by the remarkable dis- 
closures made by Miss Ella Hepworth 
Dixon in W article on “ The Craze for 
Frugality” in last Wednesday’s Daily 
Mail, Mr. Punch has been at some pains 
to verify her astonishing statements. 
He regrets to state that the results of 
these inquiries confirm her conclusions 
at almost every point. 

To begin with, The Daily Mail has 
taken to using the word “ parcimony,” 
spelling it in the manner adopted by 
The Times, and thus inducing its 
readers to concentrate their attention on 
the deleterious qualities which it con- 
notes. This in itself is a straw which 
shows which way the wind is blowing. 

M. Rideveau, the chef of the Hotel 
Tit-Bitz, interviewed in his sanctum 
last Friday, corroborated Miss Hepworth 
Dixon in almost every particular. Ac- 
cording to his statement the number of 
people who only eat four meals a day is ' 
steadily increasing. Last week Baron! 
Brauneberg, who was dining with Siri 
Isidore Stoschenbiittel, pointedly de- 
clined his favourite dish of Devonshire 
cream, caviare and pdte de foie gras. 
LordLushinghamhas become a teetotaler, 
and Mr. and Mi*s. Hugo Bulger enter- 
tained a party to supper, after a recent 
performance of Pelleas et Mellsande, on 
cracknels and ginger ale. 

Messrs. Murdo^ and Meozies, the 
well-known grain merchants, furnished 
our representative with some truly 
astonishing figures as to the increase 
j of the barley crop in the last year. The 
output now amounts to more than a 
billion bushels, and even so it fails to 
keep pace with the ever-growing demand 
for the favourite beverage of the day. 
Indeed, Mr. Mungo Menzies declared 
that the amount of barley-water drunk 
by the members of the House of Lords 
alone in the summer months would 
fill the Serpentine and Round Pond 
combined. 

Mr. St. Loe Strachey, the author of 
The New Way of Life, proposes to carry 
out a series of free food tests on an 
experimental Sp^tator company, with a 
view to determining what is the irre- 
ducible minimum of nutriment on which 
the doctrine of Free Exchange can be 
efficiently advocated. 

The Editor of the Tailor^ s Goose n.ffii»mfl 
that the cult of economy has invaded 
the hitherto 'sacrosanct domain of high 
sartorial art. Indeed, he has it on the 
best authority that a well-known dxxke 
was recently seen at Epsom in a suit of 
ready-made grey flannels, and boasted 
to Bs friends that he had purchased 
them ^t morning for 275. fid. at the 
emporium of Messrs. Charity Bros., in 
Cheapside. 


The Editor of the Tittler publishes 
an interview this week with Mr. Fulsome 
Younger, who describes himself as a 
converted gourmand, and is anxious 
to form a Dining Club, the members of 
which must pledge themselves never to 
spend more than 25a. on their dinner, 
exclusive of wines. 

Mr. Montagu Wood, whose superbly 
eloquent article in the June National 
Review on “ The Disabilities of an 
Oxford Career” has caused such con- 
sternation in Academic circles, attributes 
the decay of his Alma Mater to the 
fatuous fashion of frugality which 
threatens to submerge the peerless pearl 
of cities beneath an avalanche of anaemic 
abstinence. As he expresses it in his 
inimitable style, “it is this exorbitant 
apotheosis of economy, this sinister fetish- 
worship of semi-starvation that degrades 
the somnolent sons of Oxford, supinely 
stagnating beside the argent confluence 
of Chei-well and Isis, to the abysmal 
depths of disconsideratioii and dis- 
repute.” Mr. Wood, however, nobly 
refuses to despair of his University, 
and holds that a course of Poi*t and 
Polysyllables, if vigorously persisted in, 
wiE revive the robuster traditions of 
the past and make the exuberant scions 
of noble houses irresistibly pine to 
punch aE that is most sensitive in 
the anatomy of bulky and beEigerent 
bargees. 


THE RULING PASSION. 

[According to a Hungarian critic, Bi’itish 
middle-class women “have a pexfect itch for 
indignation. Unless they feel shocked at least 
ten times a day they are not happy.”] 

There are who find their solo delight 
Li taking Mayfair flats ; 

There are who love to purchase quite 
Unnecessary hats ; 

There are who rank the world a blank 
Save chui-ch-parade on Sundays, 

When they disdose expensive hose 
And soB-enthraUing undies. 

But one there is with little mind 
For pleasures such as these ; 

Joys of a far less costly kind 
My virtuous Martha please. 

The thrill that springs from hats and 
things 

She values not. What knocks her 
Is when she heai*s with blushing ears 
Some tale that fairly shocks her. 

At breakfast Martha scans the Mail, 
Where she is sure to find 
Some dreadful, horrifying tale 
That sears her model mind. 

Aghast she reads the Smart Set’s deeds, 
Or some enquiring chappie 
Asks, “ Is it true that women woo ? ” 
And she is shocked and happy. 

A deep and gratifying glow 
Of virtue comes her way, 


If she by any chance should go 
To see a modern play ; 

She gloats witli rage to think the stage 
Should dare to draw attention 
To endless strings of awful things 
She ’d rather die than mention. 

And if the Vicar’s wife should caU 
She serves some tasty scraps — 

Tlie curate’s sad free-thinking fell. 

The verger’s latest lapse ; 

But greater still the scrumptious thriU 
That G. B. S. affords them ; 

When he ’s discussed a perfect bust 
Of righteous wrath rewards them. 


IN CHAMBERS. 

Out of Chambers. 

It is not to be supposed that even the 
busiest K.O. has no existence outside 
court and his chambers. Observe, for 
instance, a distinguished Silk leaving 
the Strand and marching westwards as 
early as four o’clock in the afternoon. 
Let us follow him and leave chambers for 
the Dentist’s operating-room. Delighted 
at our own immunity, we observe the 
Dentist standing ready to ply his forceps 
with a happy smile and irresponsible 
chatter. Sitting in the Throne of Pain 
we see the K.C., stripped of the dignity 
of his robes and reduced to subjection 
by one aching tooth. The former is 
urbane and politely prepared to do his 
woist; the latter masterful in manner 
but meek at heart. He for once shaU 
be the victim, shall even be the martyr 
to a string of questions which he knows 
he could answer once for all if only his 
questioner would let him. 

Silklike, the K.C. is not going to let 
the other feEow in before he has had his 
say. The contest must be an uneven 
one, but there shaE be a contest. Let I 
us sit sEent amidst the escape of gas | 
and the whirr of grinding machines, 
listening to the K.C.’s words and watch- 
ing with attention the curious cere- 
mony. 

“You are a registered dentist ? ” says 
the KC. 

“ I am, indeed,” says the Dentist. 

“ Then let me explain to you how you 
stand with regard to the law. Pro- 
bably the first reference to the art of 
dentistry in the Statute Book occum in 
32 Henry Vin., chapter 42, section 3, 
where it is enacted that * ... no manuer 
of person within the City of London . . . 
using barbery or shaving . . . shall 
occupy any surgery, letting of blood or 
any other thing belonging to surgery, 
drawing of teeth only except.’ ” 

“ The result of that, I take it,” says 
the Dentist, “ is this : If I were shaving 
you, I could pull out your teeth, but ! 
could not cut your chin. It would be 
a most entertaining experiment to puE 
out a tooth with a razor.” 
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“Technically, this is not the City of 
London,’* says the K.C. hastily, “and 
you have no jurisdiction. In 1878 was 
passed the Dentists* Act, 41 & 42 Vic- 
toria, chapter 33, the charter of the 
profession. The following is a summary 
of its provisions. . . .’* 

“ When a man treats me with such 
painstaking thoroughness, I feel bound 
to do the same for him,** the Dentist 
interrupts thoughtfully. 

“ Thanks',** says the K.C. suspiciously ; 
“I will be very brief with you. We 
will pass on from that and come at once 
to the most recent proposed legislation, 
to wit that'*of Lord Hyltoit, in March 
1907 (Bill Ko. 15), “. . . to prohibit 
Joint Stock Companies from carrying 
on practice as dentists or dental surgeons, 
except by means of duly qualified per- 
sons.* Personally, I could not bear 
the thought of having a tooth pulled 
out by a Joint Stock Company, but 
Lord Hylton doubtless felt differently. 
I expect what happened was that 
there were as many as twenty men at 
work in his mouth at once, and in 
the confusion one fellow got at him 
with a pick who never oiight to 


have been allowed to leave his coal- 
, mine. 

I “So much then for the Statutes. Now 
I let us get to the cases. The leading case 
is that of The Fhm'maceutieal Society v. 

\ TIie London <£ Provincial Supply Asso- 
ciation^ Limited (1880, Appeal Cases, 

1 857), but I never can understand from 
ithe report which was trying to pull out 
.which’s teeth, and why. There is also 
ample authoiity for attaching severe 
liability to the dentist who trespasses 
off the one particular tooth under his care, 
and for saying that every dog may have 
at least one bite. Finally, there is the 
case of Lee v. Oriffin, reported in 
1 B. & S., of which the facts are as 
follows : — * A. ordered off B. a set of 
artificial teeth, which were by the con- 
j tract to be fitted to the mouth, but died 
before they were so fitted. jffeZJ, that 
'there was a contract for the sale of goods 
•within the Statute of Frauds, 29 Car. II., 
chapter 2, section 17.” 

> “I don’t see where the fraud comes 
in,** says the Dentist. 

“ It doesn’t. I only quote that case 
to show that the law has got its eye on 
dentists. Bearing that in mind and 


never forgetting that I have done some 
very successful prosecuting in my earlier 
days, you may now begin. As your 
Lordship pleases : Gentleman of the 
Forceps, the prisoner in the chair sits 
charged with a tooth, inflicting grievous 
bodily harm. It is for you to say whether 
that tooth be giulty or not guilty.” | 

“It is a thoroughly bad tooth,** says | 
the Dentist. 

“ That I take to be a verdict of Guilty.* 
There have been numerous previous con- 
victions, and light sentences of meie 
stopping seem to have no effect upon it. 
The maximum penalty allowed by the 
law must be applied, and the sentence of 
the Court is Aat you remove the tooth, 
the whole tooth, and nothing but the 
tooth.** 

There are, of course, several well- 
known recipes for “ Barberry Preserve.” 
Perhaps the best is that given by the 
Bradford Daily Aryus : 

“ One do 2 en cambric nightdresses, 1 dozen 
powdered siigai, heat in jDati gently, and boil 
together for 10 or 16 minutes.” 

Cambric is essential. A cotton night- 
dress ruins it. 
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ON ROBERT REDUCED. 

[“Eveiy obs3i^aut Loudonei must have 
noticed the haggaid appearance of the police ” — 
The Sketch, ] 

A SHJax>w on tlie sunRt kerb 
i He scaicely casts to-day ; 

The outline of that front superb 
Has Tvaiped the other way ; 

His bosom by some secret caie is can- 
kered , 

You shall not make him from his post 
Tvithdraw 

To moisten with an unofficial tankard. 
The dijness of the Law. 

In vain o’ nights does Susan spread 
Her supper-boaxd for two, 

Aside he tuins his casqued head, 

A Oalahid in blue ; 

No more susceptible to basement 
beauty, 

Unflinchingly he foots his stony fief ; 
Not love can lure him from the paths of 
duty, 

Nor plates of cold roast beef. 

What outrage, then, has made so spare, 
What aggravating fret. 


One that was never wont to wear 
A concave silhouette ? 

Is it that S kes (incoirigible felon) 

Has made his beat with high adven- 
ture hum, 

And house-top Marathons begin to 
tell on 

Our Robert’s rounded turn ? 

Not Man, I think, could disabuse 
His staid content of mind ; 

His is the mien of those that lose 
Their faith in Woman-kind * 

How many a peerless maid, the pink of 
manners. 

Who seeks his prowess in some pave- 
ment plight. 

May, meeting him next time, with motley 
banners, 

Call him a brute — and bite ! 

StiU in the hour of stress they come 
And find him, as of yore, 

A half-inspired compendium 
Of topographic lore ; 

But lo, he meets their smiles with mute 
avoidance, 

Their fl uttered coquetries assuage him 
not; 


For him all fairs to-day are Suffrage 
hoydens ; 

He hates the whole dam lot. 

That is the reason why he sags 
About the central zone ; 

Misogynist he treads the flags. 

His heart is turned to stone ; 

Ay, even in the once adoring kitchen 
Some blow for Woman’s freedom 
might be dealt ; 

So, fearing Susan’s sauce, he takes a 
hitch in 

His disillus’oned belt. 


His Weekly Ov^. 

0 M R W 

“Oiawford . 1 0 . 30 O’* 

Newcastle Daily Chronicle 

We hope to note a stiU greater im- 
provement in our next number. 

‘*To Wine Mercliaiits, Jam Makers, and 
otheis — ^A few tons of good Rhubarb for sale, 
cheap ” — Dorking Advertiser, 

But why drag in “Jam Makers and 
others”? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Thursday, 
Juno Zrd . — House reasseniHed after 
Whitsua holiday of Spartaa brevity. 
Only bench nearly full was that behind 
fiont row in Diplomatic Gallery. Even 
as Speaker took the Chair a thin black 
line glided in by doorway and filed 
along the bench. Every man carried in 
his hand a copy of Orders of the Day. 
First business, private Bills. Some 
permitted to pass proposed stage. For 
others there rose the sharp cry, “I 
object’” 

No appeal against this. No need to 
formulate objection or support it by 
argument. The most inconsiderable 
Member is master of situation. At his 
nod a Bill, possibly involving costs of 
hundreds of thousands of pounds in 
business affairs of a populous com- 
munity or a big commercial concern, is 
blocked. 

Mysterious strangers in Diplomatic 
Gallery follow proceedings with almost 
anguished interest A sigh of relief 
when stage of particular Bill is passed 
is echoed by low groan of despair when 
another is postponed. 

Private Bills disposed of, Questions 
called on. The strangeis glance with 
sharp interest at comer seat above 
Gangway where Mangnall’s Questions 
Ashley is accustomed to sit. Who 
knows but what he might ask why they 
came there ? Eeply made, he would cer- 
tainly put supplementary question. 

“Arising out of that answer, when 
are they going?” 

The thin black line wavered. One 
nearest the door furtively rose and 
moved towards it. Others, stiU keeping 
an eye on Ashley’s vacant seat — he might 




Professor Hoblolse's C asses ior Pauiiamentary UrpORTMENT. 

{Counby manners cuied gratis ) 

The Professor. “My dear Hood • when shall I teach you that this lampant attitude of 
youis IS absolutely fatal ^ Mauneia, my dear Hood, manneis ^ ’ ” 

[“ Sir Alex Acland Hood said he was much obliged to the hon gentleman foi his lectuie on 
Parliamentaiy mamieis {Opposition laughtei) He could assure the hon gentleman that, coming 
from such an authoiity, it earned gieat weight.”] 



- 


“Budget Bill” as seen by some people, or as they 
WOULD WISH to see HIM. 


be somewhere in hiding — ^followed. One 
by one, folding their copy of the Ordei'S 
(qo unlike the Arab), they as silently 
stole away. 

T “Who are they?” I asked 
the Member eor Svrk, with air 
of indifference designed to hide 
uneasiness meated by uncanny 
spectacle. 

“ Oh,” said he, “ don’t you 
know ? They aie the Parlia- 
ment-uy Agents for Private 
Bills in attendance upon their 
bantlings.” 

When they departed appear- 
ance of Chamber grew increas- 
ingly desolate. Not a soul on 
Front Opposition Bench. Be- 
hind it a wilderness in which 
bloomed that solitary rose, 
PeckhamBanblry. Till ee Minis 
ters on Tieasuiy Bench drawn 
by magnet of Questions. Above 
and below Gangway not a scoie 
of Members. Jack Pease 
rubbed his hands with satis- 
faction. This is the soii; of 
thing a Whip likes to see on 


day when Service Es'imates are put down 
for Committee As a rule progress is 
commensurate with absence ot Members. 
The fewer talkers, the more votes. 

State of paralysis indicated by Question 
paper. Fourteen printed. Of these only 
half-a-dozen put. The rest, addressed 
either to First Loiu> op Admiralty or 
Ciuncellor or Exchequer, postponed, 
s 1 nee there was no one to reply Admiral 
McKenna is on the seas, looking after 
the security of ports on the South 
Coast especially open to invasion. 
Lloyd-George is still in the home of 
his fadieis, re-visiting Uanystumdwy, 
regarding with dimmed eyes the smithy, 
his first Parliament, where none moved 
the Closure when tliey “ discussed and 
decided abstruse questions belonging to 
this world and the next, in politics, in 
tlieology, in philosophy and science.” 

Thus it came to pass that by tlirce 
o’clock, full forty minutes earlier than 
usual, Questions were disposed of 
Beyond die momentary pleasure of this 
ddiveiance lies the significant, illamin- 
ating fact that no one is a penny the 
worse by reason of the unparallded 
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r A DIQRESSION. idl/b 

ad^swl to Ministers, ^fe 10 ossert I WAS tired ot pedestrianjsm and tlie ram, while I read the longer of my 

' asSrn'SS"" ”* SlnSg “ f^fd^ndW yon," said the 

sSrr.“kSdTCH*mi,« or Wars said m mreell, “ be rieb. To to pro- ha;^g down hi. flag. 

AND jMuvns took his seat at the Table ; perly rich I must be m a motoi. ^ Theii I will follow jou, I said, pre- 


AJNI# LUUXL UlO OCtlU au , If J — _ . 

Peckea^ stiU dwelt amid lonelineea of The taxicaL saw me and returned my paring to enter the cab 

benches above Gangwav. This would greeting. More than that, it stopped m But tell me, said he, of what you 

never do Every prosuMt of Mimstere its wild ctireer and returned to speak to stand in need. I should like to help 

romping llirough votes in Supply, me. To have distorted all the traflac you if I can 

Might dear the whole paper with none at Channg Cross for the best part I want to go to Regents Park 
to Sty them Kay. of a minute, that is the begmnmg of Corner I said. 

PccKH-ui a man of rare resource. Less i riches. 

i1,An ft. RPom of Members nresent. t ? I a multitude ot reasons. 


go to Regent’s 


to say them Kay. I v ^ 

PHCKHA31 a man of rare resource. Less i riches. 

than a score of Members present. 

If he could rush a count-out, the 
country would at least temporarily ^ 

be saved from onslaught of a rapa- 
cious Government. Sno\vden on his ^ ^ 
legs melting in sympathy with 
wrongs of certain pension officers. 

Uprose Peckham. /, 

“Mr. Emmotf,” he said, “I beg 

to call your attention to the fact 
that there are not forty Members 
present.” 

Snowden plumped down rs if 
sudden thiw had set in. Through 
distant rooms and corridors the bells 
clanged signal for a count. Slowly 
Members trooped in. Would they 
make up forty before the sand sped 
through the glass? Peckham le- J 

lieved himselt of personal anxiety ^ 
on the subject by instant flight. 

As soon as he moved the count he 
bolted behind the SpeaivEr’s Chair. 

If peradventure the muster counted 
up to thirty-nine it was not for him 
to make up the forty. * 

The stream passing into the House 
from I^bby, at first a meie dribble, 1 
grew in'^olume. Evidently the ' 

Whips had not been caught napping. 

Before the 'last grain of sand had | 
fallen Chairman of Waas and Means i 
was on his feet coxinting. Some i 
w'ould have begun at the beginning, I 
wearily winning their way up from j 
the unit to the two-:core. Not so | 

Mr Eto 

Thiity-eight — thirty-nine — 
forty,” he said in a breath. 


Mb, Haldane (as Mb. P£lissieb or “ The Follies.”) 
“And there came 
But-ter-flies ! — all foreign ! ' ” 


some abstract, one concrete. Re- 
gent’s is, I consider, a very pleasant 
Park, and I am told that some one 
expects us to luncheon in that 
neighbourhood.” 

“Us?” he cried, incredulous. 
“No one ever expected me. I am 
the Great Unexpected. Who would 
ever have thought that I should be 
earning one poimd to thirty shillings 
a day, apart from perks ? ” 

“Pardon,” I interrupted; “your 
clock all cad y points to 8rf., and I 
have only one shilling and sixpence 
in the whole world. I am not sure 
whether I have even that with me 
at the moment. Never mind; let 
that pass, for I have a bright idea. 
Let us go to Regent’s Park 
Corner.” 

“Yes,” said the policeman on 
the pavement, interested in spite of 
himself, “why don’t you? ” 

“Because,” said the chauffeur, 
idly fingering his lever, “ Regent’s 
Park has not got a corner.” 

“No matter,” said I, “I do not 
insist upon the Regent’s, though I 
must have a Paik and a corner. In 
fact, when I said Regent’s Park 
Corner, I meant Hyde . . 

“Ah ! ” said the chauffeur, mov- 
ing off in another circle, “you should 
always say what you mean.” 

To have held up the traffic at 
Charing Cross twice in the same 
hour, that is plutocracy. 


The head of Snowden uprose again, ^ ^ 

cleaiedof the cloud Peckham had wan- “Regent’s Park Comer,” I said to A little girl havicg written to Hearth 
tonly but ineffectually wrapt it in, and the chauffeur. and Home about her holiday, the 

debate went drearily on. “ What about it? ” be asked. Editress of the “ Cliildreit’s Circle” 

Business done.— Yote of three-quarters 1 \ ^ suavely, replies in the paper as follows : 

of a million Lr Inland Revenue Depart- I might go there together. “ Write and tell us more about {Jrieff. Isita 

ment agreed to in time for adjournment ^ ^ sit in your little armchair and jiaM? I am sme the Circle would 

at 7 90 wheel as you will, while I re- ^ describe it. I love the sea, I thinJc, 

’ - - cline gracefully inside upon the larger anything in nature.” 

seat and dispose my feet carelessly upon Certainly the Editress should be told 
“ The Oxford University Press are preparing the smaller one. En route we will oh- more about Crieff.” 

a new library edition of Shelley’s works to be serve the life of the great metropolis, 

pnnt^ in Fell ty w, ‘The Faeiy Queen’ being and mark the ambition, misery and vice Holbein saved by a Lady.” 

UT • >) J t ^ ernaps we may even enter The rescuer s name is easy to guess. 

Memoriam and * The upon some interesting discussion with She must be Holbein’s .cross-Channel 
Qamievwry Tale$J*, i , a motor-bus driver on the way. Once rival, Miss Kellerman. 
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A SHOW OF HANDS. 

So far as tlie remote past is concerned, 
my memory is excellent. I should like 
to take a piece off behind, so to speak, 
and patch it up in front, where the 
machinery for registering future events 
is weak. It has a stupid habit of re- 
calling things just after the time for 
action is passed. 

Thus it allowed me to get four-fifths 
of the way to Hampstead before remind- 
ing me to bring a pair of gloves for the 
dance. The local shops were, I knew, 
all closed ; and if I returned home I 
should be late, and Her programme 
would be filled up. 

Then I remembered with a sudden 
exaltation of mood that my host was 
laming wood-carving, and always kept 
his old gloves for finger-stalls. 

I found him in the hall, but he could 
not help me. AU his old gloves, 
together with his fiivourite coats and 
his dear old shooting boots, had been 
spirited away to a jumble sale. 

‘*Come without any gloves?’’ asked 
Greene. 

'I' don’t like Greene, but there was a 
ray of hope in his query, “Yes,” I 
replied eagerly. 

“Pity,” said Greene. 


“What can I do?” I demanded 
fiercdy. 

Greene pondered. His face brightened 
suddenly. So did mine. “ There ’s 
some tennis-court whitening in the 
shed,” he said, “and if you only dance 
with girls in white dresses it won’t 
matter if it does come off a bit.” 

Then I caught sight of Her in pale 
blue. 

She was quite nice about the 
gloves, and said that she had kept six 
dances for me, but that she really 
couldn't sit them out. Tlie floor was 
too lovely, and the band a simple dream. 

I retired to a lonely corner for thought. 
Even the solace of a cigarette was denied 
me. She objected strongly^ to men 
smoking at dances. As I might have 
the pleasuie of driving home with her 
afterwards, I dared not disobey. 

My host unearthed me before the third 
dance was over. “Just the very man I 
want,” he cried heartily, and dragged 
me off resisting. . . . 

She wasn’t exactly a wall-flower. She 
belonged rathei* to some species of Vir- 
ginia-creeper — doomed to be everlast- 
ingly fixed to the wall. I began to 
scribble imaginary engagements all over 
my programme at frantic speed. 

“Tids poor fellow has come without 


any gloves,” said my host. “IIis pro- 
gramme is empty, and it would be an 
act of real chanty to sit out with him.” 

She led me, helpless, to a secluded 
nook and at once started out to bore me. 
My thoughts were elsewhere, and my 
answers were vague and iiTelevant. 
After three-quarters of an hour her voice 
took on a chiUiDg tone. I pulled myself 
together and made a desperate effort to 
be polite. 

“ I wonder if you are any relation to 
General Scroggins ? ” I asked. 

“My name is GrogginSy' she replied. 

“Come and have a drink,” I said 
hastily. It didn’t sound right, somehow, 
though the intention was good. “I 
mean, can’t I get you some claret-cup or 
something?” 

“ No, thank you.” 

“Or some lemonade or anything of 
that sort?” 

“ No, thank you.” 

“ But I insist— you haven’t had any- 
thing to drink for over an hour.” 

“ No, thaniz yon." 

“But I really must insist,” I said, 
edging backwards till I reached the 
stairs. Then I turned and fled back 
to my previous hiding-place. 

An Hour later I was discovered by my I 
hostess. “Poor man,” she said, “all I 
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alone? But you won’t want gloves for 
supper. Come with. me. I Ve got some- 
one for you to take down.” 

My heart rose again. Perhaps She 
was still free for supper. 

Ilianks so much,” I replied. “ I Ve 
just been bored to death by my one and 
only partner.” (This, of course, was 
not a tactful thing to say to a hostess.) 

She stopped suddenly and spoke to- 
someone round the corner. 

“I’m so glad you’re still here. I 
want you to cheer up a poor man who 
has been bored to death by his one and 
only partner.” 

She turned to me and stepped aside. 
“Let me introduce you to Miss Grog- 
gins.” 

Appetite and indignation battled 
fiercely for the mastery, and appetite won. 
We sat at a table from which I had an 
uninterrupted view of Her. Also an 
equally good view of Greene. 

I became reckless. I talked merrily 
and unceasingly. My partner thawed 
once when I spoke of Browning, and 
froze again with a snap when I com- 
pared his Hunting of the Snarh to 
Byron’s Ancient Mariner. 

I spent the rest of the night in strict 
seclusion;^, except on one occasion when 
my host’s sistei’-in-law dragged me out 
and introduced me to Miss Groggins. 

At last the strains of the National 
Andiem reached my eager ear. 
waited by the hall door till She came 
down. Greene also waited. 

She looked at us in laughing despair. 

“ There isn’t room for you both ! ” she 
said. 

“ It is my turn,” I pleaded humbly. 

She regarded us judicially for some 
seconds. “ Well, I can’t decide without 
being very rude to one of you — so I will 
refer it to a higher court. My aunt 
hasn’t met either of you, and she shall 
have the casting vote.” 

Oh, yes, the aunt was Miss Groggins 
right enough— and Greene secured the 
seat by an overwhelming majority of 
two to one. 

I decided to walk home. The grey 
hopeless dawn suited my mood, 
wanted a smoke, too, despei-ately. I felt 
in my pockets. I repeated the process. 
I had forgotten to bring my cigarette 
case! I felt despairingly in the tail 
pocket of my dress coat. I never use 
this pocket— but perhaps, in a fit of 
absent-mindedness, I had put it there 
I didn’t find it. All I found was a pair 
of unsoiled evening gloves which I had 
worn the night before ! 


Common Objects of the Countryside. 

From a Parish Magazine : 

“ We have unfortunately not as yet been able 
to obtain a Curate, though having taken eveiy 
possible step to secure that object.” 


AT THE PLAY. 

“A Merry Devil.” 

For his sixteenth-century “ Florentine 
Farce,” Mr. Fagan seems to have drawn 
ungrudgingly upon Shakspeare’s crea- 
tions. Its full name should be “ Much 
Ado about the Taming of the Merry 
Wife of Florence.” The fun begins 
boisterously with the entrance of Mr. 
Cyril Maude, disguised as a local Falstaff. 
He is a swashbuckling suitor of Madonna 
Geralda, the “Merry Devil” (Miss Wini- 
fred Emery), and a plot is soon afoot to 
serve him with figs and an iced drink 
which shall cause him an excruciating 



I LOATHED Colic. 

Captahi Bamhazone - - Mr. Cyril Maude. 

colic'andlead him to imagine that he has 
been poisoned. A second plot is then 
de'^sed against another suitor. Sir 
Phillip Lilley^ an Englishman, who 
all thmgs, including his love, 
very seriously, and has not been long 
enough in Florence to assimilate its 
prevailing indifference to the practice of 

E oisoning. ^ He has denounced as heart- 
3ss the ridicule of Captain Bamhazone^s 
stomach-ache, and he must he taught 
better manners and an easier mor- 
ahty. My lady is to work upon 
his passion and persuade him, against 
his principles, to take^ a hand in the 
secret burial of the poisoned Captain’s 
corpse, actually a dead hog dressed 
up for the part. The vast amusement 
enjoyed by the designer of these plots — 
each of them rather homely in concep- 
tion — was not dangerously infectious 
beyond the footlights, and there was more 
attraction for the audience in what one 


must call the serious relief. Indeed, the 
real interest began just before the curtain 
of the Second Act, when the English- 
man, angered to find that his loyalty 
had been played with, gives his 
spoiled lady a sound whipping (off). 
After this the farcical element becomes 
secondary, and we have to do with high 
sentiment and the clash of strong natures. 
The last Act contains a very pretty pas- 
sage between Madonna Geralda and her 
young singing page, Cheruhino (Master 
Harold Everett), whose sympathy for 
his mistress’s trouble leads him to 
confess his love for her. The biave 
earnestness of the boy, and the smiling 
graciousness of the lady, careful not to 
hurt his pride, gave to this little inter- 
lude a particular charm. 

Miss Winifred Emery in the combined 
parts of Portia^ Beatrice, Katharine the 
Shrew, and Mistress Page showed an 
extraordinary versatility ; and Mr. Cyril 
Maude as the Florentine Falstaff was 
always pleasantly rotund in his buf- 
foonery. Minor pai*ts were picturesquely 
.played by Miss Jessie Bateman (whose 
return is most welcome) and Mr. Holmes- 
Gore. 

The dresses and the beautiful sceneiy 
were no doubt admirably Florentine and 
of the period. The practical jokes, too, 
may be said to have easily escaped the 
snares of modernity ; indeed, their almost 
cosmic freedom from subtlety might have 
commended them to Primeval Man. 
But nothing will persuade me that Miss 
Winifred Emery’s Madonna Geralda was 
other than a spoiled, high-spirited and 
rather disagreeable Englishwoman of no 
particular era, or that Mr. Audrey Smith’s 
Sir Phillip lAlley was anything but the 
soundest product of the twentieth cen- 
tury. 

Mr. Fagan’s serio-comic extravaganza 
in the archaistic vein is at least an 
experiment that should be encouraged. 
But I am afraid that bis friend Shaks- 
PEARE must, with all his anachronisms, 
still have the advantage of him in being 
a matter of some three centuries nearer 
to his mediaeval themes. 0. S. 


BIBLIOPHOBIA. 


“ My scheme,” he said, “ is quite 
simple. It is based on common sense. 
Briefly, it is a system for liberating 
people from books.” 

“Liberating them? ” 

“ Yes. That is what people want. 
They pretend to want the company of 
books, but what they really want is free- 
dom from books. That is what I will 
give them. You have, of course, heard 
of Stewdie’s and the Jupiter Library, 
and Hawthorn and Cut, and all the rest 
of them?” 

“ Of coui-se.” 

“You perhaps belong yourself?” 
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Ethel (jU8t ntimied J\om the Kiudenjarten Prize-guhtg), “Mummib, ii was a seamb! They &a\e a prize tor something we \e ne\eb 
BEEN taught” 

Mother “What was that, dvrlikg?” Ethel, “‘General Progress’ they ouiid ir.” 


“ Yes, to tlie Jupiter.” 

And liow many books do you read a 
year ? ” 

Ob, I bn not a good case. 

I bn a very busy man.” 

“ How many books ? ” 

“ We get four or five a week, I think.” 

“ Yes, but how many do you yourself 
read ? ” 

“ Well, now I come to think of it, I 
don’t read any.” 

“ No, of course you don’t. And who 
does read them ? ” 

“ Well, I suppose my wife does.” 

“ No, she doesn’t ; she looks at one or 
two, and then does something else.” 

daresay you’re right. We play 
billiards every evening, and we ’re 
always busy till then.” 

“ Ah! just what 1 thought. You are 
typical. You don’t want books. And 
how much less does a man who writes 
books want with a library subscription! 
Think of that. Very well, then, here 
comes in my scheme. My scheme is to 
relieve people of books. My collecting 
vans don’t bring books ; they take them 
away. You can subscribe for as many 
as few volumes as you like. For 
half-a-guinea a year I will take away 


one of your books twice a week. For a 
guinea I will take one away every morn- 
ing. For two guineas I will take three 
away. And so on. It ’s perfectly simple. 
When all the books you don’t want have 
gone you close the subscription. Every- 
one has too many books, and no one any 
longer reads anything but the papers.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ it ’s ingenious, and I 
daresay there’s something in it. But 
why not strike earlier? Why not use 
your machinery to prevent publication 
at all?” 

“Oil, no,” he said, “that wouldn’t do. 
People like to belong to things ; they 
like to subscribe. The van calling 
would be a source of both pleasure and 
pride to them.” 

“And what will you do with the 
books you collect ? ” 

“ Those ? Oh, I shall sell them cheap 
to the others.” 

“ What others ? ” 

“ The real readers.” 

“ That lonely outpost of Scotland, St. Kilda, 
will be visited next week by the Hebrides.” — 
Da Hi/ Eecord, 

These friendly calls do much to keep 
the Empire together. ^ 


THE COW-CURE. 

[A leading surgeon has infoimed The Daihj 
Mirror that when a man’s “ bad day ” lecura — 
which, it appears, is once every three or four 
weeks— he sliould go into the country by 
himself, and, if it is summer, lie in a field, 
and meditate on nothing but cows ] 

When Chancellors would sux)erlax your 
brain 

With Budget worries, take a local tiain 
To some bucolic spot, unknit yoxir brows, 
And simply think of cows ! 

When ghostly scare-ships, scudding 
through the night, 

Have sent you up to bed half dead with 
fright, 

Arise next morn and in a meadow browse 
And ruminate on cows. 

So, when the scribbler’s day of gloom 
comes round 

And ne’er a blessed topic can be found, 
He ’ll write, as I do row until I drowse, 
On cows and cows and cows ! 

From a Publisher’s Advertisement. 
“A very humorous book, compared with 
* The Dolly Dialogues.’ ” 

In case this is misunderstood, we offer 
Mr, Anthony Hope our sympathy. 
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Mr. Eobekt Hiodeks has decided not to repeat the TyiintnVp 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. of giving ns more than we de&erro for our money (6s.), as he 

(B, M,. SUf ./ 0U,k,.) 

Mr. Charles Oaryke’s novels seem to belong to the kind 35. Cd.^ It tells bow a baronet’s wiie has a vulgar flirtation, 
which I call niassics, to distinguish them from classics. I if nothing worse, with an Arab Spahi at El-Akbara, the Gate 
learn from publishers’ notices at the end of Queen Kate of the Desert. Mr. Hiciiens is back in those favourite haunts 
(Hodder and Stolt.hton) that he is “ an author who enjoys a of which he understands so well how to reproduce the atmo- 
prodigious vogue on the other side of the Atlantic,” and I sphere. To Lady Wyverne, how oxer, they are novel, and the 
accept that statement with respect, though throughout the atmosphere gets into her frivolous head and makes her do 
story I have tried hard to And out why he enjoys it. Or the most impiobable things. A local madman, armed with a 
rather, not why he enjoys it, for that is reasonable, but why murderous knife, is arbitiarily dragged in to save the situa- 
hc has it. Prodigious vogues are sometimes vei v difficult to tion, and a veil, equally arbitraiy, is drawn over the strained 
account for. In Queen Kate there is a gambling haionet, relations which are bound to follow between tbe lady and 
an Italian villain, a dashing spendthiilt young guards- her stolid British husband. Apart fiom the setting, it is 
man wbo succeeds lo a dukedom, and a Eussian prince, just an ordinaiy magazine story, in wdiich Mr. Hichens seems 
fabulously rich and unscrupulous, w^bo will give up all for to have^ taken advantage of his reputation to impose upon us 
the hand of the divine opera singer who has taken Euiope something that is not quite worthy of his clover pen. 
by stoim, and is — 


really tbe heroine in 
disguise. Also there 
are plenty of titled 
people, including 
Lord Umherleigh, 
who is a wonderful 
hand at a climb on 
the “ Mer de Glace ” 
(hic\ and — ^I believe 
— a bishop. Yes, I 
feel sure I remember 
a bishop. And a 
forged will. Now 
in England all these 
things are good sell- 
ing lines, but some- 
how I don’t seem to 
see them getting a 
“prodigious vogue.” 
Mind you, I ’ve only 
read this one book 
by Mr. Garvicic, and 
perhaps the others 
had some other 
strong point, such 
as stolen jewels or 
something, which 






* f/i/ lilt 


\ 


“THIS TOO, TOO SOLID FLESH ” 

‘Tm co^f^ITlATOPB are at haii>* QiiceI quick! my lord. The secret staircase’ 


JiJugenie Wintoiir's 
trouble in Amies 
from the Davit (Milt.s 
AND Boon) arose fiom 
a combination of bad 
judgment and bad 
luck. Granted that 
she could not pre- 
vent her infatuation 
for Herr Htehmann, 
the famous pianist, 1 
think that she was 
imprudent to write 
so freely to him ; 
nevertheless it was 
hard (and extremely 
inconvenient) that the 
famous one should 
die suddenly, and 
leave so many effu- 
sive letters in the 
hands of his infam- 
ous and blackmailing 
wife. The blow^ to 
Eugenie's pocket was 
severe, but it was the 
buSet to her pride 


this lacks. Anjhow, I am greatly excited to see how it whidi convinced her that she must be Tom Trevor's fnend 

instead of his wife. However, he disagreed with her on this 

' • -n • c., Tif • 1 point, and so she ultimately carried off the Great Tom 

Heme and Stakes, beating the more attractive Margome Willett, who 
ptierf (Wakd, Lock) to ^vas my fancy. Miss Sohiie Cole’s book wiU appeal 

tl.lr W?, iLL 1 ^® r"?* if it restrabs anyone from 

rooHftv "h/? “h ppose themsdves to be in love, the wi’iting indiscreetly to married celebrities it will have 

readei who has any previous acquaintance with the work of justifi^ itself. ^ 

Mi‘. Justus Miles Forman will already congiatulate himself. — 

Of reading Mr. Eegikau) Toukeh’s book, Samami Unshorn 

with inst snfBaent local (CkAPMAU aho Hall), I pras reminded irresistibly of the Duhe 
i of restorants especially) to recsdl debght- of Plaza Toro, who led bis regiment frem behind. TTie story 
tl»s.ther-e is a wicked imde tells of one of the kings of tie popular press-the Napoli 

mystery - a i^ht or^tno* of JoninaliEm, as the snhaltems of theb repen-ting army 

b thTiibnX b bp 1 dilapidated old house imght call them. He is so terribly swift b his achievements 

Ll lov^nhortbuLid Time toils after hib in i-ain, and Mr. Tuenee 

cioes Jove a liorticultuial setting I) the hero is kept a wxunded comes m a poor third, some wav behind Time Maxu'ell the 

itoiSi'SiuriSt 4. -“li. ’""s 

about I Wbh^r J 1 proposes, or breaks it off, and while Mr. Tubkee is cotplaining 

Sbflv mitSed fwS? -Sf length how he felt whde he was dobg it he is off afierfresh 

_y..- character Ste.Mane, & name which is laurds — boembar conscrintion. nrTPfiiaiTi£r a ■npprnryft nr what 


atinMrbsuh™ b„f tWa ”““® laurd^bocmbg conscription, or refusing a peerage, or what 

tiSi owfo^i “Vo- All thiswouldhemoreentertabbg ifonecoulclonlyhe 

a rather breathless adnmatiS “ nothing but *er®jMe he is at it ; hut one must of necessity stay witji, 
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It is now rumoured that there is more 
than meets the eye in the forthcoming 
naval display in the Thames, when there 
is to be a line of war vessels stretching 
from the Nore to the Houses of Parlia- 
ment. The actual object of this show 
of force is, it is said, to intimidate the 
Suffragettes, who have been threatening 
a renewed attack on the House of Com- 
mons from the river. 

* 

Our new cruiser, H.M.S. Defenoe, ran 
ashore the other day, and was none the 
worse for a short stay there. It is 
satisfactory to know that she is not 
merely seaworthy. 

** 

* 

When Mr, Llovd-George visited Cardiff 
he spent some time at the Pageant House 
inspecting the costumes, “in which,’* 
The Daily Chronicle informs us, “he 
displayed all the intelligent interest of a 
Paquin or a Worth.” Note how con- 
siderate the Eadical Press is to Mr. 
Asquith’s colleague. There is no men- 
tion of a POIRET. 

Meanwhile Mr. Lloyd-Georoe’s influ- 
ence in Wales, at any rate, seems to 
increase rather than to diminish. No 
sooner, we read, was Cyfarthfa Castle 
thrown open to the public, the other 
day, than plants and shrubs were up- 
rooted, brass taps wrenched off, the 
rooms ransacked, and even lead removed 
from the roof. Taffy takes kindly to 
the hen-roost notion. 

It speaks well for the careful arrange- 
ments at the Horse Show that, although 
there were 1,500 baby ramblers there, 
not one of them was injured. 

4s 

At a rummage sale in connection with 
a Yarmouth Church Mission the silk hat 
of one of the workers was inadvertently 
sold for a penny. The owner’s annoy- 
ance may be imagined, for the article, we 
understand, was worth more than double 
what was given for it. 

4s 4s 
4c 

Our attention has been drawn to the 
advertisement of a Temperance Hotel at 
Shrewsbury, which states boldly : — 

“Porter kept on the Premises.” 

After this, it seems perhaps unkind to 
mention that the House in question is 
called “ The Welcome Temperance Hotel.’ ’ 

♦a.* 

3|C 

Contrary to announcements the Church 
PageaUt opened with a realistic repre- 
sentation of the Flood, 

4s ♦ 

4s 

Our modern theatres carry realism to 
wonderful lengths. For instance. Miss 
VioiJET Vanbrugh has informed an inter- 



ALan (m dear and heU-Zike tones, five minutes after the enrtain has gone up on the first 
scene of *^The Merchant of Venice”). “Mother, which is Shakstearb?” 


viewer that in the supper scene in The 
Woman in the Case the beverage she 
drinks is not really champagne, although 
it appears to be such. 

^46*^ 

In his speech at the Press Conference 
Lord Morlet stated that many persons 
were committing themselves to literature 
as a profession with no more justification 
than his friend Mr. Birrell would have 
if he took to the painting of pictures. 
Nothing, however, was said about Mr, 
Birrell’s politics. 

* 48 * 

Mr. Charles Eussell considers that 
lessons in the spending of money should 
be given to women. But surely this is 
one of the things that comes naturally 
to them ? 


Poor Mr. Crawford Again. 

O* M« Rt W 

“J. N. Crawford 0.2 1 0* 0.” ^ 

—Sheffield Daily Telegraph, 

This is an example of what perseverance 
can do. Indeed, it has led to an even 
greater success. In The Evening News 
we read : — 

“ Crawford’s dismissal o£ Benham afforded a 
fine example of what is known as poetic 
justice. It happened thus : Benham in playing 
forward did not meet the ball properly, and it 
sped a few inches above the ^ound to J^rshal, 
who could not quite hold it with one hand. 
With the veiy ball, however, the Surrey captain 
clean bowled Benham.” 

This, at least, shows that Mr. Orawkord 
does not call for a new ball every time 
he has a catch missed off his bowling. 
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Tet not assnme tlie cyoic’s captious mood, 

For such irreverence would become you ill, 
Since, at her worst and weariest, you ’re lier brood 
And she ’s a Titan still. 0 S 


“ Ah God, Lr a man with heart, h^ad, hand, 
like some of the simple great ones gone 
Por ever and ever hy, 

One still strong man in a blatant land, 

Whatever they call him, what care I, 

i^ristocrat, democrat, antociat— one 

Who ern rule ...” Tennyson. 

Yes, we “ endorse ” each other right enough ; 

“ Hear, hear ! ** we cry, “ ’twas excellently said ; 
Our hearts, no doubt, are of the proper stuff, 

And here and there a head— 

But, when we look to feel the guiding hand 
Laid to the promised task betimes and now^ 
Like patient oxen in the tilths we stand, 

With none to steer the plough. 

Oh, you liave heard us, you from oversea, 

Have heard our statesmen, every brand and hue. 
Talk with a wondrous unanimity 
Of what we ought to do ; 

But think you we shall do it ? Ah, good Sira, 

The thought is prompted by a guestly tact. 

Or you are misinformed of what occurs 
In the domain of fact. 

Not that we shirk the sacrifice to pay ; 

Nor that our ancient pride of race is lost ; 

But that our chosen leaders make delay, 

Stopping to count the cost. 

A decade since, in that disastrous year 
We put our finger on the cankered spot, 

Saying, “ We ’ll have the surgeon’s lancet here ! ” 
And left it — dean forgot. 

That is our way, down which we ever drift ; 

Hopeful that with the Hour will come the Man, 
We wait tlie call to action, stem and swift, 

To clinch the pondered plan ; 

And still we need a ruler who can rule, 

An arm to smite the iron while it glows, 

And we are left to let our fervour cool, 

And the good moment goes. 

Honest we grant them : we ’re an honest breed ; 

But where ’s the courage bold to say, “ You must! 
Tliere lies your duty ; follow where I lead ; 

Else I resign my L'ust ! ” 

0 you who never in your younger lands 
Have “ let ‘ I dare not ’ wait upon ‘ I would,’ ” 
But, when your heart’s work lies before your hands 
Take it and make it good ; ’ 

Go back and shame us into living deeds, 

speeches defdy spun, 

We talk and talk and talk of England’s needs, 

And nothing ’s ever done ! * 

Pt»r “ Titan ” (that ’s tbe term thw nse)— 
Weary I can’t think why, unless for lack 
Of esaroiss to keep her splendid thews 
From growing soft and dack — 

to sons our candour makes appeal 
(Trusting the family to bear the truth) 

That you should give her tonics stiff with steel. 

And so renew her youth ; 


IN THE GRIP OF AN ARTIST. 

ScESE—The interior of an “artistio hairdressing estahlisli 
imnt for ladies ” in a not unfashionable quarter oi 
I^n^. All the compartments, except one, are ocoumM 
by metims in various stages of torture. There isaLzi 
of convei'sation, mostly carried on by the exeeubioners 
A lady advances timidly towards the empty compartment 
bhe is pouneed upon by the aHist (a Frendi gentleman'' 
to whom It belongs, takes her seat in the chair, and it 
swamed for the operation. 

The Artist. Now, Madame, vat is it yon desire ? 

The lAdy. Well, I thought I should' like to have mv hair 
done. You see ^ 

Artist (undoing her hair). Oh, yes, I see. I am not 
blind in bose eyes. You are from ze contry. It is difiScult 
to attend to ze hair in ze contry. I am to give an artistic 
euect, hem? 

The Lady. Something of that kind. I thought you mieht 
do It m puffs. ® 

T/ie Artist {anarily\ In poffs ! I am to do ze hair in poffs ! 
It IS ^ot a word I understand. You mean I am to do it iii 
r-r-rolls ? 

_ The Lady. Well, yes, if you like rolls better I’ll have it 
in rolls. 

The AHist. It is not vat I like better. The question I 
most pose to myself is zis: ViU Madame’s hair go into 
r-r^olls and in additm. Can I make an effect vis r-r-rolls ? 

The Lady (meekly). Exactly. I should ho much obliged if 
you a try. ^ 

n Tj-* ^'f'tist. And I am expect to make r-r-rolls viz zis 
(Holding streamers of hair contemptuously). Ven ze hair 
IB six mch bng I can make r-r-rolls, or if Madame please I 

ft "2^ 1 ? ® 3^^- I cannot respect 

myseU iflmakehim into poffs. Ze head wiU lo.k Ike a 
pompkin. 

The Lady (mth resignation). Why not wave it a litde just 
to start with ? ■' 

The Ariist. Aha, zey all say vafe me ze hair. Zat is easv 
ven you haf fine, soft hair; but yours, Madame, it is tob 
strong. Soch hair I cannot vafe to do me credit; bot I vill 
try. {i±e tries for a minute or two. Then he stands off a 
yard or so to contemplate the result). Mon Dim, vat viU you ? 

b^uliM ^ cannot make him 

(A Female Attendant approaches.) 

F. A. Rigault, there ’s a lady asking for you. 

The Artist. She ask for me? VeU, she cannot get me. 
bay to her I am occupied. 

F. A. But she says she won’t have anyone else. 
■llieAHist. Ah, it is always so. Zey vant me, hut I do 
not vant zem. But, mon Dieu, do you not see I have a hand- 
ful here (pointing to his metim) ? 

The F. A. But can’t you say when you ’U be done ? She 
says she 11 wait. 

The Artist. She vill vait ! Zen she most vait one hour, two 

^ till I finish. 

tne f. A. But 

T ■^'tist. I have said. And if she vos ze Queen of 
Lahore I cannot alter it. Do not talk to me any more. (He 
rewmes the Lady s hair) Zere, Madame, I have Vdfed you ; 
but for ze r-r-rolls it is impossible. 

OTic lAdij. Well, what con you do with it ? 
the AHist (after a pause for reflection, partly to himself), i 
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SHARP PRACTICE AT A BAZAAR. 

Lady Grace. “ Come along, nu won’t buy any.” 

Lady Beatrice. *‘He’ll have to as soon as he moves. Hb*s bound to break them I** 


All, coquinj je te tiens! Pardon, Madame, I Lave found ze 
vay. I tvist Lina in a big coil —so (he twists it), and zen I 
haf some little ends and I curl zem— so (he attempts to curl 
them round his -fingers). Bot, tiinder of Leaven, it vill not 
go. It is like nails to curl. No, I cannot. I am at end of 
ray resources. 

The Lady. Never mind. Do wLat you like with it. 

The Artist. Aha, zis is it. I vind zem round one ze ozzer 
{he does so). Now* I put ze net on. {He pats and smooths it 
all admiringly). Not bad, not bad, ray fine fellow. Zere, 
Madame ; I make you ray compliments. You vill say it is a 
good effect. Of course I could not fail, but it vos a big 
affair. No matter. I Lave pulled myself out of it better 
zan I expect. {Scene closes.) 


THE PAGAN SPLURGE. 

The spirit of tLe new Hellenic revival, wLicL in tliis 
country has been chiefly confined to Maratlion races and 
inusic-Lalls, Las, as might liave been expected, begun to 
spread like wild-fire in the more imaginative atmosphere of 
the U.S.A. A young Sicilian shepherd and piper was Litely, 
so we read, imported for the purposes of a “ Greek pageant 
and Bacchanalia ” oi-ganised by the leaders of New York 
Society : but this is as nothing compared with the rumours 
that are hourly floating like the strains of Pan across the 
herring-pond. 

Afi iminense celebration, for instance, of the Waldorphic 
mysttries is being prepared by the *‘Foar Hundred” for 


June, the anniversary month of the foundation of their 
order (in 411 b o.) by Antiphon at Athens, and at this festival 
a modern version of the Adonis Chant will be sung by 
white-robed maidens in procession at Newport, with special 
reference to the temporary sojourn of ex-President Roo^'EVELT 
in Afiica. 

Meanwhile, Mr. J. D. Rookeeeller is thinking of towing 
over the island of Delos just as it swims, and mooring it 
I by a golden chain to Rhode Island, where, by the way, 
a colossal statue of Big Bill Taft is to be erected: this 
I accomplished, the President of the Standard Oil Companies, 

I as lineal descendant of the God of Light, will deliver oracles 
to the Press from the ancient haunt of Apollo. 

At Chicago, again, Mr. J. D. Patten is about to build 
a temple to Demeter, the bountiful earth-mcther, in 
commemoration of his successful scoop in the wheat-market : 
while Mr. G. 0. Armour, the beef-king, has become an 
ardent student of the Iliad, and is never tired of repeating 
the line, 

Xpvo'ea ^oKKeiav iKarojipoi evvea^otav, 

which he trandates as an inspired prophecy of the pecuniary 
advantages of wholesale canning. 

AU over the States millionaires are contracting for white 
marble mausoleums of Ionic or Doric description to hold 
their remains, and the saying that “ good Americans when 
they die go to Paros,” will soon he truer than ever. As 
further indications of the new movement, it may he remarked 
that Chian wine (known as Chianti) is everywhere replacing 
Cocktails, and that the inhabitants of Pittsburg are said 
to be desirous of re-naming their city Tartaropolis, 
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fished them out and wiped them though “ Who is the hairy Percy, anyhow ? ” 

THE RABBITS. fdly. “ The credible,” he began, “ is said Thomas to himsdf. 

CiniPTER I. rarely ” The Major glared at the interrupter 

. - “Gentlemen, I pray you silence for for a moment. Then — ^for he knows his 

Iniroducmg the ^p-eared Ones and Simpson’s epigram,” cried Archie, weakness and is particularly fond of 

Others. «i j always thought Mr. Simpson Thomas— he threw his paper down and 

“By Hobbs," cried Archie, as he wrote verses in The Saturday Review,” laughed. Wdl,” he said, “ are we 
Degan to put away the porridge, “ I fed. said Miss Fortescue in the silence which going to win to-day ? ” And while he 
as fit as anything this morning. I followed. Archie talked ahout the wicket his 

absolutely safe for a century.” “As a relaxation only,” I explained, daughter removed The Times to a safe 

“You shouldn’t boast with your mouth. “The other is his life-work. We read distance, 
full,” said Myra. him with great interest ; that bit about “ But there aren’t eleven of you here,” 

“ It wasn’t quite full,” pleaded the heavy roller being requisitioned is said Miss Fortescue to me, “ and if you 
Archie, “ and I really am good for runs my favourite line.” aD-d Mr. Simpson and Major Mannering 

to-day.” " “ Mr. Simpson and Killick and aren’t very good you ’ll be beaten. It ’s 

“ You will make,” I Siid, exactly Crawfokd all play in glasses,” put in against the village the first two days, 
fourteen.” Myra eagerly, across the table. isn’t it ? ” 

“Hallo, good morning. Didn’t see “That is their only point in common,” “When I said we weren’t very good 
you were there.” added Archie. I only meant we didn’t make many runs. 

“ I have been here all the time. “ Oh ! isn’t he a very good player ? ” Mr. Simpson is a noted fast bowler, the 
Fourteen.” “ Well, he ’s a thoroughly honest and Major has an M.C.C. scarf which can 

“It seems a lot,” said Myra, douht- punctual and sober player,” I said, be seen quite easily at point, and I keep 
fully. “but — ^tbe fact is, he and I and the wicket. Between us we dismiss mauy 

Archie laughed in scorn. Major don’t mcke many runs nowadays, a professor. Just as they are sliaping 

“ The incoming batsman,” I began, We generally give, as he has said in for a cut, you know, they catch sight of 
“who seemed in no way daunted by the one of his less popular poems, a local the Major's scarf, lose their heads and 


position of affairs ” 

“ Five hundred for nine,” put in Myra. 


habitation to the — er — ^airy nothing.” give me an easy catch. Then Archie 
“I thought it was Shaxspeahe said and Thomas take centuries, one of the 


“ reached double figures for the that.” gardeners bends them from the off and 

fourth time this season, with a lofty “ Shakspeaee or Simpson. Hallo, makes them swim a bit, the Vicar of his 
suick to the boundary. Then turning here ’s Thomas at last.” ^ plenty is lending us two sons, Tony 

his attention to the slow howler he des- Thomas is in the Admiralty, which is and Dahlia Blair come down this mom- 
patched him between his pads and the why he is always late. It is a great ing, and there is a chauffeur who plays 
wicket for a couple. This, however, was pity that he was christened Thomas ; he for keeps. How many is that ? ” 
his last scoring stroke, as in the same can never rise to the top of his profes- “ Eleven, isn’t it ? ” 
over he played forward to a long hop sion with a name like that. You couldn’t “ It ought only to he ten,” said Myra, 
and fell a victim to the vigilance of the imagine a Thomas McKenna — or even a who had overheard, 
wicket-keeper.” Thomas Nelson. I want him to get it “ Oh, yes, I was counting Miss Blair,” 

“ For nearly a quarter of an hour,” altered by letters patent, but I hardly said Miss Fortescue. 
continued Myra, “ he had defied the like to suggest it ; letters of any kind “ We never play more than ten a side,” 
attack, and the character of his hatting are a dangerous subject with him just said Archie. 
iMy be easily judged from the fact that now. “ Oh, why ? ” 

his score induded one five ” “ Morning everybody,” said Thomas. “ So as to give the scorer an extra line 


his score induded one five ” “ Morning everybody,” said Thomas. “ So as to give the scorer an extra line 

“ Four from an overthrow,” I added in “ Isn’t it a beastly day ? ” or two for the byes.” 

parenthesis. “We ’ll hoist the south cone for you,” Myra laughed; then, catching my eye, 

“ And one four. Save for a chance to said Archie, and he balanced a mush- looked preternaturally solemn, 

mid-on before he had scored, and another room upside down on the end of his “If you’ve quite finished breakfast, 

in the slips when seven, his innings was fork. Mr. Ghiukrodger,” she said, “there’ll 

almost entirdy free from blemish ” “What’s the matter with the day?” just he time for me to beat you at 

“Although on one occasion he had asked our host, the Major, still intent on croquet before the Rabbits take the 

the good fortune, when playing hack to his paper. field.” 

a york^, to strike the wicket without “It’s so early.” “Right 0,” I said. 

dislodging the hails.” “ When I was a boy Of course, you know, my name isn’t 

* to-morrow’s 8po7isman,^' con- “ My father, Major Mannering,” said really Qaukrodger. A. A. M. 

eluded Myra. Archie, “ will now relate an anecdote of g____ 

“Oh, you children,” laughed Archie, Waterloo.” „ a ^ i 

as lie walked over to inspect the ham. But the Major was deep in his paper. From an Auction CataJogue . 

“Blessyou.” Suddenly he~there is only one word "AnUpright Panel of Old 

and t«^n to speak. Miss Forteseno is The Budget, said Myra and Archie, la border of lonnal foliage.” 

good »r]s who ex^nging a^ous ghmees. Of course it may have been meant for 

if But histaricaUy there is as much 

gmnme trier. On this occasion she very good! ‘If the Chancellor of the authority for supposing that it repre- 

“ T 1 , •* imagines Aat he can make sents the return of William Bailey after 

1 Often wonder\vho it is who writes his miquitous Budget more acceptable the conanest of Pimlico 

th^ accounts in The Spoj’tman.” to a disgusted public by treating it in a ^ * 

A ^ ^ Simpson,” spirit of airy persiflage he is at liberty “AtKing William’s Town, on 25iihinBt., the 

said ArcIiie. ^ to try. But airy persiflage, when brought wife of of a daughter.” 

Simpwn looked up with a staft and into contact with, the determined temper This appears in The Cape Mercury under 

jerked his glasses into his tea. He of a nation 1 the heading “ Wanted.*^ 


From an Auction Catalogue ; — 

“ An Upright Panel of Old Brussels Tapestry, 
representing the Reception of Julius Caesar by j 
the Emperor Augustus, after bis conquest of 









PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[June 16, 1909. 


Comedy, hy Edbert Sibbering' than the brute began: ‘The 
WRITING A COMEDY UNDER DIFFICULTIES, eedjit! theeedjit! Cheek of him to try and write a Conie- 
WncN Sibbering told us at the Club that he was about to dee ! * or words to that effect. And another bird— a 
retire to a remote village in Sussex in order to write a comedy, thrush Tie was — asked, ‘Will he do it? WiU he doit?’ 
we were all a little incredulous. W'e bad not been aware On which the blackbird said, ‘No fear, he'll chuck it — he'll 
that be wrote at all, and, somehow, a comedy was about the chuck it ! ’ and then gave a nasty kind of whistle, 
last thing we should ever have expected from him. So that, “ After that, of course, I became the joke of all the^ birds in 
when I happened, shortly afterwards, to be staying myself the neighbourhood ! They come and shout out : ‘ Stick to it! 
within a few miles fiom Tidhurst, the village in question, I Stick to it 1 ’ or, ‘ He 'll do it 1^ Tie 'll do it 1 but mostly they 
could not resist going over to look up Sibbering, and find advise me to ‘ leave it — Cleave it 1 ’ If you listen, you ’ll hear 
out if he really uas working at a comedy, and, if so, how he ’em at it now 1 ” . . . 

was getting on with it. I did listen, and I am bound to admit that the cries I heard 

I discovered him at last in his retreat — a charming cottage, were capable of his interpretation — but, as 1 told Sibbering, 
well away from the vilhige and main road, and surrounded I felt sure the birds did not intend to be rude — ^it was only 
by woods and sloping meadows. There was no doubt about manner. “ Not intend to be rude 1 ” cried Sibbering, “ when 
the comedy, for he was actually engaged upon it as I entered a confounded thrush has just this very instant addressed 

his sitting-room, — a remarkably pleasant^ __nie as ‘ Gr-reedy Bob ’ ? You can’t see 

and cheerful one, with a large bay- always dodges behind 

window at one side, looking out upon a branch of that apple-tree over there — 

a sunny orchard, and, on the other, a but you must have heard him 1 ” 

latticed casement, the light of which was ^ couldn’t deny it, but once more I 

shaded by a big yew and some Scotch assured Sibbering that I did not think 

firs that overhung the front garden. remark had any personal reference. 

He seemed nervous and worried, but “ I know better 1 ” he declared with 

not displeased to sec me. “No, my dear some heat; “he comes and charges 

fellow,” he said, “ you ’re not interrupt- WoX me with gluttony whenever I’m at 

ing me at all. Fact is, I ’m rather at |l meals, and I ’ll swear the fat beast 

a stand-still for the moment. Though I ® Tocioie than ever I do! Per- 

did think I was just in the right mood for haps,” he added, in tones of withering 

n comedy in my present state of fearful irony, “you *11 tell me next that bird 

depression 1 ” iu the yew meant to be compli- 

I must have looked puzzled, for he mentary? Do you know what he 

explained: “Surely you know that all called me? A ‘ Chee-chee-chee-chippy- 

genuine humourists are dismal melan- chippy-chirriwit ! ’ ” 

choly chaps in private life? You must |^n£Q£IJtDrrrA| At this, a thrush, as if from sheer 

have heard that old yarn of the hypo- ^ y \ y' desire to make more mischief, struck in 

chondriacal patient going anonymously AQ.Ic\ with: “So he did — so he did/” 

to consult a doctor. ‘My advice to you,' ^ advised Sibbering to take no notice. 

said the doctor, ‘ is to go to the Jollity and — . jj ^ /RFPHRT i ** After all,” I said, “ it didn’t sound as 

see that new farcical comedy of Grinh'ng ixwi WrVI \ if meant to be offensive.” “ I don’t 

Gassiter’s. If that don’t cheer you up, r pretend to know its exact meaning,” said 

nothing will.’ All the other fellow said ^ { Sibbering very solemnly, “ but this much 

was : 'I am Grinling Gassiter,’ And I — - — ^ know— it ’s an epithet that no decent 

suppose he didn't go to the J oUity. Well, bird would suUy his bill with. And for 

don’t you see? Any one whose spirits are two pins I ’d take that bird’s name and 

as low as mine are ought to turn out no ^ address. No, of course I know that 

end of a brilliant comedy. Only I shall ^ ^ c7 would he no use. But what right has he 

never get a chance of doing it Tie7'e / ” M \ J to reflect on my credit ? ” 

I said I should have thought the «gl VIEILLESSE POUVAIT.” It was probably the merest coincidence, 

place an ideal one for any literary — but just then a blackbird (if it wasn’t 

work, if only for its absolute quiet. “ Quiet ? ” he said, a thrush) cut iu with, “ Credit— credit. Get a verdict I Get , 
"'qiiietl With all these beastly birds about! Ah, I aver-dict!” 

see— they’re innocent chirruping little beggais, “He’s taunting me now!” he cried, “taunting me he- 
with no ideas beyond minding their own business. So did cause he knows as well as I do that I’ve no legal remedy 1 
I— o?ice. When I came down here first, I supposed they That’s the same bird that took upou himself, only yesterday, 
were merely talking to one another about their private to suggest a perfectly preposterous opening line for my first 
affairs* As soon as my ear got more accustomed to their scene. Lord Lereivod Flarae comes on alone, do vou see? 


upoii« 

B/REPOKr 1 

IeVENWO MSdS 


“SI VIEILLESSE POUVAIT.” 


anything tTie?/ can tell it might be the means of rescuing our been and gobbled a worrum, and my woiTud, he was such a 
National Drama from ite present deplorable condition — ^but wriggley one 1 ’ Now, I ask von, could he really have sup- 
what s thatto i^sm? my ’re trying their hardest to nip it posed that that was a likely observation for any English 


tliat blickbird. He stsu-ted Uiis infernal pei-secution the you? ‘ Aet L, Soene 1. The Mming Boom atToppingham 
first morning I commenced work! No sooner bad I Totcers. Enter Lord Percival Flarae Lord Pereival (to 
written: The Tergiversations of Lady Tryphena, an Oriyined himself: ‘'And so Lady Lopyeir” (JL'm making this 
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THE GREAT WAR OF r9- 


Mapr. “It’s pretty certain we shall have to fight ’em in the course of the next few years.**' 
Sulaltern, “Well, let’s hope it’ll come BETWEEai the polo and the huntin’.** 


really liigh-class csomedy — all the characters have titles 
I except the domestics — ^I’m told the Dress Circles prefer 
it)— ‘‘so Lady Lopyeir is not at home, Wm, she cant he 
such a very mysterious personage^ after all, when this is the 
second time I've found her out!"' Spoken with the right 
emphasis — the right emphasis, yon know, I think that 
ought to get a laugh, eh ? ” 

Before I could reply I was anticipated hy a long plaintive 
cry from a bird in the front garden. “There’s another 
of ’em ! ” cried Sibbering. “ Upon my soul, this sort of thing 
is s'mply intolerable ! ” 

“JSTow come, my dear feUow,” I protested, “it merely said: 
‘ A little bit o’ bread and no cbee-ese ! ’ All yellowhammers 
do, you knowl’* Sibbericg looked at me suspiciously: 
“ Other yeUowhammers may siy t^t,” he replied ; “ what 
that yellowhammer said was : ‘ A little wit — and such an old 
whee-eze ! ’ A distinct allusion to my joke ! ” 

Assuming this to be the case, I was privately of the yellow- 
hammer’s opinion, but of course I took care not to say so. 
“ How am 1 ever to make any progress,” demanded Sibbering, 
“if I’m to be constantly subjected to these carping criti- 
cisms? I must and will put a stop to it! I wonder if I 
found the village constable and askeJ him to caution the 
birds — You think I ’d better not, eh ? Well , perhaps you ’re 
right, dear old chap, perhaps you’re right. But you’ve 
seen for yourself what I ’ve got to put up with, and, if I 
should have to give up all idea of finishing my comedy, 
I wish you’d explain to the other fellows why I found it 
impossible.” .... 

1 never heard any more of “ The Tergiversations of Lady 


Tryphena" so I conclude that Sibbering must have found 
the birds too many for him. At the same time I cannot help 
thinking that he was just a trifle over-sensitive. F. A. 

An Eisteddfoddity. 

The inrush of the Welsh to London this week is terrific. 
Prudent voyagers from the Principality itself started some 
days in advance, knowing how any pressure of traffic renders 
the Welsh railways somewhat slow and uncertain. At the 
moment of going to press, our special representative wires : — 
“I have just interviewed one of the leading Bards, named 
Wilkie. He personally opened the door to me. ‘ Wellllcwm 1 ’ 
he said genially. ‘ Myndd ywr hatt dwsntt twch the Uamp.’ 
I asked him what he thought of London. It appeared that he 
knew the place well ; still, he agreed that it was ‘ wwnddrffwll,’ 
to quote his own picturesque^ word. He expressed great 
surprise that he hadn’t been invited to take part in the 
Eisteddfod this year; he would have been only too willing, 
he said, to sing to them, and to make them sing.” 

A Great Bowling Feat by a Batsman. 

It is not often that a player, while in the act of defending 
his own wicket, secures several of the other side’s, taking 
fourteen altogether in one innings. Yet this, according to 
The Daily Chronicle (special type), is what Robson did against 
the Australians : — 

“Going in at 32, and taking a biief reht after capturing his sixth 
wicket, Robsen sent down nineteen overs and a ball for 35 runs and 
eight wickets.” 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 

I The success aotieved by the gifted 
Huiigamu singei*, Mile. Jelly von 
Ai*aoyi, has already had a remarkable 
effect on the nomenclature of our leading 
singers* Mr. Plunket Greene has given 
, notice that he will henceforth be known 
as Mr. J unket Greene, and by no other 
name. Madame Melba has almost com- 
pleted the legal formalities necessary to 
her assuming the forename of P§che. 

Kennekley Rumfoud win in future 
sing under the succulent title of Mx, 
Baba au Rumford, : Madame Kmrasr 
;Lunn has adopted the name of Sally, 
and Mr. Henry Bho), by a deed poll duly 
signed and witnessed, has assured all 
and sundry whom it may concern t’^at 
his name in future will be Buszard. 
Lastly, Mrs. Henry Wood has intimated 


that her vocal engagements will hence- 
forth be fulfilled under the attractive 
alias of Charlotte Russe. 

M. Emile Cartouche, the renowned 
French baritone, besides being a great 
singer, is a famous archaeologist, and 
always makes a point of studying the 
period of every opera in which he sings. 
Thus having been cast for the part of 
Amonas7*o in Aida he at once proceeded 
to Egypt, lived on mummy wheat for 
three weeks, and camped out at the foot 
of the Sphinx, ascending at least one of 
the Pyramids every day in order to 
impart the requisite local colour to his 
vocal chords, which, it is har^y neces- 
sary to say, are of phenomenal length 
I and pow-er, * 

Madame Gemma d’ AntichitJl., the Cala- 


brian diva who will shortly make her 
dShut at Oovent Garden as the principal 
witch in the revival of OiMijaosA’s Mac- 
het\ has, since the death of Signora 
Messalina Skrimshanks, enjoyed the 
privilege of being the only living pupil 
of the renowned Porpora. Although 
the famous coloratura singer has been 
twenty^ decades before the public, her 
repertoire includes several of the most 
up-to-date operas. Mr. Rider Haggard, 
who recently heard her sing, observed 
that, with the exception of She, Mme. 
Gemma d’ Antichit^ was the most 
sprightly bicentenarian he had ever 
come across. 

The performance of the new opera, 
the name of which has escaped us, at 
Covent Garden last Saturday was a pro- 
digious success. The stalls presented 
their usual bright and animated appear- 
ance, tiaras were rife, and every seat 
was occupied. Among those present 
were the Patagonian Minister, the Chev- 
alier Pongo di Mangostine, Mariana 
Countess of Bonanza and the Hon. Dorcas 
Boodle, tlie Earl and Countess of Dolly- 
mount, Sir Langdale Pike, Sir Ernest 
Berncasteler, Mr. and Mrs. Carl Branne- 
berg, the Cavalier© Barolo, Baron Ingel- 
heim and Sir Isidore Zeltinger. 

It is stated in a circular issued by 
his agent that Pepito Arriola, the 
modern Mozart, “in addition to his 
extraordinary musical talent, has shown 
a constant thirst for knowledge of every 
kind, and, although he has only been a 
few weeks in London, is not only learn- 
ing English rapidly, but has a thorough 
grasp of the intricate railway system, by 
which he is fascinated, and of which he 
has made a special study.” We learn 
from another souice that Sir George G up, 
who recently attended one of Pepito 
Angola’s recitals, was so electrified by 
his playing that he at once offered the 
Wunderkind a seat on his Board and a 
permanent free pass from Mansion House 
to The Monument. Meantime we learn 
that M. Paderewski is engaged on a new 
opera, the libretto of which is entirely 
composed of the names of the Welsh 
Railway-stations in Bradshaw. 


Nerves* 

** He started badly, slicing his tee shot to the 
first hole, and had to t ike a niblick to recover. 
The result was a 5 at the second ho'e.’* — 
Evening Standard. 

Apparently his recovery was not 
immediate. Another time he should 
take a stronger pick-me-up. 

Lieut. Shaokleton has just arrived in 
Glasgow from the neighbourhood of the 
Antarctic Pole, and complains bitterly 
of the comparative inclemency of our 
dimata. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Exieacti d prom the Diary of Toby, AI P. 

House of Commons, Monday, June 7. 
— Only tlie other day Strangers’ Galleiies 
re-opened ; pity if it slionld prove neces- 
sary to close them again. Serious risk 
has been iuq Simon, K.C., innocently 
responsible. Varied dull debate on 
Finance Bill by one of his bright, clear, 
never too lengthy speeches. Held a 
brief for the grocer, weighed down with 
apprehension of burdensome rates for 
spirit licences. 

“ Whatever may be said on the sub 
ject from the temperance point of view,” 
insisted the learned gentleman, “it does 
not seem fair that the grocer should pay 
an amount equal to half the annual 
valuation of his premises.” 

Enunciation of this noble sentiment 
went straight home to heart of a grocer 
in the gallery. 

^ ‘‘Right > ” he said, and loudly clapped 
his bands. 

Messengers in attendance rushed up 
and remonstrated. Grocer’s spirit sank 
within him. What was the use of Loid 
Rosebery making speeches at Shep- 
herd’s Bush, extolling the greatness of 
an Empire buttressed about by loyal 
colonies, if, seated in the very home of 
liberty, a downtiodden grocer, momen- 
tarily elate at the enunciation of a gieat 
principle, was not pennitted to clap his 
hands for joy, as do (or did, m the 
days of the Psalmist) all the trees 
of the field? Happily the matter was! 
not carried further, authority being 



AIr Harold Co\ Ai Home to nis Followers 4—7 

Ur Coaj “ Dear me ! 6 45, and uo one turned up yv.t. It looks as if we shan’t he crowded ^ 
Alost enjoj able ! I think I shall take myself in to ha\ e another ice * ” 



» Went straight home to heart o£ a grocei in 
the gallery.** 

(Afr. Simon, K C.) 


satisfied with a reprimand and a warn- 
ing not to do it any more. 

So the grocer remained in the Gallery, 
and presently heard a touching story 
told by Mr. Younger bearing upon the 
great whisky question. Two monkeys 
were generously enteitained by a scien- 
tist, each being provided with a noggin 
of Scotch, One sample newly distdled, 
the other weU matured. Result remark- 
able and instinctive. The gentleman 
who tossed down the new whisky grew 
fi actions, uttering strange cries and 
showing strong desire to fight his host, 
Tlie other became as mellow as the 
whisky he was permitted to sample. 
As Mr. Younger, with contagious en- 
thusiasm, put it, “He became delight- 
fully and pleasantly drunk, making 
friends with everybody around.” So 
that there should be no mistake about 
it, the monkeys were subsequently enter- 
tained at another seance. The distribu- 
tion of whisky, young and old, was 
reversed, with precisely the same con- 
sequence. 


The grocer in the gallery was dis- 
posed to regard it as rather a waste of 
liquor, hut conceded that in the public 
interest the experiment was worth the 
cost. 

It is understood that, having served the 
desired purpose, the monkeys were, not 
without some tiouble, induced to sign 
the pledge. 

Business done — ^Finance Bill comes 
up for Second Reading. Son Austen 
moves rejection. 

Tuesday . — The accustomed, familiar 
fate has befallen in connection with 
Second Reading of Finance Bill. When- 
ever a certain number of days is 
solemnly set apait for discussion of* 
a particular point, M€lan<'hoIy marks* 
the House for its owiu The Opposition * 
complain that the time allotted is in-' 
sufficient, and straightway go off to pass 
away its precious hours elsewhere. In 
present instance four days have been 
allotted to Second Reading stage. To- 
day, as yesleiclay, beggarly array of 
empty benches presents itself. The 
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or of law than the on. This manner, when based npcm 
Attornty- General, sound and carefully stored material, is 
the circumstance, the perfection of the art of Parliamentary 
like murder, will speech. 

out. With smiling Business done . — Still droning round 
countenance, in the Budget. 

gentlest manner, Thursday. — The Member for Sark 
with a voice o£ much interested in article in a medical 
singular sweetness, journal on what is described as “speech 
he strives to spare fright.” It cites cases w here, in House 
hisrighthon fiiend, of Commons and elsewhere, gentlemen 
or the hon. gentle- rising with intention of offering a few 
man opposite, anj"- remarks, find their tongue glued to 
thing like humilia- roof of their mouth, and after vain 
tion. attempt to loosen it distractedly sit 

His speech this down. The journal learnedly discusses 
afternoon obviously the question, Can Medical Art give 
carefully prepared ; relief in such case ? It arrives at affir- 
yet there was abou*- mative conclusion and gi\ es a few recipes, 
'it no nauseous smell Sark, holding that a giain of personal 
of the lamp. Every experience is woith an ounce of profes- 
point lightly, surely sional advice, has been making enquiries 
made, amusing on his own account. Approaching 
those m whose side Peckham Banbury, he learned that, con- 
the dart stuck al- trary as it may be to general obser- 
most as much as it vation, the hon Member is habitually 
giatified the looker- subject to speech fi ight. 






“What IS the Praiiie Value of the Lord Advocate oa the top of a 
Scotch mouuta n ? Mr. Harold Cox. 

(Mr Ure m situ ) 

Parliamentary minnow has been swim- striking than what 
ming round, with plenty of room for follows on interposi- 
fins and tail. The whales float apart, tion of the Premier 
waiting till eve of division, when they or the Lem)er of 
will tumble over each other in com- the Opposition. The 
petition for the few remaining hours. part he essays to 
This afternoon Harold Cox steps fill is as familiar as 
down to verge of stagnant pool and it is alluring. In 
stirs it with thrusting point of argument the last generation 
illumined by flashes of humour. The Horsman adiieved 
young Member for Preston is the most considerable suc- 
precious product of the still new Parlia- cess. Later we have 
meat. His position, won in compara- had Oap’en Tommy 
lively brief time, is honourable equally Bowles. In quality 
to the House and himself. It dis- Harold Cox exceeds 
closes afresh the supreme quality which both. There is finer 
preserves vitality of what Press dele- finish about ins 
gates from over seas strikingly allude work, 
to as the Mother of Parliaments. The Moreover — and 
House cares not a rap whether a this, if not unique, 
Member seeking its favour is duke’s son is a rare quality 
or cook’s son. True it Las a lingering about a man who 
preference for the former. But if the stands aloof from 
latter be the better man he will win the Parties and factions, 
prize for which countless multitudes conscious of supe- 
bave striven. riority to all — he 

Fouryearsago Harold C6x(nbt, by the neither insists on 
way, a “cook’s eon/’ but a judge’s) was, pre-eminence nor 
if the phrase be permissible, a stru^ling affects humility* If 
journalist. To day he is one of the he happens to know 



Hearing SoMETHixa to bib Disadvantage. 


flta the C^ainber in degree only Jess ’op the Exchequer, Mduyn:* {LangU^) 
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“For some Sessions,” he said, “I 
remained dumb. As soon as ever I got^ 
on my legs, a sort of creeping paralysis 
beset me, and I could not utter a word. 
I partially got over it by adoption of a 
little ruse. ^ Having caught the Speaker’s 
eye, and being called upon, I rose to my 
feet. Couldn’t utter a word. Awkward 
to sit down again ; so I made believe it 
was ail a mistake on part of the Speaker ; 
walked out of House as if that had been 
my original intention in rising. Of 
course this couldn’t go on always. 
After three or four perrormances, the 
Speaker, so to speak, began to smell a 
mt. He ‘ saw it moving in the air,’ and 
ignored me. Then, i cting upon medical 
advice, I took twenty grains of potassium 
bromide an hour before coming down to 
the House. Result marvellous. As you 
may have noticed, I have now little or 
no difficulty in contributing my share to 
current debate.” 


Beixairs scoffs at medicaments. 

“My plan is simple,” he says. 
“Whenever I am due at Question time 
I lunch off a slice or two of Bacon. 
Have it cooked in chafing d'sh on the 
table. Cut thin, one watches it frizzling 
and thinks what a time it is having, to 
be sure.” 

Manqnall’s Questions Ashley, on the 
other hand, a^'ees with Peokham as to 
merits of medicine. But ho varies the 
dose. He finds an infallible panacea in 
ten drops of fluid extract of gdsemiuni 
taken three times a day. 

“On that,” he says, “I can fire off from 
five to six supplementary questions with 
the ease and accuracy of a maxim.” 

' Sark is still pursuing this interesting 
study ; will welcome personal testimony 
of Members from either side. 

Business done . — ^Second Reading of 
Finance Bill carried by 366 votes against 


To a Perplexed Government. 

Why shift your ground in hope to save 
your face ? 

The blow will fall in quite “another 
place.” 

“In the Cambridge mathematical tiipos 
seyenty>fonr men and ten women students have 
so acquitted themselves in the first part of the i 
examination as to deserve mathematical honours, I 
and these will now enter upon the second part 
of the examination on June 15th, and will be 
the last of the senior wranglers .” — Lancaster 
Observer. 

A pathetic thought. Only eighty-four 
more senior wranglers ! 

“Visitors to the city [Wells] did not appear 
to be BO large as in former years ” — Somerset 
Advertiser. 

Mr. Chesterton unfortunately was 
obliged to let Wells alone this Whit- 
suntide. 
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L’INCONNUE. 


A IHIOK doud of anonymity still siir- l — i 

rounds the suhsci-iber of £40,000 for the ‘>y “ s^dent of zodogical rotm^.] 

Duke of Noktolk’s Holbein, to the in- Yon that have been where bergs are s 
creasing disgust of a Press whose watch- In ice-bound latitudes remotest 

work is “ Everything about Everybody.*’ Eorgive me, brave explorers, if 
In spite of every effort, the lady (it is I enter here my humble protest. 

[ known to be a lady) continues to be Of valorous deeds you did your part, 


PROM ANH-ARCTIO REGIONS. 

[Dedicated to Lieut. Shaceleton and his crew 


unknown. That anyone should, in this But one sea-wolf (who knows what 

age, have so morbid a taste as to prefer what is) , The summer muffin season has begun, 

seclusion and the absence of reclame is, Has failed to find in all your chart _ Owing to the representations o£ the 
of course, reprehensible and anti-social The grand old thrill that heaves his sea-bathing has been forbidden. 


The sale of hot-water bottles is quite 
unprecedented. 

A visitor was seen bathing yesterday. 
No reason is assigned for the rash act. 
Shankmodth. 

Yesterday the weather was much 
cooler. A splendid north-cast breeze 
prevailed, and the family shelters pro- 
vided at the foot of the cliffs were aU 


to a degree ; hut there it is. 

To the disclaimers which a contein* 


heart 

Up to his epiglottis. 




The local golf links are in excellent 
condition, oil-stoves being installed on 


may perhaps he added the foUowing theglobe^^^^^^ 

Deae Sir,— We give you our word of gfad braved with BAiiAimNB the blue, 
honom: that the likeness of the Duchess Lomreremv summers totalled twentv- 


of Miun was not bought for the nation j gg,^ answer clear as dav, 

by any assistance from us. We should rj^at spelt (for me) your story’s ruin ; 

1 ardly have lent our patronage, since You simply had to while awav 

the portrait is painted by hand and not The bloodless hours on foot or sleigh 

a photo, and also since the lady (?) does Without a local Bruin. 


a photo, and also since the lady (?) does Without a local Bruin, 
not show her teeth. Please give the 

utmost publicity to this statement. Penguins you had,_I hear,_and seals; 

Yours, etc., Zena and Phtiijs Dare. Exhumed some interesting fljra ; 

, j 1 1 1 11 And startled in her stately reels 

Me give two hundr^ thousand doll^s ^he aboriginal Aurora ; 
for a picture for Britishers to look at ? gi 

Cheese it. Rose Stahl. 


Sm, — ^The purchase of the Holbein The terror of the Arctic night, 
being completed, may we trespass on Requesting you to stay and fight, 
your space to say that we know nothing Or constitute his luncheon, 
as to the identity of the lady who has m a. • xi. a. y » 
given the bulk of the money ; and may true ^plorer s note, 

we add that so long as England tolerates , ^he contMt of the bo s un versus 
its present freedom of ^e Pmss and (He grips his mons^by the throat) 
its Radical Government, and repudiates „ ^ slightly pmked Polar tsuraita; 
Tariff Reform, so long will such gifts Schwled in a host of such affairs,^ 
remain anonymous ? Stamped deep by many a writer s pen- 

From the nature of our business we t a. x -n i -i 

can naturally claim special facilities for J a Pole »an&* b^rs 

gauging the extent of national prosperity ^ d ^ chairs 


I that had toured the globe with Henty, ^ Boubnehaven. 

id braved with Ballantyne the blue, The air on the sea-front yesterday was 

Longeremysummers totalled twenty — most embracing. 

saw the answer clear as day, After a recent open-air concert the 

That spelt (for me) your story’s ruin ; principal trombone player of the Cor- 
3 u simply had to while away poration Band was found to be suffering 

lie bloodless hours on foot or sleigh from frost-bite. The Corporation has 

Without a local Bruin. this week decided to apply for sanction 

to borrow £500 with the object of pro- 
sngiLiis you had, I hear, and seals ; viding all the Bandsmen with fur coats. 
Exhumed some interesting fljra ; Bdlstrode, who opposed the vote, 

nd startled in her stately reels created an uproar by asserting that the 

The abonginal Aurora ; trombone player’s complaint was chronic 

ut never once there hove in sight snake-bite. He defended himself by 

(His hairy shoulders^ with a hunch on) guying that in such weather it was the 
he terror of the Arct.c night, act of a benefactor to provoke a heated 

equestmg you to stay and fight, discussion. 

Or constitute his lancheon, schoolboy who ate a strawberry 

hat is the true exolorer’s note. ^ yesterday is out of danger. 


or depression. We therefore do not 
hesitate to affirm that should the English 
continue cherishing the exploded prin- 
ciples of CoBDEN and Bright, to the detri- 
ment of home industries and agricultural 
interests, they must be prepared to 


Without the Prince of Denmarh, 
BY THE SHIVERY SEA. 

(Suggested htj recent climatic vagaries,) 
Seastairs. 


THE SPRING POET. 

An Unheported Session. 

Voluminous as have been the accounts 
of the proceedings of the Imperial Press 
Delegates at their epoch-making Oon- 
jference, they have not by any means 
covered all the ground. Not a word, 
for example, has been said about the 
momentous discussions upon the best 
colours of ink for Imperial journalists, 
with such fascinating side-issues as the 


, - - * * v^ 7 ar^I^I»T^AT- fi ’ j -j Quality of bluo pencils; nothing has 

lose whatever their forefatheis attained, Yester^y the weather was decidedly reached the public concerning the views 

whether prosperity, prestige, or pictures: j i » of the Delegates on the respective merite 

in fact, evervthmsr exceut the -Deevisli, S^aat deal oi rain has fallen and the finiiFP na nn pti. 


in fact, evei^hing except the peevish- , , i. , ..... w. 

ness and profits of dealers. wll t S ^oiiT°^f Hvener when the hours are small. But 

Your ODodient M^ts, ^ f I perhaps the most interesting session of 

P. and P. PoiN-AQai. ' v * • Hiat which was given up to the 

Dear Sir,-! could, of course, have *7'“ Spring Poet and how to deal with him, 

given the £40,000 with the greatest ease Saturdw Point on ^ reports of which seem to have been 

-hy simply Toting a short story-but SSJf’owW to except the foUowing, of which 

as a matter of feet. I didn’t. It is no f^®®. possession, 

interest to me to provide the nation with temperature is stiU suhnonZ?*^’ ^ appropriate that Lord C^E, 

pictures at which ignoramuses and toads The Ifevor has cnllprl o * Secretary of State for the Colonies, should 

are feee to look. ; Vi«5^^ “tf ^ *1^“ “®®‘“« *^® 

Yours foithfully, Marie Ooreui. l^Suig-nilchine men^^r^h^ e dl&Si® representatives, since he is » 

Dear Sirn-It wa, T ^-hr. .i,. due to niolouved P®®* “o ®aHbre and the son 


^ of whiskeyT coffee and snuff as an en- 

livener when the hours are smaU. But 


pictures at which ignoramuses and toads The Ifevor has cnllprl o * Secretary of State for the Colonies, should 

are feee to look. ; Vi«5^^ “tf P«®i<i® ^ *1^“ “®®‘“« *^® 

TomfutMulIj, MumOoBmi. tatMSg-nLLe * 

Du. Si.,-D ™ I wlo em the dm»p.olowd uni.plopna,^ £ S St 


be*;w'tr^Zirar^'' w X . is appropriate, too, that in a discussion 

any^meyottmaT^ interviewer at Retracing conditions prevailed upon " The Spring Poet and what to do 

y an* you may nx. I yesterday. ,rith him,” he ehould have at his side 
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Mr. Onions, from the Police Court, Mr. 
CR.UG, from the Oval, Mr. George Wynd- 
HAM, a notable amateur lyricist, and Mr. 
Hald^ti, whose triolets are at once the 
joy and despair of the Front Ministerial 
Bench, Mr. Wilkie Bard, and Mr. Paris 
Singer. 

The Editor oE the Table Mountain 
Tablet said that the Cape Government 
had lately passed a law making the kill- 
ing of Spring Poets no murder. Since 
that enactment all the Spring Poets who 
could afford it wore buUet-proof cuirasses 
(A voice: “Bid you say queer asses?*’ 
Loud laughter, in which the Earl of 
Crewe was constrained to join) and 
trousers of chain mail. 

The Editor of the Maltese Terrier said 
that even in Malta, a little island given 
up almost entirely to the military, the 
Spring Poet was known. In fact, the 
local editor considered him the true 
Maltese cross. 

The strong man of the Singapore 
Spectator said that he supposed he liad 
thi*own out in his time as many as forty 
Spring Poets. Ho did not hurt them 
much. 

The Editor of the Hudson Bayly Mail 
said that the spring was not a too 
noticeable feature of his country ; but it 
was impossible for the first glimmering 
of a break in the winter to get ahead of 
verses on the subject. He kept a 
harpoon handy for the authors. 

At this stage of the proceedings the 
Conference was adjourned for half- 
an-hour and Mi«s Maud Allan, the 
renowned Canadian Terpsichorean, gave 
her famous impersonation of “ Spring- 
heeled Jill” to an accompaniment on 
the pianola, tastefully contributed by 
the Prime Minister. After the excite- 
ment caused by the performance had 
died down, !!£:. MofecHNiE, of the 
Montreal Clarion, who declared that he 
was a pure Celt, said we could not do 
without spring. The poets of old drank 
of the Pierian spring ; the poets of to- 
day generally wore spring-side boots. 

Sir James Crichton-Browne said that 
vernal versification, or furor Pierius, 
was a well-recognised form of insanity. 
Fortunately the bacillus had been dis- 
covered, and an antitoxin was in course 
of preparation. The only further diflfi- 
ciilty would be in inducing those who 
were subject to the complaint to submit 
to inoculation. 

Mr. St. Loe Strachet said he thought 
the Government had missed a gclden 
opportunity by not imposing poetic 
licences on all persons who contribute 
verse to the Press. He had calculated 
that on the basis of the tax on armorial 
bearings at least £500,000 could be 
raised annually in this way. Failing an 
impost, he strongly advocated compul- 
sory military service for all Spring! 
Poets, They ought to be first-rate 



“So TOUR HUSBAND IS IN THE PAGEANT, MrS. JoNES. I DIDN’T KNOW HE BELOl QCD TO THE 

Church of England.” 

“No, Mum, hE don’t. But there, he’s vert broad-minded, and he don’t mind being an 

ANCIENT BiSEOP IN THE CAUSE O’ ChARITT.” 


marchers, because they had so many 
extra feet to step out with. 

The chief leader-writer of the Bombay 
Ducb said that again and again the 
moral effect of one of his polemics had 
been entirdy ruined by the presence in 
the same paper of a set of milky rhymes. 

The Editor of the Wooloomoolloo 
Watclmord said that his way with Spring 
PoetsVas to ask them to drink and give 
them "poisoned whisky. 

The Chairman, in summing up the 
debate, said that they had heard a 
number of interesting and valuable 
testimonies, which must now be codified 
by the meeting. For his own part, the 
salient feature of the discussion was 
the proof it gave that the Spring Poet 1 


was ubiquitous. He hoped that he 
would be voicing the sentiments of the 
Conference when he asked them to pass 
a resolution to the effect that “ this great 
and representative meeting of Imperial 
pressmen is unanimously of opinion that 
summary measures should be devised 
for dealing with Spring Poets.” 

The motion having been carried with- 
out a single^ disseutient, the Conference 
adjourned in motor-cars to attend an 
al fresco performance of England's 
Dating in the gardens of Swinford 
Old Manor. 

Exchanged if ETot Approved* 
From an advt. ; 

“ If your baby does not thrive — try Mellin’s. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerhs,) 

I WONOER wLat sort of notepaper is used by people in fiction : 


tbe least of whose merits is an Oxford chapter which is 
obviously the real thing, and not the combined product of 
imagination and a guide-book. 


IwoNOER what sort of notepaper is used by people in fiction : Sangnine of ultimate greatness myself, I follow with inte- 
it must be something very generous in size, for they boldly rest fihe careers of other great men, especially those of fiction, 
embark upon sentences that would fill the four sides of an From the study of the latter I conclude that to prove yourself 
ordinary sheet before coming to a fullfcstop. Ilenry Gastonardj really great you have merely td talk about nothing but 
the heio of Mr. Max Pemberton’s last book, The Show Girl yourself and to be very talkative. As to the way of achieving 
fCASSEii) opens his shoulders for the benefit of his friend this, I have learnt little. It is done, I suppose, between the 
Paddy O'Connell in a way that must have warmed the heart chapters. Peter Tandy starts his financial greatness (and 
, of his stationer. He has fallen in love with a young lady what greatness is not financial, nowadays?) upon original 
named Uimi, whom he met at the Fate de Neuilly, and who lines and to the accompanin^nt of many wise and witty 
resides among the Bohemians of the Butte. In spite of sayings of his author, Edwin Pugh. Too soon he sinks into 
this she is quite virtuous, and of aristocratic (if irregular) the plutocratic routine of fiction, making unlimited money 
parentage, though this fact is not discovered until after she by melodramatic methods, of which the type is familiar and 


has been married to Henry, - 
[ and subsequently kidnapped 
by her old acquaintances. The 
glimpses of Montmartre which 
the author gives us are ex- 
cdlently vivacious, but out- 
side these there are some pain- 
fulweaknesses. TheO'Gonnelly 
for instance (if that is his pro- 
per title), worked off some 
terribly old golf stories on us ; 
there is a quite impossible 
parson ; also a Paris detective 
(supposed to be no end of a 
sleuth-hound) whom even the 
bull-dog routinists of Scotland 
Yard would have laughed at, 
and Dr. Watson himself stig 
matised as a bungler. How- 
ever, this last failing may be 
due to the fact that the novel 
is conducted entirely by corre- 
spondence, a method that does 
not seem to produce the 
thrills I hunger for when I 
take my life-preserver and go 
out into the realms of the 
bizaiTe. 






the working details not too 
clearly explained. The more 
money he accumulates the 
duller his story becomes, until 
finally his wife has to spit in 
his face and be felled by his 
fist in order to keep my in- 
terest alive. Beyond that one 
great knock-out blow, I have 
to take the frequent word of 
himself and Mr. Pugh for the 
magnitude of Peter Tandy, 
He gains the whole world, I 
am told, but loses his own 
soul ; yet I wonder privately 
whether he ever had a soul to 
lose. The name of the novel 
in which Peter Tandy appears 
is, oddly enough, Peter Tandy, 
Its publisher is 0. H. White, 
and its first half is well worth 
reading. 

In Sixty Years of Upping- 
ham Cricket (Longmans) Mr. 
W. S, Patterson, himself a 
famous master of cricket, has 
written a book of more than 
merely local interest. In any 
general history of the game 
an important chapter must 
be devoted to Uppingham, 
a nursery of great ciicketers, 
bred from their earliest 
the true fundamentals of 


BACK FROM THE MANGLE. Senei-al history of the game 

DELL— Iseethatherpubhshers • x-l x.i. t j i x j. i x. x important chapter must 

now use both names indiscri- T n ^ m ^e devoted to Uppingham, 

ininately) has akeady a long ih^^iotoos^h^^*!^ a nursery of great cricketers, 

list of sneezes to her credit, * ^ bred from their earliest 

but I think none of her books has been more charming years to an observance of the true fundamentals of 
than her latest. ^ Galatea of the Wheatfield (Methuen) cricketing style. Mr. Patterson has brought to the accom- 
was really Tabiiha Bo% into the quiet of whose plishment of his task a rare blend of enchusiasm, modesty 
coufltiy existence Gerald Bannister breathed life and and knowledge. His account of H. H. Stephenson, the pro- 
love by teaching her ^nimar. So that later, when their fessional who practically created Uppingham cricket, is most 
innocent boy-and-girl flirtation had been broken off, Tdhitha, attractive. H. H. loved a straight bat and a bat played for- 
desperate at being forced to marry the yokel Ahel Fripp, ward, and he detested the abominable “ cross stroke.” So 
accepted literally a chance phrase in an old letter, and, foUow- does Mr. Patterson, and so, I have reason to believe, does 
ing her Pygmalion to Oxfgrd, burst in upon him and his Mr, Punch, I observe that Mr. Patterson, when be first 
astounded friends in his rooms at St. Aldate’s. You see the played for the School against the Old Boys in 1871, made an 
embarrassment of tbe situation for poor Pygmalion ! Fortu- aggregate of 14 runs in two innings. In 1908, playing for 
natdy both Mrs. Blundell and her d^'acters handle it with the Old Boys against the School, he made an equal amount 
a deE(»te mast eery that is whe^y ddightful. The betrothal in one innings. In thirty-seven years he has thus doubled 
of TdbUiha and Gerald is sanctioned, indeed commanded, by his capacity. In the meantime, he had put in a feW cen- 
quixotic old Mr, Bamiister; and as a preparation the girl is turies; and now he has written the record of his School in 
taken for a year to live with some titled relatives of her lover, the game he loves. He has done his work excellent! v well. 

Eventually but no, I think I sbaU not tell you quite - 

all the story; you remember tbe fate of Galatea in the to 

a euough clue not to spoil your « Emily Aves, who ’was accused at Highgate of subsistence, pi oduced 

enjoyment of a devm and sympathetically written tale, not £11 in goW'—The Comhhman. ^ ^ 
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Pl-I ARIVARI A World is a sasb. worn over the dress Are our Music Halls becoming less 

/ " just above the knee-line. It seems al- enterprising? Not one of them is show- 

“It is officially denied in Paris,” says most incredible that it should not have ihg us The Last of the Wranglers. 

The Daily News, “that the Powers intend occurred to anyone before that this is the 

at present to make any alteration in the most ideally absurd position for the sash. The Press Conference has served at 
position of Crete.” In view of recent *j|.* least one admirable purpose. It has 

earthquakes this reassuring statement The Burglary Season has apparently narrowed down the differences between 
has given^great satisfaction locally. opened early this year. “Pemplesee- the Government and the Opposition. 

■r mr ^ — Both purties acknow- 

Mr. Hiram P. Maxim tho rionorm* 


has now perfected his 
contrivance for ren- ^ 
dering guns and rifles iV 
silent. This will be | 
good news to those 
persons who have 
hitherto been pre- 
vented from taking 
part in wars owing 
to a tendency to that ■ 
most distressing | 
malady — ‘ ‘ battle head- 
ache.” 

« * 

* 

The Daily Mail calls 
the^ Welsh “The 
singing nation,” but 
for the moment they 
wil have to be con- 
tent to whistle for 

Disestablishment. 

^ * 

A recently esta- 
blished Oxford Street 
emporium — the name 
of which escapes us j 
at the moment — pub- 
lished last week a spe- 
cial invitation to W elsh 
visitois. The words of 
the greeting were : — 

Croesaw I Bawd. 

Next week, we under- ^ 
stand, we are to have 
what we imagine to be 
the Scotch equivalent 
of this : — 

Bang goes a Baubee. ? . The Western i¥om- 

* * ing News, speaking 

The h^ of the before^d Of the 

serial tale in The Engbsh te^ for the 

Express, we are told, J®**?,* 

admired the cabarets ^ j i ^ 

*of Montmartre, and ^ Tp* * 

“ UiBtresB. “ Wn i,. MiaT, HAVE YOU rOUUD OUT WHAT HAb BECOME OF THE REMAINDER ^ 

.pencilled levities of ^ leg is 

STEDMlir, of LkANDEB. (returned from voyage of hiveetigation belotc). “Please, Mtjm. Cook bats I ^at 

T.BA^g.p to ^ — — ward’s leg was not 

was not unnatural in a Hero. moved overniokt” is an announcement TOund enough to take himtoBirming- 

which catches our eye in a newspaper, ham, so he turned up at Lord s instead. 

Attention has been drawn to the large ' *** ^ . rm ry -n n r n m j 

number of persons who think it unlucky A lady while traveUmg from^ Euston to Tlw Tall MallMa^a^ne reproduces a 
to be man-ied in May. A yet larger Lichfield last week missed her jewel-case, water-colour by Frbu P^iOram of a lady 
number, however, are still more super- which was subsequently found in the m a beehive hat that forms a very perfect 
♦ stitious, and think it unlucky to be corridor of the train at Manchester, hut blinker for her right eye. The left eye 
martied in any month. eix rings, valued at £ 600 , were missing, seems to have suffered by sympathy, for 

} * The police theory is that they were the legend underneath runs as follows : 

The latest Novelty in the fashion stolen. [“Daphne sat erect, noticing nothing.” 



Both parties acknow- 
ledged the danger to 
our Country of the 
present international 
situation. The only 
point at issue now is 
whether we ought or 
ought not to take ade- 
quate steps to cope 
with the danger. 

* * 

The report that the 
Bank at Monte Carlo 
has been broken again 
is denied. The Riviera 
earthquake did no i 
damage there. 

*** 

^ Those who con- 
sidered that the meet- 
ing between the Tsar 
and the Kaiser would 
mean a blow at British 
influence will be re- 
lieved to hear that 
■“ tea was taken on 
the StandaH in the 
English style.” 

* ♦ 

ift 

A writer in The 
Over-Seas Daily Mail 
informs us that the 
Hungarian name for 
jam is “ gyiimo- 
lefeBiird.” 4fter this 
we would rather not 
know the Magyar for 
marmalade. 


TOCi. QXZXFX. 


ca 
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ASCOT TINTS. 

[“It would, o£ course, be impossiblo to pve a complete list oi all 
those present.”—** The Daily Mail ” (Social Column) on the opening day 
at Ascot.'] 

ITevee you mind ! you did your little best ; 

Space only failed you, not a sense of duty ; 

Against your loyal nature you suppressed 
Some most deserving types of Rank and Beauty ; 
And yet your list, my lad, 

Ran to a hundred, eight and twenty — not so bad. 

There were who moved about the velvet sward 
To air their hats or even watch the races ; 

You had a purer purpose — to record 

Their sounding names and millinery graces ; 

Yes, it was largely ad hoc 

That you meandered round the teeming lawn and 
paddock. 

There were who chose to try a sporting chance 
And plunge, we 11 say, on Pretty Polly's brother; 

To yonr dispassionate and fleeting glance 
One end of him was very like the other ; 

It was your high and solemn 
Task to ignore such features in your social column. 

Brown, bay, or chestnut, well or badly bred, 

Stout in the quarters, stocky in the barrel — 

Prom Nature unadorned you turned your head. 

Your business was to talk about apparel ; 

The noblest dam or sire 
Could never compensate for absence of attire. 

But when you deal with cape and voile and gown, 
What a refined vocabulary 1 0, Sir, 

What shades and nuances I how you dot them down 
In terms to fit a butler, or a grocer ! — 

“ Caf4-au-lait,” “ praline,” 

Champagne ” and “ daret,” “ apricot ” and apple- 
green.” 

Added to these (all good to eat or drink) 

Your undefeated eye observed a goddess 

In “ tabao brown,” and one in “ pastel pink,” 

And one with ” tiger lilies in her bodice ; ” 

Also a dame who sat 

’Neath iris trimmings round “ a sort of turban hat.” 

When I have named a robe of ” Nattier blue,” 

And (nattier still) a smart “ Shantung” confection, 

A “mole-grey ” cape, a gown of “ sulphur ” hue— 
Gems of a very fine and rare collection — 

I may omit, I hope, 

The louder fashions, sudi as “ faded heliotrope.” 

Some will be pained, I fear, by your neglect. 

But don’t let that disturb your self-composure ; 

Not the Recording Angel could expect 
To paint the whole of that superb Enclosure ; 
Indeed your generous hand 
lias painted quite as much as I (for one) can stand. 

========^^ 0. S. 

The Pr^ensile Ear. 

“Still there was no hand on the door that Iloherta's listening ears 
could catch and spring to answer.”— “ Dailt/ Chronicle'* Serial. 


** Siamese Kittens, very good points and eyes . , . dam good 
jxidigree.”— ildef. in ** Daily UraphieJ* 

We like ibis enthusiasm about the pedigree, even if couched 
in rather too forcible Ijinguage. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Little Arthur’s Road to Knowledge. 

(lAttle Arthur, aged 12 ; Uncle J ohn — Captain J ohn LavibeH, 
late 2Sth Eussars — aged 44.) 

Little Arthur (who has leen reading “ The Times ”). Uncle 
John ! 

Uncle John (loohing up from **The Sportsman''). Yes, 
sonny, that ’s me. 

L. A. (reproachfully). Oh, Uncle John ! 

U J. What ’s up, sonny, what ’s up ? Works out of 
order ? Too much supper last night ? Feel a bit chippy — 
eh, what? 

L. A. No, thank you, Uncle John, I am feeling very well. 

U. J. Let ’s have a look at your tongue. (The tongue is 
extended.) Oh dear, oh clear, that ’s much too pale. You Ve 
been going it, you young dog. You ’ll have to take a pill, 
you know. Deuced hard job, but you’ll liave to do it. 
Mustn’t burn the candle at both ends. What you want is a 
pill — ^none of your humbugging modern pills, but a good 
strong old-fasbioned hard-working pill. I ’ll get you one in 
a brace of shakes, and 

L. A. I’m sure I’m very much obliged to you, Unde 
John, but I never could take pills. Papa’s just like that, 
too, and, besides, my health is quite good. 

37. J. Ah, well, you ’ll be sorry for it some day, when you 
want a pill and can’t get it. There was a rascally servant of 
mine once, a native, who got messing about with my things. 
He’d seen me taking pills, and he found the box, and, by 
gum, Sir, he swallowed the whole lot at one go — might just 
as well have swallowed an elephant battery. Made the 
beggar sit up a bit, you know. Never heard such howls in 
all my life. 

L, A. Yes, Unde, that must have been very intere^iting. 
But I wanted to talk to you about something else, Unce 
John. 

U. J. Right you are, my hoy. Just you fire away. 

L.A. Didn’t you say, “ That’s me,” just now, Uncle John ? 

37. «7. Did I ? I daresay I did. Couldn’t have said any- 
thing else, could I ? It was me, you know. 

L. A. Oh, Uncle John, there you go again ! 

37. J, Lor* bless mo, what ’s the trouble ? 

L. A. You oughtn’t to say, “ That ’s me ’ and “ It was me.” 
You ought to say, “That is I ” and “ It was I.” 

Z7. J, Who says so ? 

L. A. Miss MacBrayne told me. 

37. J- What did she tell you that for ? 

L.A, Oh, Uncle John, she had to, because it’s riglit. 
She is teaching me English grammar and the rule^ of 
English composition, and sbo says it is very important to 
observe them, because it marks the distinction between an 
educated person and a mere barbarian. 

37. J. My eye, (lid she say all that? She’s a bit of a 
scorcher, isn’t she ? 

L. A, Oh no. Uncle, I don’t think slie is really a scorcher. 
She ’b got a lot of certificates from institutions and colleges. 

37. J. Ah, I daresay. That ’s what comes of all these new- 
fangled ideas about educating women. I always thought they 
were overdoing it, and now I ’m sure. 

L. A. Then do you think. Uncle, that women ought to sw 
wrong things ? 

37. J, Certainly not. I never said that. 

L. A, Bat if they ’re not to be educated so as to know 
what’s^ right they’ll all have to go about talking like 
barbarians, and you won’t like that, will you ? 

U. J, Well, I ’m not sure. I never could cotton to a blue- 
slocjking, you know. But as for saying, “ That ’s I,” I simply 
can’t do it, old man. Must draw the line somewhere. 

L. A, But it *8 rijAt, Uncle. 
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THE FOECE OF EXAMPLE. 


German TTiTarn (patr<misiru,ly). “I HEAE YOU ’EE BUILDING A NEW FLEET. ANY PAETICULAE 
OBJECT ? ” 

TaAR. "NO— MEEELY CAUSE OF PEACE— SAME AS YOU.” 
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U, J, Well, nobody says it, and that ’s enough for me. 

L. ^ 1 . Ob, ves, Uncle John. Miss MacBrayne says all 
educated people say it, and I N e made up my mind to say it too. 

XJ. J. That ’s right, Arty, I like your spirit ; but I ’m too 
old a dog to learn tricks. I shall go to my grave saying 
“That’s me.” 

L. A. Ob, don’t do that. Uncle. Do please say, “ That ’s L” 

U. J, Well, I’ll think about it when the time comes, but 
it ’ll be no end of a business — embitter my last moments and 
all that. However, I ’ll see what can be done to meet your 
views. Did she tell you anything else ? 

L. A. Oh, yea, Uncle, lots of things. 

U. J. She didn’t happen to mention^ who was going to 
win the Gold Cup, did she ? 

.1/. A. No, Uncle, she didn’t. Is the Gold Cup in the 
English Grammar? 

U. J. No, my boy, it isn’t. It’s on Ascot Heath, and if 
Miss LTacBrayne could manage to name the winner I should 
think a lot more of her education. 

L. A. Well, I’ll ask her. Uncle; but last time we didn’t 
get fui thei than split inQnitives. 

TJ, J, Good gracious me, what sort of an animal ’s that ? 

L A. It isn’t an animal at all, Unclp John. It ’s a gram- 
matical rule. 

U. e/. Well, I’ve heard of a split soda, but dash me if I’ve 
cvm* hoard of a split infitiitive. 

L. A. (after a 'pause). That was a johe, Uncle John, wasn’t 
it? I like you to make jokes like_ that, because I undel-stand 


them , but I never understand Mi. Blinkenstein’s jokes, and j 
he makes a lot, and laughs at them, too. ^ 

17. J. Well done, old man* Don’t jou give in to any 
German jokes. Keep the flag flying, you know But about ^ 
these split infinitives ; just you show me one of ’em, and I ’ll . 
settle his hash. 

L A. Well, Papa used one the other day in his speech at \ 
the Primrose League meeting. He said that “Mr. Lloid-i 
George’s avowed object was to totally annihilate the pros- * 
perity of the countiy.” 

U. J. And j^our lather ’s quite right, my boy. He never . 
said a truer word in his life. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

L. A. Oh, but, Unde John, think of the split infinitive^. ^ 
If he had only said, “ totally to annihilate,” of “ to annihilate 
totally,” it would lidve been all right. 

U. J. So that *s a split what *s-his-name, is it ? Well, I 
shan’t worry about it. Seems to me \onr father got hold of 
the light end of the stick, and that’s the chief thing. 

L. A. Miss MacBrayne didn’t know what to say when I 
told her about it. 

U. J. Well, you tell her I thought 3 ’our father talked sound 
sense. 

L A. But think of the grammar, Uncle. 

Z7. J. Oh, confound the grammar. It’s the tazes we’ve 
got to think of. 

L. A. But, Uncle j 

U. J. Toddle off now, sonny, I want to finish The • 
SpoHsmaii. 
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“I hope Mr. Archie makes some his second speed. Why doesn’t some- 
THE RABBJTSi runs,” said Dahlia. “I don’t mind so body tell him? Hallo, there goes John. 

CEAPrEE II.— OiT XHtS Em mn»b about Wilks, you know.” I knew there wasn’t a run there. Where 

The Msijor has taken a great deal of “ I ’m afraid he is only going to make are my gloves ? ” 
trouble with his ground, and the result fourteen to-day. That *s the postman “ You mustn t be nervous. Oh, do 
pleases everybody. If you are a bats- going to bowl to him. He has two make some. 

man you applaud the short boundaries ; deliveries — one at 8 am. and one at “ The condemned man walked firmly 
if you are a wicket-keeper (as I am), and 12.30 p.m. ; the second one is rather to the wickets. ‘What is that, umpire?’ 
Thomas is bowling what he is pleased doubtful. Archie always takes guard he asked in his usual cool vo ce. ‘ Hout- 
to call googlies, you have leisure to study with the bail, you observe, and then looks side the leg stump. Sir,* said the man in 

some delightful scenery ; and if you are round to see if we *re all watching.” white. ‘ Good,* he replied What 

a left-handed bowler with a delivery “ Don’t be so unkind.” an ass your second gardener is. Fancy 

outside the screen, there is behind you “ I *m annoyed,” I said, “ and I in- being potted out like that, just as if he 
a belt of trees which you cannot fail to tensely dislike the name Archibald, were a geranium. I ought to wear a 
, admire. When Archie was bom and Ninth wicket down !** cap, oughtn’t I, in case I want to bow 

they annonneed the fact to the Major, The umpire having called “ Play,” when I come in. Good-bye ; I shall 
his first question was (so I understand), Joe, the postman, bounded up to\tho be back for lunch, I expect.” 

“Right or left-handed?” Theytoldhim wicket ana delivered the ball. Archie I passed Joe on my way to the wickets, 
“ Left ” to quiet him, and he went out played forward with the easy confidence and asked pleasantly after his wife and 
and planted a small forest so that it of a school professional when nobody family. He was rather brusque about 

should be ready for Archibald’s action is bowling to him. And then the leg- it, and sent down a very fast half-volley 

when he grew up. Unfortunatd.y Archie bail disappeared. which kept low. Then Wilks and I 

turned out to be no bowler at all (in “ Oh ! ” cried Dahlia. “ He ’s out ! ” returned to the pavilion together amid 
my opinion) — and right-handed at that. I looked at her, and I looked at cheers. On the whole, the Rabbits had 
Nemesis, as the ha’penny papers say. Archie’s disconsolate back as he made lived up to their reputation. 

“ Wdl? ” we aH asked, when Archie for the pavilion ; and I knew what he “ Well, we are a lot of bunnies,” said 

came back from tossing. would want. I got up. Archie at lunch. “Joe simply stands 

“ They lost, and put us in.” “ I must go now,” I said ; “ I ’ve there looking like a lettuce and out we 

“ Good man.” promised to sit on the heavy roller for all trot. We shall have to take to Halma 

“May I have my sixpence back?” a bit. Archie will be here in a moment, or something. Simpson, you swim, don’t 
I said. “You haven’t bent it or any- Will you teU him from me that we both you? ” 

thing, have you? Thanks.” thought he wasn’t quite ready for that “You don’t have to swim at Halma,” 

As the whole pavilion seemed to be one, and that it never rose an inch ? said Simpson, 
full of people putting on their pads in Thank you very much.” “ Anyhow,” said Blair, “ we can’t 

order to go in first, I wandered outside. I discovered Myra, and we sat on the blame the Selection Committee.” 

There I met Myra. ^ roller together. “ I blame Thomas,” I said. “ He 

“Hallo, we’re in,” I said. “Come and “ Well, I’ve been making myself plea- would have eight and he wouldn’t wait, 
sit on the roller with me and I’ll tell sant,” I said. “And then when Archie I don’t blame myself, because my average 

you all about Jayes.” got out I knew he ’d want to sit next to is now three spot five, and yesterday it 

“ Can’t for a moment. Do go and her, so I came away. That is what they was only three spot one.” 
make yourself pleasant to Dahlia Blair, call tact in The Lady.^* “ That is impossible if you made 

She ’s just come.” “ Archie is rather fond of her,” said nought to-day,” said Simpson eagerly. 

“Do you think she’d be interested in Myra. “I don’t know if ” “Not if I divided it wrong yester- 

Jayes ? I don’t mean the disinfectant. “ Ah, yes, I understand. Years day.” 

Oh, all right then, I won’t.” ^ ago ” “Averages,” said the Major to the 

I wandered over to the deck-chairs “Let’s see. Are you ninety or Vicar, catching the last sentence but 

and exchanged greetings with Miss ninety-one? I always forget.” two, “are the curse of modern cricket. 

l^lair. “ Ninety-one next St. Crispin’s Day. When I was a boy ” 

“I have been asked to make myself I’m sorry Archie ’s out. ‘The popular “ We are now,” Archie explained to 
pleasant,” I said. “ I suppose that cricketer was unfortunate enough to us, “ back in the thirties, when Felix 
means telling you all about everybody, meet a trimmer first ball, and the silent Mynn bowled Ensign Mannering with a 
doesn’t it?” sympathy of the Bank Holiday crowd full pilch.” 

“ Yes, please.” went out to him as he wended his way “ Dear old Fuu^r Pilch. Ah ! what 

“ ^Vell, we ’re in, as you see. That’s to the pavilion.’ Extract from ‘Pavilions do they know of England who only 

the Vicar leading his team out He’s I have wendied to^ by Percy Bensein.’ King and Jayes?” I declaimed. “Li- 
no player really—one of the ‘among Help! There goes Blair 1 1” bretto by Simpson.” 

others wo noticed.’ But he’s a good After this the situation became very “Who’s finished?” said Archie, get- 
father, and we ’ve borrowed two off- serious. In an hour seven of us had ting up. “ Come out and smoke. Now 

springs from him. Here comes Archie got what I might call the postman’s we simply must buck up and out the 

and Wilks. Wilks drove you from tlie knock. Wilks was still in, but he. had opposition. Simpson ought to bump 

station, I expect? ” only made nine. The score was 52, them at Joe’s end, and Thomas ” 

He did. And very furiously.” thanks entirely to Simpson^ wha'hiid “I always swerve after lunch,” said 

“ Well, he hardly drives at all when got 35 between first and second slip’in Thomas, 
he’s in. He’s terribly slow— what they twenty minutes. ^ This stroke of his is “I don’t wonder. What I was going 
call Nature’s reaction. Archie, you will known as the Simpson upper-cut, and to say was that you would box them in 
be sorry to hear, has just distinguished is ddivered straight from the shoulder the slips. You know, if we all buck 
himself by putting mo in last. He and off the edge of the bat. up ” 

called it ninth wicket down, but I “ This is awf id,” said Myra. “You’ll We bucked up and outed them by the 
worked it out, and there doesn’t seem to simply liave to make some now.” end of the day for two hundred and 

be anybody after me. It ’s simply spite.” “I think it’s time Wilks got on to fifty. A.A.M. 
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THE PERFECT HOLIDAY. 
I. — ^The Caravan. 


The joUouAng notes are based upon 
rxirticutars suvdied hy the Firms 


particulars swpfjdied hy 
named therein. 


I 


Now that the fine weather is possibly 
upon tis, or, at any rate, is, according to 
tho almanack, due, it is time to think 
about the holidays. And what better 
holiday could there be than one spent 
in a caravan? Think of the morning 
mists, the glory of the sunrise, the 
tender beauty of the same orb’s setting, 
the adventures of the road, the rabbits, 
the strangeness of it all (at first), the 
sweet restfulness of the deliberate pace, 
the healthy dust, the romance ! 

First, the vehicle itself. A caravan is, 
as you probably know, a room on wheels. 
This you may either buy or hire. If 
you bay it go to the Caravan Buildeis 
Co , Bermondsey Causeway, S.E., but if 
you hire it go to the Caravan Hiring Co., 
Wanstead Flats, E. In either place you 
will be well treated. The advantages of 
buying over hiring are (1) it becomes 
your own, and (2) you have had, if the 
caravan is new, no predecessors — a word 
which covers a large variety of life. 
The advantages of hiring over buying 
are (1) you pay less, and (2) the wretched 
j thing does not lie on your hands after 
you are dead sick of it. But do not 
forget the point about predecessors, 
Gipsies may have lived in it once. • . . 
Picturesque devils, no doubt, but. . , . 

What are the joys of the caravan? 
Ah ! In a caravan it is possible to have 
constant change of scene, to be comfortr 
ably sheltered, and yet to be continually 
in the open air. To the uninitiated the 
capacity of an ordinary caravan seems 
almost miraculous. From the outside it 
looks as though one person alone would 
have some difficulty in squeezing into it; 
anyhow, you say there won’t be room for 
anything else. It takes one’s breath 
away to learn that the caravan contains 
a bedroom — sometimes two — a dining- 
and-sitting-room, a kitchen, pantry, 
wardrobe, china closet, bookshelf — ^in 
fact, nearly as much as can be packed 
into a small suburban villa. 

AH these things have to be fixed up, 
which brings us to point No. 2 — fur- 
nishing. But here the resources of 
commerce are endless. For the stove 
you may go to Billington’s, at 163, Cur- 
sitor Street ; for your hat to Preedy in 
Cheapside; for your boots, if new, to 
Ringrose of the Strand, or if old (and 
ah ! old boots are best !), to Robertson’s 
in the Haymarket. For your gun, who 
is better than Fosbrooke ? and for your 
wall-paper try Simperwill’s in Sloane 
Street. Do you eat chocolate? — ^there 
is none like Maurice’s in Bond Street ; 
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ON WIMBLEDON COMMON. 

Br^dsed Pedestrian (to apologetie golfer), “ Well, Srn, if totj tiusT plat ball at your time 

OF LIFE, I WISH TO GOODNESS TOU’d USE A SOFT ONE.” 


whde Buckstone’s billiard tables are still 
the best. At breakfast time, when the 
morning mists have been swept away 
and the fields and hedges smell fresh 
and sweet, the camper knows that just 
two things are necessary to make life 
perfect — the smdl of bacon frizzling in 
the pan and the delightful all-pervading 
aroma of coffee. And when considering 
coffee be sure to go for an extract, for 
the coffee is so much better and more 
like coffee than any made from the 
berry. Instock’s is the variety of which 
many campers of experience naturaHy 
think. The points claimed for it which 
should specially appeal to the camper 
are ease of preparation and uniqueness 
of flavour when it is ready. It reminds 
you of the delicious coffee you forgot to 
drink thirty years ago, which has been 
* waiting for you ever since. 


For dinner you will naturally prefer 
Peter’s Pemmican and Condiment Soup 
to anything fresh or wholesome, since 
you are on a perfect holiday and rough- 
ing it is such fun, while the special 
advantages of Raisin-peas must not be 
forgotten. 

After dinner the delicious pipe ; and 
you will of course smoke Tramp Mix- 
ture, that heavenly blend which causes 
the smoker to forget whether be is in 
Ws shirt-sleeves or not, or if he has ever 
washed. 

Next week, “The Perfect Holiday. 
H.— Walking.” 

The Open-air Cure. 

“ Armsirong has a severe cold, although the 
weather in London yesterday was brij^ht, and 
a nice drying wind prevailed.*’— 

Daily Post, 
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THE COMEDY OF QUESTION TIME. 

An Unrecorded Incident. 

Sir Edward Gret, answering questions 
put by Mr. Byles (L.), Mr. Maokaeness 
i(L.), and Mr. Will Thorne (Lab.), said 
[that the Imperial Opera House at St. 
Petersburg was, as" its name suggested, 
in receipt of a State subvention, but His 
Majesty’s Government could not accept 
responsibility for the visit of the leading 
I members o£ the ballet. 

Mr. Maokarness. Is the right hon. gen- 
tleman awaie that The Daily Chronicle, 
m its issue of the 16th inst., has stated 
that Mme. Pbeobeajensk\, “the queen 
of this organisation,” is a “great deal 
more than anordinary theatrical dancer? ” 
{Sensation.) I have reason to believe that 
the tendency ot the pirouettes executed 
by this lady is distinctly reaetionary, 
and calculated to demoralise the den;io- 
cratic press 

The Speaker. Order.- The hon. mem- 
ber is not asking a question, but enter- 
ing into a discussion of the ethics of the* 
T'erpsichorean art. 

Mr. Biles. Is the right ho^. gou-tlo- 
man aware that the name of one of 
the* principal dancers is MH$. Ba$b.- 
skirtsofE ? 

No answer was given. 

Mr. W. Redmond. Arising out of the 
previous question, Sir, may I ask 
whether Mr. Stoll, the manager of the 
Coliseum, is re'ally an exiled Grand 
Duke ? I 

Sir Edward Grey said that on making 1 
inquiries he had ascertained that Mr. 
Stoll was the author of A Tiieqry of 
ImmortaUty hy Natural Law. This 
seemed hardly reconcilable with the 
grand-ducal hypothesis. 

Mr. Mackarness. Can the right hon. 
gentleman give a positive assurance that 
these ballet dancers are not political 
spies, whose aim is to lure the pro- 
letariat from their allegiance to HeiNRY 
and Lloyd George ? 

Sir Edward Grey said he had no in- 
formation that supported this ingenious 
theory. 

Mr. Biles wished to know whether it 
was a fact that the Empress CATUBRiNn 
had instigated the assassination of her 
husband. 

The Speaker. Order. Events that 
happened 150 years ago are not suitable 
subjects for questions, even on the part 
of the Member for Bradford. 

Mr, Mackarness. Is the right hon. 
gentleman aware that there is an 
intense and growing feeling iu the 
country as to the inadvisabi&y of en- 
couraging these salaried p'otSgies of 
the Russian Court, while corresponding 
facilities ate denied to the patriotic 
dancing dervislies of Egypt and the 
Nationalist nautch-girls of India ? 

Sir Edward Grey retui-ned no answer. 


Mr. Will Thorne observed that tbe 
right bon. gentleman was an inhuman 
monster. {Labour cheers) 

Mr. W. Redmond. Anyhow, he’s gob a 
thorn in his side. (Opposition laughter) 


DEGENERATION. 

[“ It is said hy the critics o£ democracy diat 
joumalism of the nevser type impairs and 
weakens the habit and faculty of continuous 
and coherent attention ” — Lord Mcrley 3 \ 

Long ere the first of winter’s snow 
Upon this forehead fell, 

A little lad I used to know— 

I knew him rather well. 

He loved his dog, he loved his cat, 

His piuk-eyecl rabbit and his rat, 

He loved the great good-natured cook. 
But most of all he loved his hook. 

This little lad would read through all . 

: A summer’s afternoon ; 

The Heroes held him in their thrall 
Till bed-time came — too soon. 

He paused not pf tbe Golden Fleece 
Was btpught in triumph back to Greece, 
Nor tiU MedusaV grisly head 
Had ffozen Poljdectes dead. 

There in the great arm-chair upcurled 
. All else he would ignore, 

Coucentred in the magic world 
Whereon he loved to pore. 

No journals had as yet been brought 
To paralyse his, po ver of thought, 

This little lad that once 1 knew — 

Le petit moi que fal perdu. 

At Oxford he could stiU attend 
As one not quite insane. 

And haply for an hour on end 
Could exercise his brain. 

At first he quite enjoyed the scent 
Of some Socratic argument, 

And could pursue it like a dog 
Perhaps through half a dialogue. 

But soon the youth began to find 
His mental vigour fail ; 

The proper study of mankind, 

, They told him, was The Mail. 
iHe read it daily, and his power 
JOf brain grew weaker hour by hour ; 
'All Plato’s points he learnt to miss — 
Eheu! Descensus facilis. 

And now he reads in jerks— a lift— 
Two minutes in a train— 

And ere he has the ti,me to sift 
A sentence— lift again,. 

Bus— tram— morelift—andthenaslrap— 
More lift— what wonder if a chap 
Has lost the art of thought, and bars 
Papers with more than six-line pars ? 


** Aurum irrepertum, efc sic melius situm 
Cum terja 

The i\bpve was written by Horace prior 
to Si^r. Lioyd-Geouge’s proposal to tax 
Ungotten Minerals. 


J , 'A BACK NUMBER. 

* “No, no soup” (this to the butler). 
Then I turned to the serious business^ of 
tbe evening. I looked at the large ftod 
gravely Scotch mat i on beside me, and 
went at it gallaptly. 

“Doji’t you think,” I began, “that 
the shortage of horses, due to the spread 
of motoring, may become a national 
danger ? ” 

Very,” she replied with a pleasant 
smile; ‘^biit that is so like linn”— and 
returned to her soup with an air of duty 
done. 

I hate any lacunae in table-talk, so I 
made np pause to try to detect the 
relevancy, if any, of her answer, but 
continued with business-like briskness ; 

“ But perhaps wo are getting a little too 
apprebensivo of — ah — the dangeis of 
invasion. Who 'was it who said that to 
meet trouble halfway is the suiest 
method of — er — agoing halfway to — in 
fact, to meet trouble? Was it Locke, 
Bacon ? By the way, what do you think 
of Mark Twain on tbe Baconian heresy ? ” 

“I like the woolly ones best,” she 
said with great decision ; and her glance 
was as clear and untroubled as a child’s. 
This did give me pause. Plainly she 
was guiltless of joking, and theie were 
no signs of incipient insanity. In my 
contusion I let the butler fill my glass 
with champagne, although the hall penny 
autocrat of my breakfast-lable tells me 
that the Smart drink only mineral water ; 
and I have always thought one had 
better be dead than not be smart. 
Vulgarian-like — ^but tbe faux pas was 
due to confusion, not to ignorance — 
emptied my glass. Then, wdtli dwindling 
confidence, I spoke again. 

“And wkut are your views on the 
slump in modern drama ? ” 

“I did once— in Franco,” she told 
me. Heavens ! I wished I could Lave 
changed iJaces with Bailey Hamilton. 
Bailey, on the other side of the table, 
had a bright young girl next to him, 
and they were already tackling their 
seventh topic (Lords and the Budget). 
But I wasn’t going tp give in yet. 

“Do you think,” I said, dauntlessly— 
“ do you think this remarkable weather 
is going to last ? 

No answer. 

“Do you think this remg^rkable weather 
is going to last ? ” I repeated, a shade 
more anxiously. 

No answer. “ But then,” thouglit I, 
“ the Scotch are a cautious -race. It will 
tsj^e time to think out something non- 
committal. Or perhaps she isr comparing 
this year with that, and deducing her 
verdict from an average of forty sea- 
sons.” 

The fish came -the fish went, and my 
question remained, unanswered. Then, 
pn. a eudden> ?be turned.' 


June 23, 1909.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON OHAEIVAEL 



Have you heard of poor Mr. Popkin- 
son’s accident? ” she asked. 

In the consternation of the moment I 
swallowed an olive alive — I mean, whole. 
(I hope there will be no complications. 
It couldn’t sprout, could it?) 

“Oh!” I said reproachfully, “you 
shouldn’t do that. Unless I take them 
in order I lose the thread. Now I shall 
have to go right back to the beginning 
again. Talking of the shortage of 
horses, don’t you think 

So far she had heard me with atten- 
tion. Now, with eager concern, she 
spoke. 

“My dear Mr. Plimpley,” she said, 
“I’m so sorry. I saw at the outset 
from something in your eye that you 
were going to pdm off on me The Mirror's 
list of dinner-table topics ; and, do you 
know, I ’m afraid I ’ve been giving the 
answers I prepared for yesterday’s ques- 
tions. So stupid of me, but you’re 
sitting on my deaf side, so that I didn’t 
realize 

“ Let ’s say no more about it,” I put 
in magnanimously. “Shall we just talk 
simple scandal instead, straight out of 
our own heads ? ” 

She gave a sigh of rdief. “Tes, 
let’s,” she said. 


THE IRRESPONSIBLE WOOER. 

[An eminent authority has stated that amon^ 
the inhabitants of the Banks’ Islands the deci- 
sion as to whom a man should marry lies with 
his father’s sister] 

Waft, 0 waft me to those Islands in the 
South Pacific seas, 

To the land of milk and honey 
Where it ’s always nice and sunny. 
Where the httle waves are lapping 
Round the laughing maidens’ knees, 
And the palm-fronds idly flapping 
In the breeze. 

Tfiei'e in pre-lapsarian innocence I’d 
• comb the mermaids’ curls, 

I would dive through sea-green waters 
With a troop of dusky daughters ; 

I would spy the lurking oyster 
And I ’d make the modest pearls 
Leave their dim secluded cloister 
For my girls. 

I would flirt with Laughing Water when 
, the firefly’s lamp was lit, 

I would ppise the grace and vigour 
Of my dainty Sea-shell’s figure ; 

At the feet of Summer Lightning 
I should be content to sit, 

As I felt my senses brightening 
At her wit. 


Nor should nasty “ little devil doubt ” 
come lifting up his voice, 

Asking which it was my duty 
To decide on — ^brains or beauty ; 

I could flirt with any maiden. 

Or with all, and still rejoice 
That my soul would not be laden 
With the choice. 

And the girls would undei*stand me, and 
their pardon freely grant, 

If they found themselves rejected 
And another mate selected ; 

For they’d know my heart *s not frozen, 
That I don’t because I can’t ; 

I must take the bride that ’s chosen 
By my aunt. 

The Yorkshire Evening Post publishes 
a testimonial written by a kdy in praise 
of certain spectacles, the product of the 
enterprise of some “American Special- 
ists.” “ Formerly,” she says, “ my head 
always ached, now I do not know what 
it is.” Nor does Mr. Punch, though he 
has tried hard to guess, 

“Ireland, North and South. —Wind chiefly 
N., light or moderate ; fairly generally ; over- 
cast at times ; temx>eratare below the nominal.” 
— Irish Times, 
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• HORATIA HOLDS THE BRIDGE. 

2e}ntoual Officei “But mt good wom\n, it’s all nonsense to enpict ls to p^y, wl’e? not ordinary civtliws 'wc’Rr on Hi a 

H V JESIY S SER^ lOE DON T YOU KNOW ’ 

ToWkeepei “I don’t knoti^ no wiink about that Ir lou comfs over thi bridge, it’s haienny rvoa pu son an lUPENNirvoii 
BICNCLr ” 

Tci^itojial OfiLGi “But— ER- SUPPOSE the Germans oamf and wanted to get across— what would you do^ * 

7 oHiAtpA Make ’eh pay ’ 


TO A FANCY VEST. 

Twi.i\L months agone (I told the tailoi “ urgent ”) 

You cldsped my palpitating bosom first, 

And now once more, like Proseipine lesuigent, 

After jour winter*s sleep to life jon burot , 

Time has not dimmed your buttons’ stairy bxigbtness, 
Fair as the South but steadfast as the North, 

Though possibly theie a hint of tightness 
About the fouith 

With dealer skies, perlmps, we might have traced wheie 
That woeful mellay lu a garden green 
Projected on her suitor’s summei waist wear 
Att ice intended for the tourney’s queen , 

I mmd me, too (it happened at “ The lurches ”), 

A strawberry, debouching from its mash, 

Left a red trail of ruin round your mardies, 

And I said, “ Dash * ” 

But either Sol is kind or dse th^ laundress , 

You look, my yearling fancy, much the same 
As when the nymph Neaera (in a fawn dress) 

Refused to giatify the heart you frame 
Little they thought, who plied on you the needle. 

Or dowel ed jou with that tendei tint of dove, 


That such a classy line could fail to wheedle 
A woman’s love * 

Still, as I say, you have not lost youi beauty 
And (like the breast beneath it), baiely fiajed. 
It our shining envelope must now do duty 
For courting Amaryllis — m the shade , 

I cannot think she too will turn her nose up 
At linightly adoration in a shell 
Whose shade is so lomantic and that shows up 
The tie so well 

But if she does — foi all the sex is fickle — 

Can we but ’scape the hazards of the storm, 
The sudden cream-drop and the icy tiickle, 
Another June may see you yet in form , 

Close comrade as of yore, and ei en closer, 

I swear that you shall do the business w hen 
I trot you out against my heart’s engrosser 
Of 1910. 


“Kind home wanted for tiny crossbred female, black with tan 
maikings — m * The Lady ’ 

We are afraid that the poor girl had a bad lime in her last 
situation. 
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benedictions Notadiyejeintlieiooni be made tbe fiist measure m tbe pio- 
ESSENOE OF PARLIAMENT. wken in voice trembling witb honest gramme of next year 
ExTrAoiLD ritOM HIE Duby or Toly MP emotion he piotested that he “would Ihus in the course of an afteinoon 

7707 / <}/ nf Commons Mon lav June U ^^nsidei the matter as a whole with as theOiUNOcrLOR or ran ExcncnuERalh\ed 
— ‘ Puliameiilary bfe would^e endui sjmpatbv, as u arm afiiendslup tbe passions o£ two nationalities, wnd- 

able but foi Its del utations ” foi Ii^nd, as any gendeman piesent ’ ing ofE the umnednte stroke of adi eioit> 

Th.istboCnvi.criJX 3 EOFrHEExcnc<ioai, An<i Jet, as he leflected when the by pleasing piomises foi the futuia Aa 
mopping a haiiowed biow Oeitainly deputation withdrew, he had not done he says, tianslatmg a familiai Welsh 
^ ® moie than promise “ consideration 

With his own countrymen he was, 

^ natuially, moie at home and not less 

successixj On entering the loom lie 
found them upstanding, singing ^'TJie 
Mmcli of the Men of Harlech led fiom ( 

^ Chair by Alfped Thomas (Knight) 

Theie was that in the stem regard 
VaKi Kr "upon him that betokened serious 

C ness of the situation It meant vai 

\ T j The Welsh Members vant Disestablish- 

ment and they won’t wait (No rh>rae 
possible about the declaration, v heiein 
short of the attraction of GnorGL 
JWHIB Windham’s immoital couplet What it 

iMll lacks in ihyme is made up foi in 

® ^ ^ econciliation seemed hopeless 
WiLLUM Jones especially turbulent in 
hisattitude towaids a Prime Minister who 
had broken faith with honest Welshmen 
\ f Almost blood-thiisty m his denunciation . , ^ 

of that Ministers emissaiv His sar- ^ Goocn iy vcii \ 

, dome suggestion that ‘ in the absence pioveib, “Takecaieof to da} , to moiiow 

Lsoiou 10 ^Foib THE iLMiLB OP vN q£ ^ lamp-post they might hang the will take caie of it«elE ” 

Ml William Jones “I shall haE to be feiy Chanolllor OF THE Eachequlr On the Business done — In Committee of 

cross look you’ I shall he gffing 'SOU a g ot foi Pembroke” was receixed Supply Bx nine o’clock appointed wnik 

TTT ^ ^ with roar of appioval chilLmg to the accomplished and House adjourned 

(Welsh Dibestablishm-nt bill rostpoiied till stoutest heart SVom his altitude of Wednesday —3 Fiizvlant Horr 
iie\ jeT-i; g zjr Phiiipps looked down JP, authoi of A Histoiy of the 1000 

had lathei a hard day Fust of all assenting Not pleasant to go about Pailiamtnt, cannot make out what the 
there weie tbe lush distilleis insisting suspending a limp Chanolilor of the House is laughing at Asked a simple 
upon special teims in the Budget Then Exchequer But with Welsh Members question Wanted to know what, in the 
came the Welsh Members, pistol in hand personal convenience is never permitted opinion of the Admiralty, aie tbe lela- 
demanding instant passage of Churcb to clash with patriotic purpose tive values, for the purpose oi com- 

Dise&tabhshment Bill Worst of it is Patience and plausibility work wonders putmg the two Power standaid, of 

these chaps have votes Last week the At the end of address that did not ex- battleships^ of identical fighting powei 
lush Nationalists plumped against ceed a quaitei of an hour in dehveiy, at Kiel, Toulon, Pola, Nagasaki, ban 
Second Heading of lunance Bill As it the mutineers were won over In an Fiancisco, and New Yoik ^ 
happened, didn’t matter much Specific eloquent passage spoken in their native Nothing could be simpler, noi any- 
reason for defection plainly stated But tongue Lloyd George promised if they thing moie subtly calculated to co\ei 

if Wales joins hands with Ireland, pas- would say nothing more about Dis tlie First Lord with confusion 




V Swi sinr oi Ain Goocn iy \.rii \ 


Lsoiou 10 ««rOIL THE iLMlLB OP VN 


sage of Bill through Committee might | establishment Bill this Session it should j 
pi O'VO a thorny one 

^^^A(^dmgly PnE,iim^“ to 

Restrained himself Phyed ^8?^ ^ 

th^part so well that he blQught r^Mfoimance the fieauent ren 


The relative value of battleships oi 
identic il fighting powei in tneii 
lespective ports -would,’ Advi- 
lUL McKenna gravely answered, 
he one of equality ” 

Then cgme the burst of 
Jaugbtei , began below Gang- 
way opposite, ran round benche^ 
like tram of gunpowdei on 
* which a lighted match had 

fallen What were they Liugli- 
- j ing at ^ James Fixzvlans 

question had cost him thought 
I and research It meant a 

study of those big maps in tbe 
1 necessity of consulting which 

, the late Markis^^ found coin- 


P ^ Stiif’y of an. inteiesting ptifoimance the fiequent repetitoii of ^engn+mn foi devaBtatUK^ war 

Riit teais to eyes of hardened seemed to afford iSid Eobeit Cecil rnfimte satisfaction It 

diStfUers frOm Dublin and Coik piobaMy a symptom of reflective enjoyment of the so called Mere sp^ng of the names a 

Sent them away murmuring slimpintaiiff lU^fom”] matter of rcspoiibibility 
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Expected to see First Lord heave to, 
lower lus bunkers, ship his mizzen 
foiTaid, and display other signs of 
trepidation familiar to those who go 
down to the sea in ships “ Instead of 
which,” there he was coolly offering 
enigmatical reply of tv Inch Fitzalan 
couldn’t make head or tail, and the 
House vas i oaring with laughter — ap- 
parently at him (James Hope) 

However, being a practical man, he 
determines to turn incident to account 
Makes a note o£ it In forthcoming 
book, A 1Ii*itoiy of the 1906 Pailiament, 
a ch iptei will be devoted to the distorted 
sense o£ liumoui that sometimes causes I 
the Mother of Parliaments to sink in the 
estimation of intelligent men 

Bimness done — Labour Exchanges 
Bill lead a second time without di\i- 
sion Immediately after, in spite of 
B^lc ceres’ magnanimous effort. House 
resolved that Winston shall be specially] 
excluded from beneBts of increased 
salary of Ppesident or Board or Trade 

Thursday — Amiirath to Amurath 
succeeds When present House fiist 
met aLuNDONiepiesented East Limerick 
To day llie name of London again figures 
on the loll of Pailiament , but another 
bears it Eyen Ireland, mother of 
marvels among mankind, could produce 
onlj one Wiixtam Lundon, and he diedl 
before Ma> was out 

Thepiesent House knew notlung of 
him Its piedecessor not much He 
spoke raiely, but lus speech was memor- 
able as his appeal ance was striking A 
farmer by occupation, there were few, if 
any, in the House who equalled him m the 
extent and intimacj of his classical know- 
ledge Gieek and Latin were more 
familiar to him than the Enghsh tongue, 
which as a true patriot he despised To 





Some more “Iace \AitjEs 

Sir Hnrj Cttn Di Uthrfrd, md Mr Mokrns3(irho ha^e tiken suck a 
sjmpathetic interest m the sequestiation of those dUr “g»ntlemeii”TL h^e 

Ktar” we5me.iteTcas;^,.^'br the 

[‘By constantly calling into question m this House the action of the Government of India 
hoy are onlj eimouramng a revn al in India of the elements of mischief that the deMrtations of 
last Septembei have done so much to abate — -V? Asquith ] ueporiatioiis oi 



lack of familiarity with it he added the 
habit of addiessing the Speaker or 
the Chairman or Wa\s and Mean^ as if 
he were hailing him acro&s the bieadth 
of the Thames He made amends for this 
by occasionally dioppmg his voice to 
inaudible whisper, m which such point 
and coherency as might luik in the 
paiticular passage wore utteily lost 

One would have given much to have 
been the confidant of Mr London’s 
thoughts as he sat on a back bench 
below the Gangwav and legarded lion 
gentlemen opposite and on the benches 
to his right A man not giv en to 
I boasting, he was pioud of the fact that 
he was an early pioneer of the Fenian 
movement, in connection with which he 
served three v ears’ imprisonment When 
tlie Land League was started he regarded 
it as better than nothing and, plunging 
into Its wildest doings, found himself 
again m prison 

It was during one of his missionary 
effoits in connection with the League 
that he succeeded in hafEing the myr- 
midon of a Saxon Government Ad- 
dressing a roadside meeting, he observed 
a constable, note-book and pencil in 
hand, ready to take down his words, 
which It was shrewdly Suspected would 
be treasonable Aftei a few introductory 
remarks, he began to declaim in the 
original tongue the names of the ships 
catalogued m Jlomer Ihe constable 
was puz/lod. All he kn<»w was that the 


i language was not Englibh noi oven 
lush But he was told off to take 
veibatim report, and he was not the man 
to shiik duty So as the stately loU 
vvas recited he struggled on, cov^eiing 
sheets of his note-book with hierogly- 
phics 

The best part of tlie storv , a conclusion 
possible only in Ireland, was that when 
his notes were transcribed and swoin to 
in Court, Mr Lundon was summarily 
convicted under the Crimes Act and 
sentenced to two months’ imprisonment 
with hard laboui 

Business done — In Co nmittee of 
Supply on Local Government Estimates 

“ In a case at Eingstm in winch a boy com 
plained that three teeth weie knocked out of 
his mouth when he was assaulted Mr A Higgs, 
one of the magistiates, who is a dentist tork 
the boy over to a window, and after a careful 
exanriinatiozL was able to pronounce that the 
teeth were only broken off and not d slodged 
by the loots — Daily I'eleg7aph 

This of course greatly mitigated tlie 
alleged offence 

A “ well known physiologist ” has let 
out to The Daily Mirror the seciet of the 
way^ to avoid depression “Be cheer- 
ful,” he says As secrets are being 
giv en away, Mr Punch does not mind 
giving lus clients a goh^en rule for 
avoiding poverty. It is as follows , ** Be 
'lich 
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THE NEW GAOL. 

Tm Uovernor received me with that 
dignified courtesy which has ever gone 
with the contiol of such institutions. 
‘‘I think,” he said, “ you will agree that 
it is well conducted.” 

He took a huge bunch of keys from its 
nail and led the way. 

“ Here,” he said, unlocking a cell, is 
a very old offender.” 

I peered into the gloom and saw an 
Aberdeen terrier in the comer. 

“ Sandy ’s his name,” said the Gover- 
nor. “ A destructive maniac. He tears 
up everything he sees— clothes, papers, 
work-bags, carpets, hearthrugs, even 
books. His last oneilce was to chew 
half a presentation copy of Brycu’s, 
American GonUitution. Be is here for 
a week. We cover articles with Eau-de- 
Cologne, whisky, and tohacoo-juice to 
disgust him.” ■ 

In the next cell was a bulldog. ' 

“Disobedience,” said ihe Upvernor. 

{ “ Won*t go out for walks withont a lead, 

11 i. *1. TIT- 


In the next was a little black spaniel. __ cit no 

“ Refuses to be broken to the house,” THE PEN IE THE SLIPS, 
said the Governor. “A stubborn case. “Maclaien caused loud cheers by cutting one 

Otherwise a charming chaiacter, Syste- AimsUoog aw^ to the leg boimdaiy 
matic lashings legnlarly was the sen- Saumemoutn Daily 

tenee ” ** Tyldesley took seventy minutes to get lus 

“Do you find that punishment ig » 15 of these were 8mgle8.”--Dai7y 

detOT^t^^^tJasked^e Que^: What was tixe other? 

learn dowl^ One sojourn here is i^dy 

enough. ^ ^ Here, for example, id a fre- fj-om a fiue high diive.” — 

quent visitor, and he. showed me an Surrey Mirror. 

Irigh teirier. “Acat-^omer. We deal tl^^n joined Hiist, who had 

with him by pushing stuffed cats charged geared three pretty 4’a to leg through the 
with electricity into his cell. Ih the slips.” — VadyMail. j 

way they cure crib-biters, you know. ^ « McLaren followed with a nice late cut for 
But his spirit is stronger than his sense ’S6 from Lav^r.”— Bristol Evening Kews. 
of pain.” . * . i ** Noble is a past-master in placing the field 

“ Good dog ! ” I involuntarily said. to suit his bowlers, and he is hacked up by 
The Governor was scandalised, and Jed eleven men of raie cricketing intelligence ” 
me away. “Had I known you would • 

so forget yourself,” he said, “ I should T^yelve Australians . That explains our 
have refused you the inteiview.” defeat. 

A GHas^^ow paper publishes the follow-- i 
Testimonial Candour. ijilg durious ei^fnpld of renaissance * 

“Please send me two more Army Field “He was bo.n in Edinbiugh CC > ears ago, 
Gh^^ses with se|^i;atie receipts. Whoever sees and aftorusard^ with his lifelong friend John 
mine wants anomer.” Wyllie, at Paris.” 


Testimonial Candour. 
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SIO TRANSir. 

{On the passing of the Senior Wrangler.) 

0 UPPERMOST Wrangler ! 

0 greatest of nobs ! 

Thou deft disentangler 
Of intricate probs. — 

To whom surds are as simple as under- 
hand bowling to Hobbs. 

Henceforth thou art banished, 
Thy kingship is o’er, 

The halo hath vanished 
Ihat ringed thee of yore ; 

And even the spoon that was wooden 
is not any more. 

How journalists loved thee ! 

What copy thou wast 1 
How gladly they shoved thee — 
Ay, free of all cost !— 

By the side of Haix Caine and the Kaiser ! 
. . . And now thou ait lost. 

Ko more will they tell us 
The tales of thy skill : 

How tutors grew jealous 
(As pedagogues will) 

When, clever as they were, their pupil 
proved cleverer still. 

Ko more will the pressmen 
In ecstasy note 
Thy craft as a chessman 
And hasten to quote 


henceforth be called * Fisherland,’ and 
the Isle of Wight the ‘Me of Arnold 
White.’ ” 

Mr. Yello Pearyard, the renowned 
nautical publicist, opens his communi- 
cation by very properly calling attention 
to the superb and gorgeously poetic 
metaphors of Mr. Harold Begbie’s article. 
He says, “ Has anyone since Ruskin come 
within a measurable distance of the 
majestic sonority of this adorable exor- 
dium ? — 

** * On Saturday there was something new. 
Britannia’s flesh did not creep. It flowed. 

Sea and Sky were like two prize-fighters 
retired to their comers after a round of hard 
poimding.* Every shade of bruise was in the 
clouds, which were puffed aud bagged and 
swollen ; every shade of sick green was in ihe 
sea, which suggested a winded body and a 
sinking stomach. These two antagonists re- 
garded each other. They appeared to be wait- 
ing for the next round. The sound of the wind 
was like the murmur of conversation round the 
ring. 

Every now and then the rain fell ; every 
now and then a pale sun, like a hammered eye, 
peered out of the brown-paper sky and pro- 
duced the tin^ of thunder in the green sea ; 
always the wind blew. It was cold, melan- 
cho'y, depressing. But — you could almost see 
, Britannia’s flesh glow with pride.’ 


THE MIDGES’ SONG. 

Maiden like a tinted rose, 

Clad in muslin thin and chaste. 

Your embroidered net-work hose 
Absolutely suits our taste. 

Youth, whose pulse with rapture stira, 
Agitated by her charm. 

While your eyes are wooing hers 
We are creeping up your arm. 

Military-looking gent, 

Clad in suit of shepherd *s check, 

We salute you with content 
As we titillate your neck. 

Ample dame, whose kindly face 
Lifelong charity reveals — 

Tender also to our race — 

You are good for many meals. 

Cordially we greet you aU, 
Comradeship we cultivate ; 

Though in person we are small, 

Yet our influence is great. 

If our ways are not polite, 

Your behaviour seems to match ; 

Though we little midges bite, 

In return you mortals scratch. 


- Harou) Begbie suggests how aj ^ 

fitting amend could fie made fiy tfie. of Bridge of Allan, 

detractors of Sir Jobs Fisher. May Ilomibiane, Donne, and Oallendar, we 


fie permitted to suggest that the mag- ^ ^ foUowing advertisement, 

“Mens Sana in corooresano” (as some- nificent services of Mr. Begbie to the 


body wrote). English language, to Britannia, and to 

Farewel to thy fame- Sky also deserve recognition. 

And to Father’s and Mother’s! 

Henceforth wiU thy name Ichtbvoktry at Bumingham Umver- 

Be no more than another’s ; “ty, with Mr. Begbie as first Professor ? 

For thou, in the future, must wrangle 0^ 

al-ng with the others. Honorary Admird of the (^dd) White, 


which, appeared in the issue of J une 9th : 
** Dunblane Habitation Primrose League. 

A GARDEN PARTY, 
at the kind invitation of 
Mr. Arthur Hay Dmmmond, 
will take place at Cromlix 
on Saturday, the 26th June. 


X'UJ. bElUU, All UUC 4.UtiUlC7, lUUOII Wl.ailKlC 1 I • 1 * .1 /A IJx'tTTI >. k?Al U U A/ A. X , tUO VVatUm 

al-ng with the others. Honorary Admiid of the (^dd) White, Those who intend going should do so at once." ' 

or Controller of the Boom. „ , , . , , . 

Theforegoinglettersadequatelyrepre- .y®‘ ’J? 

PRAISE TO THE FACE. sent the spirit of enthusiasm evoked by ^^omlix, but we imagine that Mr. mv 

Mb. Harold Begbie concludes a de- the Ijiieal outburst of Mr. Begbie. It is 

scriptive article in The Daily GhronieU pamfol to add that a jarring note is corresponaenco 

on the great Naval Review by « xpressing struck by one correspondent, who writes : 

the modest hope that the critics of the am not a superstitious man, but , The TTnpaxdi^hle Shu. 
Admiraltv may one day come to suggest people write in this rancid strain The maiority of the Ladies, however, were 

nam d the K%ng fisher^* adding that “ it propitiate A emesis by a wholesale nolo- Infinnary Ball, it will not be necessary to 
I would be a gineeful amend to the creator oaust of professional gushers and gup- describe them here again.” - Local Paper. 
of the modern Navy.” mongers,” The Editor’s fate is not known. 

The extreme modesty of this proposal ] 7 , 

has naturally disappointed the admirers Weare sorpr tMt the two following “Yesterday a few American visitors, who 
of “ the greatest of sea-lords since Noah,” paragraphs have araeared con- had only readied Liverpool this morning, in 

as he has wittily been styled, and Mr. secutivelymr/ieManc/iesterGttardian: — an appearance late in the afternoon, but to- 
Puncfi has been positivdy bombarded “The Canadian Minister of Finance, the Hon. their nmnter was strongly reinforced, 

by suggestions as to how this culminat- S* Fielding, who was accompanied by his Westminster Gazette (on Ascot). 
ing point in Sir John Fisher’s career A^^^bter, Miss Fielding, was also a passenger The new lot would be those who only 
should be fitly commemorated Empress of Ireland.” ' reached Liverpool to morrow. 

Mr. Rugby Pink, the famous naval “ also aUeged tto they took a number 

correspondent, writes: “Mr. Begbie w rZ” adjoining “There is a probability that St. John’s 
suggests that one batdesbip should be (Oxford) will send a four as well as an eight, 

^4. oo^d 

be more miseirably inadequate or un- fish and chips from 4 to 10 a.m”— Southern the latter, the Thames will be their goal.”— 
generous? My proposal, which I am l^o,^y^cko. Paris Bail/y Mail, 

coimnced wiU be hail^ with general But wbat objection can there be to a Always the best river to aim at when 
aoelamaton, is that England should real gentleman for this kind of work ? you go to Henley. 


Mr. Rugby Pink, the famous naval “ also aUeged tto they took a number 
correspondent, writes: “Mr. Begbie hen^^’’ ^ adjoining | 
suggests that one battlesbip should be ’ ’ * 
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A TARDY PROPOSAL. 

[In ihe course of an article on “ The Bride ” 
a daily paper points out that in respect of their 
chances of getting married, waitresses come 
before c’erks, and clerks before teachers and 
nurses.] 

Some years ago I saw lier first, 

Her homely face suffused with frowns, 
As she (professionally) nursed 
That beastly brat of Brown’s. 

She pleased me then, I must confess ; 

To her I smiled my silent thanks, 

Who curbed the cub’s effusiveness 
With surreptitious spanks. 

His governess when next we met, 

She led his youthful footsteps through 
The mazes of the alphabet. 

The path of two times two. 

’Twas not to find her stiU unwed 
That filled me with unholy joy, 

But that I knew she snapped the head 
Of that unpleasant boy. 

On teaching tasks she turned her back. 
Her labours graced another scene ; 
For want of something else to smack 
She smacked a type machine. 

Then once a^in she changed her post ; 

Since marriage comes to her who waits. 
She served out dubious eggs on toast 
And so called ham on phites. 


At last my laggard heart awoke 

(The cap and dress became her well), 

I ate the eggs, but barred one yolk. 
Then softly rang the bell. 

Her face, I hastened to decide. 

Though plain, was not unpicturesque. 
Be mine,” I said, and she replied ; 

“ I will. Pay at the desk.” 


PUBLISHERS’ ANNOUNCEMENTS. 

Mr. Long Jake’s New Poet. 

Mr. Long Jake begs to announce that 
he wiU publish shortly a volume of 
poems by the new poet, Mr. Morrell 
Haggis, widi an introduction by Mr. 
G. K. Jesterton. The co-operation of 
Mr. Jesterton and Mr- Haggis in the 
production of this book is eminently 
Jestertonic. The two men met as 
strangers to each other on the stairs of 
a Battersea flat. The new Poet intro- 
duced himself. “ Mr. Jesterton, I jjre- 
sume?” he said. “It would be im- 
possible,” replied the great commentator, 
“ to state anything more tremendously 
true.” “ I,” said the other, folding his 
hand in that of his new friend, where it 
lay like a sleeping camel in the Sahara, 
“ I am Morrell Haggis.” An hour later 
two figures of strangely contrasted ap- 


pearance might have been seen steadily 
circumambulating Battersea Park, one 
shouting the other’s verses to the aston- 
ished heavens and a following of feckless 
youths. The book containing these 
wonders is only 3s. fid. net. 

Mr. Welktk Mark’s New Poet. j 

Mr. Welkin Mark (exactly opposite 
Long Jane’s) begs to announce that he 
has secured for the English market the 
palpitating works of the new Montana 
(U.S.A.) poet, Mr. Ezekiel Ton, who is 
the most remarkable thing in poetry 
since Robert Browkikg Mr. Ton,^ who 
has left America to reside for a while in 
London and impress his personality on 
English editors, publishers and readers, 
is by far the newest poet going, what- 
ever other advertisements may say. lie 
has succeeded, where all others have 
failed, in evolving a blend of tlie imagery 
of the unfettered West, the vocabulary 
of Wardour Street, and the sinister 
abandon o£ Borgiac Italy. 


Commercial Candour. 

“ ‘Barbed Wire Cloth’ for Youngsters’ Saits; 
almost unwearable.** — Ad/tA. in ^^Ladyhrand 
Courant'* 
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as I remember to have met ^ith in recent fiction. Intro- 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. dnced to ns as a contemplative Baby (in a first chapter of 

T. 1 y m XI X T j \ 'which the delicate charm would alone make the book worth 

(By Mr. Punch b Staff of Learned ClerkB.) reading), his career as school-boy, undergraduate, and 

The Btm'y of Thyrza (Constable), by Alice Bbown, is really grown man is developed by the author 'in a way that is 
the story of two Thyrms, with little else but the author’s always convincing, because it is always the logicaljoutcome 
own word to guarantee their identity. In the first part of of the two opposing influences that directed it. xhere are 
her book she sketches, with a very sympathetic humour, the other characters also in the book that impress one as truly 
childhood of a girl of high-strung and consciously romantic obsen-ed : Mark Hassally the ascetic young Oxfoid tutor, 
temperament, brought up in the most primitive surroundings, whose friendship with Oervase was so strong a force in bring- 
In the second part we are shown a rather colourless woman ing abcut the tragedy of the latter’s life, is one ; another is 
of middle^ge, absorbed after a brave struggle against Mw-iam Souls, the girl whom Oervase iftaYries through a 
poverty and shame, in the career of her unfathered son. strange mixture of passion and altruism. Kate, her sister 
The bridge that spans the yawning gulf between these two and the heroine of the story, is a figure of whose reality I am 
existences may be strong enough to bear the author’s feet less sure; nor can I resist a suspicion that Mis. DriABMERwas 
skimmmg airily along by aid of the winged sandals of imagi- 1 herself not quite certain about the remaining impoitant per- 




The Seven LmauE Boois, 


nation, but is not meant to — . souage, ^ Jack Denham, 

support the gravity of the whose villainy ruined the 

critic. Even under my _ ^ _ lmnrr;aoA 

frail weight it quivered 
parlously. She has asked 
too much of ns when she 
wants us to believe that 4 
she has provided afi 
quate motive, eh. 
side, for the‘^ot^tT(|Lafe wgs 
to ruin her THcrcfhSu- 
lity which a%>ws^ the"' girl 
to idealise a n^thre 
uhose kiyalt; 5 { she lias had 

good reasoi]L*to suspect, can- ' m « t -n other story of which 

not account for her kpafe disooueaoiko to eefi^ The Sem Luaxm Boois, psychological ciisis 

rv^ that THE OLDER METHODS OF AERIAL 

1 rue, she had always had navigation, such as The Broom, turns upon its hero s choice 

a morhid craving lor self- of a Division Lobby in the 

sacrifice, and would cer- House of Commons, 

tainly have laughed at con- _ - _ 

vention and run clean away : 
with a lover if there had 
been a bar to their formal 
union. But here there was' 
no such bar ; and the cir- 
cumstances— it is the old 
’ story of a last train missed 
— ^are of the most banaL , 

To make thein sene as e^r ^ buj. xo xMbJLxwx 

cuse for such a tragedy is meat, even for seasoned 

to set too bw a value both c. ^ readers. Yet that is what 

upon the instinctive purity ^ Mrs. VruE Campblil gives 

of the girl’s heart and the The Magic Carpet, were much simpler and moiu: Eirrci- Bernier Unto Goesar 

healthy influences of her modern AERoriANr and Boon). One 

simple country training. ^ cannot help tlimling that 

All this, however, may be a matter of personal opinion ; but, it would have been so very much simpler for the parties to 
for the rest, thei*e cannot be two opinions about the charm have sorted themselves out correctly in the first place. Of 
of tlie^ author’s work, her^ freshness and spontaneity, ceurse we might in that case have" had to do without the 
her feeling for what is noble in character, her sense of the story altogether. But would that have mattered so gieatly? 
kiughtei: that lies close to tears. If her vision is, perhaps, The book enc^ weaMy and incondusivdy, most of the 
rather dear than wide, she always sees the things worth characters apparently being still -ancertain whether to ebn- 
seeing. And I am glad to make the acquaintance of Barton tinue rendering a nominal obedience unto Caesar or to lepair 
Goree, and to be given once more, as m Bose Madeod, so to the Divcfrce Court as the shortest way of straightening 
pleasant a picture of love between t^o people well* past out the tangle. 

their youth. I cannpt change my belief, afready expressed ' ’ - ■ . . 

in these columns, that of all ftie novelists whoM wo^k comes ^ Good Target 

to W from Anifirica A h 9B Beowsi^the Hjiost d^ig^^ful. « At the first cry th? eaemy stop short ; et *3 second huddle together, 

“Out of the mterminalins of those two Uves-the one round 






AHD The Mtoio Cabfbi, 


WERE MUCH SIMPLER AND MOIvE El rrci- 
IVE IHAN THE MODERN AEROPLANF 


souage, ^ Jack Denham, 
whose villainy ruined the 
marriage of Miriam and 
Oervase, but who plays only 
a/ shadouy part in the 
events that followed its dis- 
coveiy. Still Oervase alone 
is an achievement upon 
which I tender Mrs. Dear- 
MDB my heaity congratula- 
tions ; she should also be 
credited with the discovery 
of a striking novelty in j 
“ cui tains,” as I remember 
no other story of which 
the psychological ciisis 
turns upon its hero’s choice 
of a Division Lobby in the 
House of Commons. 

It is probably prejudico 
which makes me object to 
a novel in which all the 
characters are in love 'with 
other persons’ husbands 
and wives. One such 
domestic difficulty in one 
book may be defensible; 
but three is rather strong | 
meat, even for seasoned j 
readers. Yet that is what | 
Mrs. VruE Campbeil gives j 
us in Bernier Unto Goesar 
(Mills and Boon). One 
cannot help tliiniing that 


: to us from America A uys BgOWNinthe ipost d^ig^^ful. « At the firstcry enemy stop shor^; at the second huddle together, 

“Out of tLe intermingling of those two Uves-the one rTT . Mr 

fundumentally of the ea4. the other of le sni4t’^-wW ^ remembered that Mr, 

character would result ? This is the i*oblem^ in here'^v OHESTfiKipu had a part in this speotaole. 

*at Mrs. Tebct IbeoxBa sH herself to an^r in detedee i 

(MwiJiuukX »hd ^ has dotte it with reliable otigjh^ty v Ca^onr. . , 

sad swoefisa, Oinate AlUym is as o^arlj d^wn a figure gool^ople whoSre*put up me Rt various times ” 
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“ I ONLY want to tax unearned incre- 
ment,’* said Mr. Lloyd- George in the 
course of the Budget debate ; “ but the 
simple way is to exclude anything in 
the natuie of improvements.” This 
would seem to be Mr. Lloyd GLoaon’s 

attitude to the entire Budget. 

* * 

The British Association of Teachers 
of Dancing has been concerning itself 
with the question of how to 
put a stop to romping and kit- 
chenish behaviour at dances. 

An attempt is to be made to 
popularise “The Athenaeum 
Waltz ” — as performed, we 
take it, by the less frivolous 
of the members of the stately 
Club of that name. 

A certain Reformer must 
be getting alarmed at the 
results of his anti-face-hair 
propaganda. Some of his 
disciples are becoming plus 
royalistes que le roL A com- 
munication received by the 
Congo Reform Association 
mentions the case of a native 
who was compelled to swal- 
low his beard after it had 
been cut off, chopped up, and 
mixed with leaves. 

* 

While two bicyclists were 
looping-the-loop at Orleans 
the other day, over a cage in 
which there were half-a-dozen 
lions, one of the performers 
broke his handle-bar and fell 
into the cage. The lions, 
however, did not touch him. 

The king of beasts is nothing 
if not dignified, and he will 
not take his food if it is 

thrown at him like that. 

* * 

* 

We are sorry to hear that 
Consul and Peter, the two 
talented monkeys and foot- 
light favourites, have been 
sulking because they were 
not invited as ^ests of honour to the 

Darwik celebrations. 

* * 

* 

“ Little Pdpijco Arriola, the marvellous 
child pianist, will receive in America,” 
we read, “ 1,000 dols. for each recital he 
gives.” The printer seems to have left 
out an h 

V 

A motor omnibus caused some little 
excitement last week in New Oxford 
Street by entering a tobacconist’s shop. 
The fondness of some of these vehicles 
for smoking is an undoubted evil. 

4c 4c 
4c 

As a rule when twowessels collide at 


sea there is a dispute as to which is to sheep grafted in its place. The man is 


blame, but the Diingeness accident was * 
plainly the fault of Sappho, 

4c 4: 

4c 

A Post Office customer, in a letter on 
the subject of the writing materials sup- 
plied for public use, complains that 
“ the blotting-paper will not blot ” Our 
experience is that this is just what it 
does. 


4e 4. 

4c 

It is not only in America 


that 


one 


doing well, and is wondering whether 
he will now be accused of cannibalism 
when he has lamb for luncheon. 


f 



* •** 

As there have been several instances 
lecently of cars falling into rners and 
sinHng, the “Thames Motor Carriages” 
which we see advertised should supply 
a want. 

*4e* 

An enlarged Clement airship — ^No. 2 
— is now being constructed, 
and a suggestion (which, we 
imagine, emanates from an 
admirer of The Sphere) 
reaches us to the effect that 
No. 1 and No. 2 should be 
known in future respectively 
as “Clement Shorter” and 
“ Clement Longer.” 

*4e* 

Surprise has been expressed 
by many persons that so much 
as £13,125 should have been 
given for Turner’s Burning 
of the Bouses oj 'Parliament ^ 
but a Liberal friend of ours 
is of the opinion that the 
destruction of the Upper 
Chamber alone would have 
been worth that sum. 


Sir “Tobt, MP.” appe^reth in yc (Birthedayc) LtSTcs. 


It is exceptional to find a 
tobacconist who supports Mr. 
Lloyd-George’s Finance Bill. 
We therefore derive a rare 
pleasure from the following 
announcement of a cigar 
firm; — 

“IMPORTED HAVANAS 
(1905 Ciop) 

OrrERED AT Pro-Budglt Prices.” 


finds capable journalists. A French 
newspaper informs us that, during a 
recent storm at Clermont, a amn was 
caught in the rush of the wind and 
blown six miles out of his way, and 
only then was able to stop by using his 
face, on which he fell, as a brake. 

4: 4e 
* 

The difficulty of finding an apt title 
for a play is well known. For example, 
'What the Public Wants has just been 
withdrawn after a short run. 

* 

In a Chicago hospital a patient whose 
shin-bone had been shattered has had a 
portion of bone from the leg of a young 


A Conservative correspon- 
dent has discovered in a 
French Encyclopaedia a short 
outline of what he takes to 
be the career of Mr. Lloyd- 
George (under the nom cle 
guerre Charles Alexandre de 
Calonnb.) It runs as follows; 
“ Oontrdleur-genfcral et I’uu 
des hommes d’etat les plus celebres de 
I’anciennemonarchie dont il accelera la 
chute pas ses operations financieres. 
II n’avait aucua plan. . . 


The Stronger Sex. 

The Buwlay Chronicle, in an account 
of a fencing match between teams of 
ladies from Manchester and Liverpool, 
says : 

“ The Manchester ladies won five houts out 
of four.” 

It is very doubtful whether a team 
composed of mere men could have done 
as wdl as this. 


YDli. OKXXVl. 
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THE QUARREL. 

3/7*. Charles Hapgood to Mr, Travis 
Pullman 

Duvr Old Mvn, — ^Y oa have always 
been such a brick, I wish you ’d do me 
another ia\our I wish ^ou ’d lend me 
\our aeroplme for the iievt week-end. 
I am gom« to Uartmooi, where piactice 
should be easv, and I feel sme that I 
understand the whole business. Then 
laler 1 might have a shot at the Oross- 
C^hannel pn/e. Yours as ever, 

C.H. 

Mr, Charles Hapgood to Sir Henry 
Ferney, M P, 

Dear Sir Heuuy, — am taking an 
aeroplane down to Dartmoor on 
Fiiday, and shall be delighted 
to show it to you and to Miss 
Ferney, to whom please give my 
kind legal ds. 

Y'ours sincerely, 

CiLVRLES Hapgood. 

Sir Henry Fermij^ MP , to Mr 
Charles Hapgood, 

Dpar Eatgood, — We are de- 
lighted to think that we shall so 
soon see an aeroplane at close 
quarters. You will, of course, 
secure an accomphshed aviator. 

Evelyn declares her intention of 
going up , but I doubt if I should 
allow that You will, of course, 
stay with us We shall take no 
denial. Youis sincerely, 

Henry Febnuy. 

Miss Femeij to vanous friends 
and neighbours. 

Dear , — ^It will give my 

father and myself great pleasure 
]f you wdl come to Tor Castle to 
lunch on Satuiday to witness 
an aviation display under the 


would just have put me light, and now 
I don’t know where to look for the 
money. As for not having any experi- 
ence, I’ve lead aU about Wiibur 
Wright, and I Vc seen him on the bio- 
scope, and I’m a fust-class driver of a 
car, as you know. Hall-an-houi’s ex- 
amination of the engines on the giound 
would be all I should want. ^ Why, 
you’ve often said what a genius for 
mechanics I have In any case one 
must begin some time, and that ’s where 
an old fiiend should come in. If any- 
thing goes wiong with the thing I’ll 
buy >ou another, if you don’t mind 
waiting for the money. A pal couldn’t 
say more than that. 

Yours, C. H, 



With kind regards to Miss Ferney, 
believe me, 

Youis sincerely, 

ClURLES HA.PGOOD. 

Sir Henry Ferney, UP , to Mr, 
Charles Hapgood, 

(Telegram,) 

Sorry this week-end impossible. 

Ferney. 

Mlss Hapgood to Mr, Travis Pullman, 

My dear Mr. Polt^man, — ^I don’t know 
what it is that Charlie wants from you, 
but if you could possibly see jour way 
to lend it I should he so happy. The 
poor boy is a wreck of disappointment, 
and it affects all of us. He says you 
are the only man who can do 
him this little favour, whatever 
it is. Please do it. 

Youis sincerely, 

Irene Hapgood. 

A Fellow-Cluhnan to Mr, Travis 
Pidltnan. 

Dear Pullman, — 1 thought you 
might like to know that at the 
Club to-day Hapgood was abus- 
ing you like a pickpocket. He 
says that you, one of his oldest 
friends, refused to do some simple 
thing for him — ^lend him a fiver 
or something As the friend of 
both this is rather painful to me, 
and I should like a woid from 
you to enable me to meet him 
squarely next time he talks like 
this. Yours, X. 


contiol of my friend, Mr. Charles 
Hapgood. Yours sincerely, 

Eveiyn Finney. 

Mr, Travis Pullman to Mr. Charles • 
Hapgood, 

Ml PEAR Chirlds, — ^You seem to have 
gone clean off your head— unless, of 
couise, your letter is an elaborate joke, 
llow on earth do jou think I’m going 
to lend you my aeioplane? I’ve only 
just got it, and haven’t masteied it 
myselt yet. How could you manage it 
when you’ve never been in one in your 
life? Besides, thexe are certain things 
a man doesn’t lend. Aeroplanes come 
nearly first. Youis always 

Travis. 

Mr, Charles Hapgood to Mr, Travis 
PwXman 

My pfar Trwis,— Your letter was a 
i^reat sarpiise to mo, and a gieat shock 
*1 too I alwajs looked on you as a 
gencious man. This Channel prize 


Lady “But toveety is no excuse tor being dirty’ ] 

lOU NEVER WASH YOUR PACE?” 

Tramp (mth an mjitred air) “Pardon me, lvdi, but I’vl 
ADOPTED THIS ’ERE DRY-CLEANIN’ PROCESS AS BEIN’ MORE ’EVLTIIY 
AVD ’I-GEENIO” 


Old Irelaud for Ever. 

“Ab long as he was lectoi of St 
Augustine’s be would do his beat to 
put a stop to anything of that kind 
(heai, htai), not bocaub3 it existed, 
bnt because it never should aii&e in 
that palish (heai, hear ).” — Bepoit of 
Father Bathers remarhs (^^Liicrpool 
Echo ”) 


Deu^ BEapgood, — It ’s quite out of the ' 
question. I refuse to lend it. Why, it 
would be only one remove from murder. 

Yours, T. P. 

Dear Pullman,— Your astonishing let- 
ter puts the lid on it. That *s the end 
I did think I had one pal I could trust ; 
but now I know better. You may trust 
me never to ask you for anything else, 
or anyone else either. 

Yours fai&fully, 0. H. 

Mr, Charles Hapgood to Sir Henry 
Ferney, M P, 

Dear Sir Henry, — I am sorry to have 
to say that I shall be unable to come 
after ah. There is a hitch with the 
aeroplane, and it will be impossible to 
bring it. I shall however come alone 


The Two ‘‘Sapphos.” 

‘*When Greeks joined Greeks, then 
was the tug of ” Dover. 

There ’s nothing like leather still. 

“ Undei' these ciicums ances, Commander 
Chiistian gave ordeis for the men to lowei the 
boots ” — Leeds Yei euvy 

No shoemaker will be surprised to hear 
that not a soul was lost. 


Chivalry. 

“ Rohm a 14 2 Bay . . perfect manneis . 

safe with a lady aud children and all road 
nuisances ” — M<ynitng Post 


A little Hermaphrodite ? 
‘‘Birth. 

On June 13, to Rev. and Mrs. 

son {rx&Q Mabel Lees ).” — Wolverhampton 
Express and Star. 



“AT HOME” TO THE FLEET. 

Fatoer Thames. “PITY I HAVEN’T GOT MY OLD FLOTILLA OF PADDLE-BOATS IN COMMISSION. 
I SHOULD HAVE UKED TO SHOW MY GUESTS WHAT I COULD DO.” 



m PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 30, 1908. 


MORE BUDGET GRUMBLEa 

Sib, — ^May I ask all your readers to 
I join mein a non-political league against 
the Budget ? I am not a politician 
myself. I have not the least animus 
against the present Gk)vernment. It 
Tvould pain me if they were to be turned 
out of olBce. My object is simply to 
secure the alteration of financial pro- 
posals which I believe to be detrimental 
to the public interest. Let me ask all 
your readers j of all parties to support 
this non-political movement, and to send 
their names and addresses to 

Yours impartially. ^ 
Walter Loxcr 

P.S. — I have , already been surprised 
and gratified to secure the adhesion of 
Mr. Balfour and Mr. Avsten Ohambebiain. 

Sir, — I recently inherited from a rela- 
tive a small legacy — amountbg approxi- 
mately to the sum of one million starling. 
As I freq[uently receive requests for 
subscriptions from charitable soe'eties, 

I wish to state tliat I have had to pay 
in death duties the sum of £100,000, 
This is the income for three years of 
a million invested at oV per centum. 
I’liereforo you will see tliat for three 
\Q'\T3 I am absolutely without any in- 
come whatever and shall be unable to 
' subscribe a farthing even to the most 
j deserving charity. It wounds me deepl v 
that the rapacity of a Ohancdlor should 
cbcck the stream of benevolence. 

Yours practically 

A Paiplp. 

P.S.-I am taking legal opinion as to 
whether, considering the fact that I 
possess no income, I am not eligible 
(during the next three years) for an old- 
age pension. 

Sir, —Prom my landed estates I derive 
a gross income of £80,000, Of this no 
less than £40,000 is paid away in income 
tax, local rates, insurance against death 
duties, repairs, allowances, subscriptions 
and other charges. Thus I already lose 
half of my income, and am left the 
miserable pittance of .1140,000 a year. 
Were it not for certain investments apart 
from laud I could not make both ends 
meet. And now a super-tax of Cd. in 
the £ is to be levied on my income. ' 
This moans that I must economise. 1 
shall therefore discharge one plumber, 
one mason, one hridS^yer and one 
carpenter from my estate staff. Perhaps 
this will teach* the democracy that it is 
dangerous to lay hands on capital. 

Yours truly, 

SmUGGLER. 

Sib,— -I happen to be a millionaire — a 
bare millionaire — that is, the value of 
my landed property just exceeds a 
million. Now, apparently, this Budget 


merely takes away one-tenth of the pro- 
perty in case of my death. But I 
intend to prove th^t circumstances may 
arise under which the Government may 
confiscate not a mere tenth but two- 
thirds of my property. 

Let me suppose that I am walking on 
the seashore in company with my ten 
sons. There Js nothing improbable in 
that. We are cut off by the tide and take 
refuge on a rock. A breaker sweeps me 
away, to the infinite regret of my off- 
spring and the fiendish delight of the 
Chancellor, who rakes in a cool hundred 
thousand. The next brealter carrier off 
my eldest son, and with him £90,000. 
The others follow in order. By the 
time the lifeboat rescues my youngest 
son the estate has been reduced to 
£350,000 — ^roughly two-thirds of its 
value confiscated. 

I ask you, shall such things be ? I say 
never. To show my determination I am 
sending a subscription of I Os. 6d. to the 
Budget Protest League, and I ask all 
millionaires to follow my example. 

Yours truly, 

An Anxious PLUTocuAr. 

Sir,— My landed property consists of 
one cliff and its adjacent foreshore on 
the Eastern coast. At present its rental 
value as a goat pasture is 7a. 6d. per 
annum. But I can see possibilities lor 
its development. I am working strenu- 
ously for and giving largely to the 
Tariff Reform League. When Tariff 
Reform comes the ample cave accommo- 
dation for smugglers in my cliff will let 
ieadil3" at fabulous prices. Am I to be 
taxed on this wealth which I am labour- 
ing to create ? 

If so I shall refuse the use of my 
oaves to smugglers and hold out for 
higher prices still. Reluctantly I should 
be compelled to offer my cliff and foi-e- 
shore to forei^ Governments as a highly 
eligible invasbn site. 

Yours truly, 

Pairiot. 

i^jR , — 1 own a few acres of agricultural 
land of poor quality, which till this year 
let at ten shillings an acre. However 
it has this advantage — it borders the 
private golf course of a Cabinet Minister. 
Consequently I have let it at twenty 
pounds an acre to the Women’s vSocial 
and Political Union. Deputations daily 
throw bottles, fly kites, and shout 
through megaphones over the dividing 
wall. Is it fair that I should be taxed 
on the betterment of my property ? If 
so, is it not also just that I should re- 
ceive compensation for worsement when' 
the members of the Social and Political 
Union get married, or get the vote— or, 
what is even more probable, when, the 
Cabinet Minister goes out of office. 

Yours truly, 

An Ardent Gov£RNnF.Nr Supporter. 


LATEST NEWS FROM THE ROADS. 

(By Our Motoring Expert.) 

Bath Road. — ^During the re-tarring 
operations yesterday a child nam^ 
Albert Burdekin, aged 4 years, fell on 
a patch of still warm tar and became so 
firmly imbedded in it that it took several 
navvies to extricate the little sufferer, 
whose clothes were completely destroyed. 
Sir Leon Guggenlieimer, however, who 
was passing by at the time, kindly 
proffered an old fur coat, in which young 
Burdekin was removed to the Hounslow 
Cottage Hospital. 

Barnes and Dismici.— Tarring opera- 
tions are in full swing on the Barnes— 
Richmond road. Special accommodation 
is now provided for tar babies at the 
Nurseries, Upper Uiclimond Road. 

Briohton Road. — Every Sunday this 
popular highway grows more and more 
reminiscent of the Red Sea during the 
Exedus. On Monday the 21st a remark- 
able experience w^as enjoyed by a we^- 
known motorist in the neighbourhood 
of Handcross. Having been obliged 
to stop ill order to execute some trifling 
repairs, this gentleman became neaily 
faint owing to the strong scent of clover 
from an adjacent field. 

Covj'NTRY Road. — ^Tarring operations 
concluded on Saturday between St. 
j Albans and Markyate. The surface is 
now being treated with lavender-water 
at the expense of the firm of Scbmoller. 

Eastbourne Road. — The neighbour- 
hood of Fraut is still convulsed by the 
witticism of a well-known motoring 
nobleman who observed that the process 
of re-tarring the road was apt to retard 
his progress. 

Great Nortu Road.— On Friday last 
an obelisk was unveiled about four miles 
from Welwyn to commemorate the 
escape last year of Lord George Bostock, 
who had the misfortune to collide with 
a steam-roller at this spot. 

SourtiAMPTON Road — The re-tarring of 
the road between Simningdale station 
and Bagshot has been the subject of 
some interesting comments by the Editor 
of The Westminster Oassette, 


A Government Washhouse. 

The Upper Burma Gazette announces 
Mr. Churchill’s Labour Exchange Bill, 
which, it says, “wiU form a national 
system of exchanges with a central 
cleaning (sic) house.” 

Many a true jest is spoken in earnest. 


Sudgen’s Hard liuck. 

“H. Budgen b Hurst b T.e Couteur 25. 

The iniiiugs closed for 191, Budgen just failing 
to reach his centuiy.”— 

No wonder he could not make those 
needed 75 runs, with two bowlers at him 
at once. 
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MaleTrljler. “Br tiil speaking or the SPOA, Miss Gibds, I’m told iuliie a similar Soliety tor the Prliention or 
Cruelty to Cheese-mites— at least, I saw it suggested in Punch.” 

Superior Female. “Ah! but Punch is seldom reliable” 


A DAY IN JUNE. 

On, the sunny month of June, 

^ When our hearts are keeping tune 
AVith the whisper of the breezes and the murmur of the stream, 
When the girls are making posies of the pansies and the roses, 
And the gardens have the glory and the freshness of a dream. 

Oh, the leafy month of J une 1 
It will vanish very soon, 

AVith its hours of light and beauty and its flowers and its 
play; 

AVith the joyous trills and gushes of the blackbirds and the 
thrushes, 

And the laughter of the children as they tumble in the hay. 

* * * * 

1 had rhymed so far with rapture when the sky grew IJack 
as ink, 

And before I had a moment to collect myself and think, 
With a flash 
And a crash 

Came a sound of awe and wonder ; 

Came a summer-burst of thunder ; 

And the rain, a rushing river. 

Drenched me through and made me shiver ; 
And I hurried helter-skelter 
To the very nearest shelter ; 

And the song-birds ceased their singing 
In the branches bleak and wringing ; 


I And the gardener, crouching closely 

In his shed, spoke up morosely. 

He and I had one desire— 

To get home and light a fire 
In the wet and freezing noon 
Of a jolly day in Juno. 

Our lilaritime Ifation. 

*• TIis Boaid of Tiade has ^ecei^ ed, through the Fore gu Office, gold 
watches and chains for Captain George AVilliam Muir (Master) and Mr. 
Jesus de Echevarria (Chief Officer), gold medals for Ton as Domingiie?; 
(boatswain), Juan Santos, Manuel Gonisaloz, and Secundino Santamaria 
(quartermasters), and Antonio Yinagreand Vincente Erecacho (seamen), 
of theBiitish steamship Mereedea de Larrinaga.oi Li\ei-pool, which 
i have b-en awarded to them by the Piesident of the United States in 
I lecognition of their seivices in re-cuing the shipwrecked crew of the 
American schooner Edward J. Berwhid." — Morning Vofst. 

There is a true British ring about all this. . 

The tendency of many released Suffragettes to resort in 
London to a vegetarian restaui-ant for breakfast seems to have 
spiead to Liverpool. The local Echo tells how a certain 
“ Holloway heroine," on. her return to that centre of activity, 
I “ was presented with a banquet of flowers." 

“At the annual convention of the British Undertakers’ Association 
Mr. Perter, the president, sa d that good would result in every way if 
women took more part in business.”— Daily Mail. 

A pretty compliment, which would, however, have come 
better, perhaps, from the president of some other association. 
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2foi/ “Welxi, all I cAii sAv Is, MuiuLii, a iiivi’a \vuai Tuni do ai UAisaiAii scnooLS I’m 
JOLLY GLAD I BELONG TO AN EngI I'sll ONE ’* 


OUR NATURALISTS’ CORNER. 

(Wklt achnoubledgments to The 
Captain,'‘^) 

(Hammersmitli). — ^It is noth- 
ing exceptional that yonr tame beetle 
should have a sore throat. Administer a 
teaspwnfal of glycerine every half-hour. 
No, Keating’s Cough Lozenges are for 
iminans, not insects ; the name is 
certainly misleading. 

** (York). — ou cannot use your 
tortoise as a comb while it is alive. But 
don't kill it for that ; wait until it dies. 

“ Tixy ’ ’ (Tottenham ). — Y eiy sorry, dear, 
to hear that one of your pet elephants 
has died No, do not send me the body. 


I am busy. If you care to dissect i” 
yourself you will probably find it? 
diaphragm covered with small pinl 
spots about three inches in diameter 
It so, you may be certain } our pet diec 
of neuiasthenia. Be careful of the on( 
elephant you have left. I don’t thinl 
you ought to keep it in the house, but ii 
order to prevent its catching cold yo\ 
might let it sleep in the conservatory. 

“ CjiAiiLiE ” (Chelsea). — ^If your newts 
tails keep dropping olf, try seccotine— 
or steel rivets. 

“Grace” (Sheffield). — You may havi 
been deceived about your canary. I 
>ou really think it is a spaitow immersi 
it in a sfrong, hot solution of soda fo 



five minutes, and then scrape the 
plumage with a file. If the paint comes 
off, it is not a canary. 


POET AND PENGUIN. 

[One of the photogiaplis of lAieutenant 
Sitackleton’s Expedition shows a gionp of 
.inlarctic penguins being enteita iiecl amiIi selec- 
tions fiom a giamopho le] 

When the sun has finished setting 
And the light begins to wane, 

And the fly has ceased coquettir g 
W^ith his image on the pane ; 

When the timid balling hovers 
Round the lonely country barns. 

And the inyiiad lace of lovers 
Spill their yarns; — 

When the babe is hushed to by-by, 
Cradled in her tiny cot, 

And the little fairies fly by, 

Smiling on the tender tot ; — 

Then, in shoit, beneath the crimsoned 
Skies of eve, I take my chair. 

Gently stretch my weary limbs, and 
Sniff the air. 

Twilight ! bashful hour when Cup^d 
Makes the lips of those that lo\ e 
Utter things intensely stupid 
(As I’ve hinted up above) ; 

Twilight hour ! when man is smitten 
WiSi a liking for his lot, 

Hour of which the bard has written 
Lots of rot ! 

Here I weep no tears of sorrow 
O’er my oft rejected rhymes ; 

Here I feel no need to borrow 
Money, as I \ e felt at times ; 

Here I muse upon the mystic 

Hark ! is that the Thing that moans 
Nightly cfiez my inartistic 

Neighbour J ones ? 

Woe is me ! is this my reverie 
Thus to end at his caprice? 

Must I bear with him whenever he 
Chooses to disturb my peace ? 

Can I never soothe my forehead. 

Never calm my restless brain ? 

Why must I endure this horrid 
Noise again ? 

True, I ’ve heard that in the freezing 
Regions round the Southern Pole 
This insufferable wheezing 

Soothes the penguin’s puny soul ; 

But a penguin and a poet 
“ Married to immoitdl verso ” 

Differ vastly ; and I know it 
Makes me curse. 

Yes ’ I have a flner feeling 
Than a bird can ever know ; 

And my higher brain is leeling 
With the row, and I must go. 

Jones 1 I’d drown you, weie it Lawful- 
Laugh to hear your bubbling moan- 
Lashing lound your neck that awful 
Gramophone ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

t 

Extracted prom the Diary of Toby, M P. 

House of Gommons, Monday ^ June 21. 
— “Having disposed of the Instructions, 
I will now leave the Chair.” 

As he said this, looking round the 
benches with regard of wholly kind, 
partly pained sympathy, there was in 
the Speaker’s voice a note of manly 
pathos that went straight home to the 
hearts of the audience addressed. Occa- 
sion momentous. After days and weeks 
of talk round the Finance BiU, House 
now about to get into Committee. Real 
business beginning. How long it wiU 
last who can say ? Already on this our 
opening day over one hundred pages of 
solidly printed amendments circulated. 
Every day will bring its sheaves with 
it. For three da} s a week through the 
sad summer time the House, getting 
into Committee not later than four o’clock 
in the afternoon, will sit through long 
evening into the young fresh morning. 
And the Speaker wiU take no part in the 
grinding of a mill whose slowness is 
upon occasion unparalleled among the 
legislative machinery of the world. 

It is not his funeral. It may literally 
prove to be that of the Chairman of Ways 
AND Means and his Deputy. Day after 
day, when the House resolves itself into 
Committee of Ways and Means to take 
in hand the Finance Bill, the Speaker 
will retire to the learned leisure of his 
library. Some would have gone off 
jubilant, happy in the good fortune that 
befell them. Not so Mr. Lowther. He 
stood for a moment gazing upon the 
throng, then turned, and with audible 
sigh of sympathy slowly strode forth. 
Mr. Emmoti hopped into chair at the 
Table and forthwith ruled a batch of 
amendments out of order with decision 
and energy that did something to relieve 
a painful situation. 

Meysey-Thompson put first block in 
wheel of progiess. Moved to postpone 
Clause 1, Proceeding to enkrge on 
principle of unearned increment, was 
pulled up by Chairman. 

“ The hon. Member must speak to his 
motion,” said Mr. Emmotp. 

“I do not quite understand,” said 
Meysey-Thompson, naturally amazed at 
this ruling “Am I to speak only as 
to postponement?” 

“Most certainly.” 

“What am I to say then? ” he gasped. 

Here was chance for kind souls op- 
posite. Full muster of legal talent on 
Treasury Bench. Attorney-General, 
Solicitor-General, Lord Advocate, So- 
licitor-General FOR Scotland— any one 
could have told the distraught Member 
what to say in support of his motion. 
They sat dumb, unsympathetic. 

Ihen, “Sir, I beg to move,” mur- 





“ The Nimble Galliard ” 

{After tile pteture ly J. Seymour Lucas, B A.) 

[**Mr L’oyd-George has sliown much humour and extraordinary iuteliectual nimb'eness and 
agility during these discussions (on the Finance Bill ).” — Daily Paper} 


mured Meysey-Thompson, and dropped 
into his seat. 

This the solitary instance during 
sitting where Member Imd amendment 
on paper and no speech in support of it. 
At midnight two amendments disposed 
of with, assistance of Closure. Willie 
P^EL rose and protested against “ the 
headlong hurry with which we are 
rushing through this Bill.” 

Not hitherto suspected of being a 
humorist, his reputation established at a 
stroke. 

Business d<M 2 e.— First night in Com- 
mittee on Budget BiU. 

Tuesday, — Sultry atmosphere out- 
side. Lowering douds threaten thunder- 
storm. With quick sympathy the 
House discloses similar atmospheric 
characteristics. Rumbles of thunder, 
splutteiing of rain, sudden flashes of 
lightning, mark course of proceedings. 


Half-an-hour before midnight storm 
burst in fuR fury. Opposition elated 
by result of division on Pretiatan’s 
amendment exempting agricultural land 
from increment tax. Irish Nationalists 
going in body into the Lobby with 
5ieir hereditary allies, the country gen- 
tlemen of England, majority dropped 
to a trifle over 100. When burst of 
hilarious cheeiing from Opposition died 
away, Chanceuor of the Exchequer 
moved Closure on portion of Clause 
dealing with increment. This meant 
wiping off the slate two and a half pages | 
of amendments. I 

Instantly hilarity blazed into fierce i 
resentment. The old familiar cry, | 
“ Gag ! (Jag ! ” — ^precursor of many 
violent scenes — ^filled the Chamber. 

“ Put die whole Bill,” cried a Unionist, 
metaphorically emptying his pockets in 
face of ruthless highwayman. 
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W licit would the Chairman 
do ? Would he grant Closure 
and so establish momentous 
precedent in dealing with 
Bill, or would he withhold 
assent ? Mr. Emmoit, master 
i of himself though amend- 
ments fell, walked on hotli 
sides of the highway. Among 
, tbieatened amendments stood 
one in name of L vurej^ce IIaiidy 
; dealing with minerals. If that 
were moved and Committee 
disposed to discuss it, op- 
portunity should he found. 
Otherwise Chairman would 
forthwith put the Closure. 

Hardy, declining the over- 
ture, moved to report pro- 
gress. CiLViRMAN counter- 
checked by submitting Clo- 
sure. Uproar rose to stormier 
heights. Members bobbed up 
on Opposition benches like 
coiks in a maelstrom. Division 


Tnc HiRDrsi-woRKLD Mvv IN TiiD Kingdom 
Master of himself though amendments fell.’* 
(Mr. Alfied Emmott, Chaiiman of Comm ttees ) 


cold water shot into cauldron 
of steam. By midnight ah 
lias over. Members went home 
proudly reflecting that, say 
what you will about dulness 
of present House, it is still 
able worthily to maintain 
traditions of former assem- 
blies. True, it stopped short 
of fisticuffs ; but the night is 
still young. 

Business done . — ^In a rage 
and Committee on Finance 
Bill. 

Thursday . — House much in- 
terested in statement made by 
W ILLIE Peel. Discussing pro- 
bable influence of Budget Land 
Taxes on yeoman farmer, he, 
elate with his success of Mon- 
day night, alluded to “ these 
small men who have lived 
their lives on the land for hun- 
dreds of years.” 

Burst of ribald laughter 
breaking in, he turned upon 


beU clanging through dl Ihe br^ng in, he turned u^oi 

corridors, anyone desiring to address the mitted point of Order to Chairman op i gentlemen below Gangway opposite and 
Chairmust, according to hoary etiquette, Committees. remarked, “I know one case in War- 

do so seated, with his hat on. Euther- Lloyd-Geoege came to assistance by wickshire where father and son have 

j; _ j 1 J..1 ; j 1. .i . n i . ... .... 


\jLvj oc7u.i.c;vi, WJ.II 1 JL lii-a jusiu uix. jlxujiv- jLjjLA.rjLJ7-v,,tJLAJAvjiA uaujLo Lu aaBisuxjLLuc uy wxuj&isijLire wnero latner ancL SC 
roTO, disregarding the rule and lustily moving to report progress. This declared lived on the land for 800 years.” 

hilllinor tllA PwiTRlfAV Ttriie rtnllprl Vtanlr Pflrriftfl RwaTTIPP Antp-rAH rk-rn- 1 xl.. J 


WXLO ww u JLjLXxa U.C3U/ACU.CU XXVCtl UJU tUe IcUlll JOx OUv VCarS. 

hailing the CkunuAsr. was pulled back carried, the Speakbs entered, with pro- More laughter at the moment ; upon 
by the coat tails and somebody dse’s voking air of imperturbability ; had i-eflection there is general disposition to 
hat jammed on his head. Sudden move- effect on heated House of spray of hear further of this remarkable cag** 
ment had effect of literflllv 13% * 


ment had effect of literally 
exlipguishing him. He sat 
motionless, dumb, gapiug at 
the Chair. 

Louder grew the cry, “ Gag I 
Gag ! ” Interpolated rose an- 
guished cries for the Speamir. 
He was, so to speak, the straw 
at which drowning men con- 
vulsively clutched. Amid up- 
roar, Chairman put question of 
the Closure. Opposition, wash- 
ing their hands of the whole 
business, refused to appoint 
tellers. Moth n accordingly 
carried without division. 
While House was still cleared 
for division that never came off 
Prince Arthur interposed. 

! Necessary in his case, as in 
others, that he must keep his 
seat and put on his hat. Hadn’t 
got a hat. It was reposing in 
sanctum of his room. Several 
wei e proffered . Accepting Son 
I Austen’s, he flopped it on his 
head. At least a size too 
small, he deftly balanced it 
whilst he asked the Ciuirvan 
to oblige Committee by telling 
them where they were ? 

Thus did history repeat 
itself. ^ Twenty-eight years 
ago, amid similar scene of up- 


roar, so sat Mr. G., balanciiig Tjr . An “Oux-Suc” IN Breast-plitrs. 

Hbrsohell's hat on bridge (of Horse Gi^ 

of his nose whilst he bv^ nw LSt? “ Amourei>S«gemta. Can he be coatemia“t « 


Fiom data supplied, the 
father must have lived and 
laboured under Norman dy- 
nasty. Henry THE First was on 
the throne ; Crusades were in 
Jail fling. Dividing the time 
equally between the couple, 
the son would have been born 
during the reign of EfeNRY the 
Eighth, living during Tudor 
and Stuart times into and past 
the Victorian era. 

' On face of it story seems 

incredible. With responsibi- 
lity of a great name and pro- 
minent position, Willie ]^el 
not the man lightly to commit i 
himself. When next Monday 
House lesumes Committee on 
Budget Bill attempt will he 
made to obtain further, more 
precise, particulais of a case 
' beside which modern cente- 
narian allegations pale their 
ineffectual fires. 

I ^ Business done — ^Irish Votes 
in Committee of Supply. 

According to The Diiblin 
Evening Herald's account of 
a cab accident — 

J “ Police 0 Dslable went to 

A. tin o » assistance of the occupants, 

AN uui-buc IN Breast-pl VTRS. . who Unfortunately escaped with a 

•^lay (of ihe Eoyal Horse Guards Eeservo) tahes a shaJdng.” ' 

Armourer-Sergeants, Can he he contemplating a 0^ sympathies are with the 

Editor. 
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FALSTAFF’S OFFENCE. 

Sir John, 1 *ve never yet attacked 
Your taste for taverns and for tippling, 
Or rated you because you lacked 
The lithe proportions of the stiipling ; 
Your braggadocio irks me not, 

I rather like a brawTs excitement — 
And yet against you I have got 

A strong indictment. 

’Tis that you pestered Mistress Page 
Witli clumsy and unwelcome wooing, 
Until she threatened in her rage 
To di*aft a Bill *** for man’s undoing ; 
That threat has filled our days with strife, 
Our docks with many a fair defendant, 
And each is of that meriy wife 
A tme descendant. 

Should Mibtress Pagers Bill go through, 
And woman snap her final fetter, 

The blame, old Jack, will rest with you, 
The measure’s only true begetter. 
Meanwhile, I trust your sprite will 
squirm 

(I am not troubling where your sprite 
is) 

For having loosed on us the germ 
Of Suffragitis ! 

Mibtress Page. Why, I ’ll exhibit a Bill 
in the Parliament for the putting down of 
mm.— Merry Wives 0 / Windsor, Act II , Sc 2. 


THE VOICE OF THE PEOPLE. 

On the eve of the third Test Match 
we feel bound to give publicity to the 
following illuminating advice and 
suggestions that have reached us with 
regard to England’s representatives. 

“Pax” writes to say : “ Would it not 
be a good idea if separate private 
pavilions were erected for aU amateurs 
consenting to play for the Old Country, 
and if a rule were to be passed that all 
communications between these gentle- 
men on the field of play should be made 
through the umpires ? ” 

[Poor “P.VX ’ has been swallowing 
some silly rumour. — E d.] 

“ Coney,” writing from an address in 
the Midlands, suggests that in order to 
make the Australians look a little more 
I like rabbits than they did at Lord’s, 
England’s fast bowlers in the forth- 
coming Tests should be Burrows of 
Worcestershire and Warren of Derby- 
shire. 

An anonymous writer suggests that, 
to ensure a sticky wicket at Leeds, 
George Hirst might be requested to 
furnish the grouuijsmen with a gratis 
supply of his health toffee. 

I “Mathematicus ” writes to ask whether 
Triangular Tests will be possible on the 
Oval. 

In pursuance of the theory that dour 
determination and desj^erate doggedness 
are what do it, “ Devonian” has selected 



an eleven (which we have not the space 
to print here) enliiely beginning with 
capital D’s. 

Later. A report reaches us that if 
the worst comes to the worsfc Mr. G. K. 
Chesterton has promised to don an 
M.O.C. cap and a false black beard and 
lead the field against the Australians. 


DRUGS FOR VEG. 

The success of the fruit grower who 
has brought on his strawberries ten 
days earlier by giving them ether has 
set the gardeners of England busily 
engaged in experimenting with drugs 
for fruit and vegetables. 

Green peas, in order that they may be 
green, ai e now being freely drenched with 
a solution of arsenic, and the tonic blood- 
making properties of the beetroot are 
vastly increased by an injection of iron 
into its veins. The eyes of potatoes 
can be made, it has been observed, vastly 
more attractive by a few drops of bella- 


donna; while the sensitiveness of th§ 
sensitive plant is dulled by judicious 
doses of cocaine or morphia. 

Pears, as our fruitarian readers need 
not to be reminded, are peculiarly liable 
to the sleeping sickness, but it has now 
been discovered that if hot coffee is 
supplied to the fruit during its grow- 
ing stage, complete immunity from this 
complaint is secured. 

But perhaps the greatest triumph of 
all is the “ New Way of life for Onions,” 
as devised and cariied out by the famous 
Russian scientist. Professor Vejnikoff. 
The onion, though one of the noblest of 
vegetables, has unfortunately long been 
regarded as suspect in the best circles 
owing to its peculiar aroma. The Pro- 
fessor, however, by spraying it with a 
solution of eau-de-Cologne, patchouli 
and opoponax, has succeeded in com- 
pletely deodorising this entrancing 
vegetable, which can now be eaten with 
impunity by the most fastidious mem- 
beis of the plutocracy. 
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IN THE AIR 

Thc offer to the nation of an air-ship, 
to he paid for by the readers of The ^ 
Morning Post, and a garage by The 
Daily Mail, has naturally spurred other 
papers (never contemptuous of hints) 
to acts of similar patriotic generosity. 

The Daily Tdegraph has placed at the 
disposal of the Ooverninent a colossal 
balloon in the shape of Mr, Haldane for 
any purposes that may be required, the 
only condition of acceptance being that 
the name of the journal shall be pro- 
minently emblazoned upon it. 

The Daily E^cpress offers to start a 
Fresh Air Fund to siipply the vapour 
•vrith Trhich the airships are filled. 

The Daily Neves does not see its way 
to support tlio AVar Ofl&ce in any way, 
but rather than do nothing it offers to 
subsidise Mr. OHEsremox sufficiently 
handsomely to mate it worth his while 
to engage any or all of England’s! 
enemies in arg^ent on any subject' 
whatever immediatdy th^ land, and to 
do it so successfully as to blow them 
into thin air. 

The Pall Mall Gazette solicits sub- 


scriptions for the purchase of a Bellair- balloon, with a crew exclusively corn- 
ship to present to the Board of posed of Men o’ Kent. 

Admiralty. The enterprise of The Sphere takes 

* The Spectator will gladly provide the the f um of a passionate appeal from 
country with a sufficient number of Mr. Shorter to his readers to provide 
trained pigeons (each one the hero of a funds enabling him to present the nation 
touching anecdote illustrating the Intel- with an accordion-pleated Jane-Eyre* 
ligence of birds) to act as nexs-carriers ship, and a irarAchute for making 
in time of war. descents from Wuthering Heights. 

The Guardian volunteers to provide a ^gsssss:=ssssssss 


dovecote to harbour The Spectator s war 
pigeons* during their periods of pacific 
inaotivitv. 


Charity under Arms. 

Mr. Punch has pleasure in quoting 


The Glohe offers no airship proper, but the following extract from a rival publi- 
promises that when that p rtion of the cation, entitled, “ Field Service Regu- 
mlllennium arrives which provides for lations,*’ and issued by the War Office: 
the fl,ying of pigs it will present the ** ^ Contribution is a forcible collection 
Admiralty with rashers of aerial Bacon. money or in kind ... and is gene- 
The current issue of The British rally inflicted as a punitive measure, 
Weekly contains a brilliant article from as a matter of policy.” 

the pen of “ Ciaudius Clear,” appealing 

in clarion tenes to the supporters of that A Yorkshire contei*iporary relates how 
renowned periodi<^l to come to the “a street organ, manipulated by three 
rescue cf their distressed Fatherland, men who professed to be unemployed, 
He confidently demands from them the was suddenly pounced upon by the 
sum of £50,000, wi^ which to purchase police and charged with stealing eggs.” 
and^ place at the disposal of the nation This instrument must be one of the 
a Nicoh-plated airship, to be called The naany Radical organs which support the 
Kailyard, as wdl as a Kentish Fire great robber of hen-roosts. 
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THE Murmr year. 

In tlie lumber-room I rummaged for some papers out of place, 
When I came— -among the cobwebs — on a small morocco case, 

Raised the lid and saw a medal, on its upturned side a date, 
“ 1857 ” graven on the tarnished laurelled plate. 

’Twas enough ; and ere I turned it in its faded velvet bed 
Quite a host of recollections ran in riot through my head ; 

And from out the musty boxes, loved of spider and of mouse. 
Came a half-forgotten story of an owner of the house. 

Thus * A dusty roadway rises and an Indian sun beats doT^n 
Where an English scouting party gallop in from Delhi Town 

On their flank the rebel rifles rattle out in sudden stoims, 
One full mile in front is shelter, where a sweating battery 
forms. 

On they come in open order, through the danger zone they 
sweep, 

Save the last, whose wounded charger pecks, and pitches in 
I a heap, 

Struggles, shivers and lies quiet, while the trooper makes a 
run, 

Tries to join his comrades halting under cover of the gun, 

Where they bieathe their sobbing horses, and the boy who ’s 
in command 

Shocks the dust from off his tunic, numbers off his tattered 
I band. 

Thrown a glance along the roadway where the bullets flick 
and bound, 

Sees the distant, limping figm*e, swings his reeking Arab 
round. 


Swears, and, sitting down to gallop, sends him lacing back 
again, 

Gets the trooper up in safety, spite the raking leaden rain, 

And again defies the gaimtlet of the glaring shot-swept road, 
Till the Arab rocks and staggers into cover with his load ! 

This the story I remembered of those days by Delhi’s gate, 
As I lead the magic figures of the medal’s famous date. 

Then it seemed to my romantic and unmilitary mind 
That some lecord of his riding might be found engx*aved 
behind. 

So I turned it, and disco\ered that, some fifty years ago, 

His Aunt Jane had scored with butter at the local county show. 

f “kli DitLlilleld, playing at Knebwoith, struck a laik with his diive 
from the tentli tee This sp'eadid spoitiug couiso piomises, ’ &c , <SLc 
— Daily Minor 

This kind of sport might satisfy some of our Continental 
friends, but what ilc want to know is— how is the green- 
keeper doing with his pheasants’ eggs? 

From a report in IVie Irish Tims of the race for the Little 
Breeders’ Plate (five furlongs) at the Cork Paik Meeting. — 
** Won m a canter by two and a-half miles , one and a-lialC mdes 
separated second and third ” 

We think the misprinter made an error of judgment in 
repeating his joke so soon. 

News from the Concert Boom. 

« Jifi sang with gieat feeling, ‘Relieve me of all those endeaiing 

young chtinns * — Local Paper , , 

*^Sjng.^Whi.)iOdiasmg&\ Mr P J Dams Camhndi/c C/iromc/c. 

But what does Celia do when Mr. P. J . sings ? 
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page is a deliglit, written with humour and sympatliy, and 
OUR BOOKl NG-OFFICE. a gentle satire none the less biting for its restraint. Especi- 

, ^ r T j m 1 \ ollv doss tho figure of practical D/*. himself dwell in 

(By Mr. Punch s Stajf of Learned Clerks.) memory, with his kindness, his steady disclaimers of 

One can guess what started Mrs. Humphry Ward on the philanthropy, and above all his very human enjoyment of 
scheme of her Daphne, or Marriage d la Mode (Casseu.). the good Burgundy that his work enables him to afford. 
One pictures the author on her visit to the States, and a New Perhaps the chief charm of the book is its entire avoidance 
Englander saying to her, “ Our divorce laws are a scandal to of sentimentality. The tragi-comedies of Bovingdon Street 
civUisation ; why don't jou, dear Mrs. Humphry Ward, with call forth their own tears and laughter without any apparent 
your powerful pen, write a novel exposing these iniquities manipulation by the author. In short, Mr. Lyons’ Sixpenny 
On the other hand, she may have undertaken the^ voyage Pieces have the ring of true metal, and I for one shall eagerly 
with t.big set object before her. Anyhow, it is a pity that, anticipate another issue from the same excellent mint. 

even from so heterogeneous a race, Mrs. Ward should not ^ ... TTTy ^ a -u-r nir \ 

have selected for her esceUent purposes a purer type than Jack Gell, the victim of A Comedy of Ambition (Melrose), 
this daughter of an Irishman and a Spanish South American is a new variety of the Stickit Minister. He had plenty to 
woman A pity too that she complicates her case by marry- say for himself in the pulpit, but his flow of oratory was 
ing Daphne not to another American but to the native of a checked by a course of Higher Onticism made in Germany, 
countrv (England) whose divorce- : so he threw up his Orders to plunge 


country (England) whose divorce - 
courts take no cognisa.nce of the 
vagaries of Nebraska jurisdiction. 
But Mis. Ward’s strength lies in 
the portrayal of the things which 
her eyes have seen most closely; 
and she naturally preferred familiar 
English backgrounds lor the main 
development of lier social drama. 
Even so, she is hampered by the 
exigencies of her moral purpose ; 
the plot, never her strongest point, is 
at times perfunctory, and the rather 
crude devices by which Daphne is 
allowed to secure evidence to sup- 
port her case for divorce seem, if 
I dare hint it, to savour a little of 
Palais Eoyal farce. 

I notice that the publishers’ an- 
nouncement states that “ the whole 
story leads up to the scene in the 
last chapter between the divorced 
husband and wife, and by it Mrs. 
Ward is content that her book should 
he judged.” And wdl she may be, 
for it is^ certainly a very strong 
and moving chapter, and we are 
most of us content to be judged 
by our best. But the critic is less 
easily satisfied; and it must he 
confessed that, though the book 
opens well and ends very well, and- 
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into a politico-journalistic lile in 
London (where all good Scotsmen 
come at last). And of course, being 
a Scotsman, he was a triumphant 
success, and his career as para- 
graph writer and secretary to a 
Member of Parliament makes very 
good reading, though I hope that 
the tactics of party newspapers 
are not quite so black as Mr. A. 
Gowans Wh\te paints them. All 
the same, it is not his politics but 
his love affairs, and his relations 
with the three women who influenced 
him most, that make one really like 
the book. There are certain passages 
in his friendship with one of these 
ladies through which I wish Mr. 
Whyte had drawn his pen. But the 
story of his unconsciously-growing 
love for the woman whom he eventu- 
ally marries is idyllic in its earlier 
moments, and marked in its climax 
by all the ruggedness proper to the 
course of true love. The impedi- 
ment to their happiness was a dark 
chapter in her previous life, which 
made her, as she thought, not good 
enough for him. However, a still 
darker chapter in his mother’s life, 
■which bechanced to discover, put 


throughout offers many proofs that the old craftsmanship has the lovers more nearly on a level. And so two blacks made 
not been forgotten, Mrs. Ward has done better work. a white, and Mr. Whyte made a good ending to a good book. 

I must end with a sincere compliment to the tact she has 

shown in handling a difficult subject without offence to the 3n An Honest Man (Methuen) the reader may study the 
fedings of the nation whose laws (and some of their manners) curious operation of a stone trying to draw blood from itseM 
she assaib. Americans are notoriously sensitive of criti- and, supposing stones to have families, from its wife and 
j oism ; but the best of them are bound to welcome this children. Honest Milsom's dishonest partner defaults with 
attack upon a condition of things from which they are the most of the firm’s assets, but the firm’s creditors, dis- 
chief sufferers. A postscript of praise is due to Mr. Pegram’s regarding the etiquette of fiction, temper justice with mercy 
delicate illustrations in colour. and are not the less true to life for that. They allow the 

1 ; — T" . firm’s debts to stand over indefinitdy ; but Milsom's pride b 

bixpenny Pieces (John Lane) takes its name from the not to be so easilv put off. It drives him to play the martyr 
practice of that most amiable physician, Dr. Brink, of to the gallery and the brute to his family, even to abuse his 
Bovingdon Steeet, who prescribed for the dwellers in his sweet wife to his miserable ledger-derk and to do other 
neigabourhooa on what is called the spot-c^h system at detestable things, the pecuniary advantage of which is some- 
sixpence a wnsiutation. Fortunatdy the patients wereun- times obscure. There is,indeed,a striking and possibly a sound 
aware that Mr. A. Neil Lyons was watching them all the idea at the back of the author’s mind, that a man’s sense of 
Ume tnroiigii the little window above the gas-stove in the honour is often a nuisance and occasionally a positive curse ; 
kitchen; j^d those who remember AHhufs, by the same hut the next time Mr. R. H. Bretherton has a striking idea, he 
writo, wuL not need to be told what excellent use he makes should invite some expert novdist to teach him the art, or 
01 his opportomties. The result is a book of which every [underteke for him the business, of its proper exposition. 
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** PUDVILLE ! ” concladed tbe Orator, “ tlie eyes of England are upon you ! Vote for Spinks and Free 

JJX Trade ! Vote for Spinks and the sacred principle of One Man, One Vote 1 Vote for Spinks and the Iriumpli 
of a Socialist Budget ^ ” 

As he descended from his al fresco hustings, the Orator was approached by a gentleman of philosophic aspect. 
“Pardon me. Sir,” said the Thinker, raising his hat, “but I have had the ill-luck to miss all but your excellent peroration; 
and I should take it as a peculiar favour if you would kindly define for me the exact meaning of a ‘ Socialist Budget.’ 
Is it one, as the temi would seem to imply, in which all men are equal in the eyes of its framer ? ” 

“ By a Socialist Budget,” replied the Socialist Orator (it was his proud boast that he had never said “ Sir,” or laised 
his hat, to any man), “I mean one by which the bloated Capitalist is compelled to pay for the down-trodden Masses from 
whose sweated labour he has piled up his iniquitous accumulations of filthy and unearned lucre.” 

“ Yet I take it,” said the Thinker, “ that you have sufficient self-respect to desire to contril)ute your fair proi>ortion 
toward the maintenance of the Empire ? ” 

“ I get all the self-respect I need,” replied the Orator, “ from the fact that I belong to the ranks of Labour. My 
contribution to what you call ‘the maintenance of the Empire’ is moral rather than pecuniary. I cam a starvation 
pittance of £150 a year as a Labouring Man, and therefoi*e pay no income-tax. I am a lodger. I allow myself no 
luxuries, being a non-smoker and a total abstainer from intoxicating beverages. My doctor forbids me tea and sugar. 
As 1 sufter from gout — ‘ poor man’s gout,’ need I say ? — drink imported mineral waters, and these are not taxed by a 
Fi'ce Trade Government.” 

“ And I may assume that you subscribe to the gospel of Free Food ? 

Would you tax the poor man’s bread, his staff of life ? ” protested the Orator. 

“ It seems the only way of getting at some of yom Unless the necessities of life are taxed, how can men like you 
be expected to have a proper sense of the responsibilities of citizenship ? ” 

“ We get that by exercising our right to vote.” 

To be sure. Which reminds me that I just now passed a sandwichman carrying the legend, ‘ No TAXATioir wrrHom’ 
REPjEiESBNTATioir ’ ; and since we began our conversation I am more tlian ever impressed with the belief that there is quite 
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as umch to be said for the converse doctrine— No Repbese 23 TATION- without Taxation. Yourd, of course, is an exceptional 
case. You are peculiarly «n,bstemious. But even the average labourer who has a vote does not pay anything like his share 
of the State's expenses. How do you reconcile this condition of things with your principle of ‘ One Man, One Vote ’ ? ” 

‘‘ All men are equal in the sight of Heaven,” replied the Oratoi*. 

” But not in the sight of Mr. Lloyd-George. Mr. Lloyd-Qeorge wants us to believe that the Landowner and the 
Publican and the Millionaire (especially the dead Millionaire) are much bigger and better fellows than the rest, and that 
he ought to do them the honour of making them pay the lion’s share of the cost of Empire. Very good, I say, if only he 
gives them a proportionate voice in the disposal of their contributions. Y’our doctrine of ‘ One Man, Om: Vote ’ is directed 
against the pluralists, men who jnst happen to have voting qualifications in more than one constituency. But I would 
carry the system of pluralism muchfuither. I would say, ‘No Taxation without Corresponding Representation.’ If I 
subscribe ten times as much in taxes as iny neighbour, and if these taxes are honestly imposed, it must mean that I have 
ten times as much interest as he in the disposal of the State’s revenue ; therefore I ought to have ten votes to his ono. 
Who pays the piper most has the right of calling the greatest number of tunes.” 

A spasm of indignation played across the face of the Orator. ” You would be throwing the power of ParliamonI-,” 
he said, “ into the hands of the Capitalists, and they would bring in Budgets which would lay tho burden of taxation on 
the Labouring Classes.” 

“And an excellent thing for you,” replied the Thinker. “You would then get a corresponding increase of votes, 
and be able to turn the Capitalists out at the next election and produce the kind of Budgets you like best. The pendulum 
would swing for a little, but would soon reach a state of millennial repose.” 

“ I don’t like your millennium,” said the Orator, “and I disagi’ee witli you in every particular.” 

“Then,” said the Thinker, “let us put the case^to arbitration. Yonder I observe, alighting from his car, a 
gentleman of a wise and judicial countenance. Let us appeal to him.” 

3fc 4: He 4: 

Scarcely had the benign old Sage caught the gist of their argument when he politely interposed. 

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “I am no party politician. I have a habit of smiling at various forms of folly, but I make 
it a principle not to attempt to assign to them any order of merit, saying, ‘ This is foolish, hut that is more foolish still.’ On 
the contrary, I liave with me a soothing compound for the composure of all differences. Permit me to hand you a 
couple.” 

And with that, and a courtly bow, Mr. Ponch (for it was he) testowed on each a sample of his 

i#ne 
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